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CHAPTER  L 


«  Behind  yon  hill,  so  tteep  and  high, 

Down  in  the  lowly  glen, 
There  stands  a  castle  fair  and  strong 

Far  from  the  abode  of  man." 


A  letter  from  the  Honorable  Claud  Hamilton^  to 
the  Honorable  Mrs.  Gordon. 


(( 


Dear  Madam, 


"  You  are  I  believe  already 
aware,  that  your  brother,  the  late  Lord  de 
Crespigny,  before    his    death,  appointed  me 
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guardian  to  his  children,  in  conjunction  with 
his  valued  friend.  Colonel  Vavasour;  at  the 
same  time  expressing  a  wish,  that  in  the  event  of 
Lady  De  Crespignj's  death,  during  the  mino- 
rity of  his  daughters,  you  might  be  consulted 
conoeming  the  personal  superintendence  of 
their  education.  That  melancholy  catastrophe 
having  taken  place,  I  have  presumed  to 
write  to  you,  to  request  your  advice  con- 
cerning the  future  establishment  of  the  young 
Baroness  and  her  sister. 

"  Shirley  Hall  will  continue  to  be  their 
abode,  according  to  the  directions  of  the 
late  lord,  and  of  course  it  will  be  necessary 
that  the  children  should  have  some  one  to 
reside  with  them,  qualified  in  every  way  to 
supply,  as  far  as  it  is  possible,  the  place  of  the 
parents  they  have  lost.  My  own  large  family, 
and  position  in  life,  of  course,  make  it  im- 
possible that  I  can  take  upon  myself  that 
office.  Colonel  Vavasour,  a  young  and  un- 
married   man,    and  likely  to   be   abroad  for 
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many  years,  is  also  totally  out  <^  the  ques- 
tioaiL  Now,  you,  my  dear  madam,  the 
nearest  relative  of  these  young  orphans/  and 
umncnmbered  with  ties,  I  can  picture  to 
myseli^  (although  it  is  many  years  since  we 
met)  the  person  most  fully  qualified  to  un- 
dertake a  task — I  may,  indeed,  style  it — a 
labor  of  love —bringing  with  it,  however, 
certainly  much  responsibility.  I  would  fain 
entreat  you  to  consider,  if  it  would  be  dis- 
agreeable orinconvenient  to  you,  to  make  Shirley 
Hall  your  home,  and  to  act  a  mother's  part 
towards  your  orphan  nieces?  Forgive  me, 
for  thus  intruding  upon  you,  with  a  sugges- 
tion of  such  great  import  Should  however, 
any  feeling  or  circumstance  interfere  with 
your  power  of  fiilfilling  my  proposal,  you 
will  I  trust,  kindly  lend  me  your  counsel 
and  assistance,  in  forming  some  plan  for  the 
future  welfare  of  the  dear  children  committed 
to  our  care,        I  am,  &c.,  ftc" 

Hub  was  the  substance  of  the  letter  which 
B  3 
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reached  the  widowed  Mrs,  Gordon,  in  the  retire- 
ment of  asedudedpart  of  Scotland,  where,  with  a 
heart  deeply  wounded  by  the  loss  of  the  beloved 
partner  of  her  youthful  days,  she  had  for  the 
last  two  years  buried  herself  far  from  the  world 
and  its  affairs;  and  haying  no  children  for 
whose  interest  its  smilesor  remembrance  might 
be  valuable,  she  endeavoured  to  seek  consolation 
from  the  true  source  of  comfort,  endeavouring 
successfully,  to  make  for  herself  objects  of  in- 
terest, in  doing  good  to  the  poor  and  needy 
neighbours  surrounding  her  abode.  And 
in  this  solitude  the  pleasures  of  litera- 
ture formed  an  occupation  of  unfailing 
delight  to  the  intellectual  mind  of  Mrs. 
Gordon. 

It  is  repugnant  when  we  have  chalked  out  a 
plan  of  life,  and  have  just  begun  to  accustom 
ourselves  to  its  calm  routine,  to  receive  a  sud- 
den bauleversement  of  our  ideas  by  the  sugges- 
tion of  a  new  field  of  action^  in  which  our 
future  energies  are  to  be  employed  ;  but  Mrs. 
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Gordon  never  allowed  the  calls  of  duty  to  be 
superseded  by  those  of  indination — ^and  a  duty 
she  truly  deemed  the  present  demaod  upon  her 
consideration. 

After  a-  faint  struggle  ^ith  her  feelings 
and  habits,  she  determined  to  go  forth  from  her 
tranquil  privacy,  and  enter  into  the  more  active 
duties,  of  protectress  to  the  orphan  children  of 
a  brother,  who  once  she  had  dearly  loved, 
and  whose  dying  request  she  considered 
sacred. 

A  few  weeks  after  Mr.  Hamilton's  letter 
reached  Mrs.  Gordon  she  had  quitted  Scotland 
and  repaired  to  London,  where  she  remained  a 
short  time  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  both 
in  order  to  arrange  her  own  affairs,  and 
to  learn  every  particular  connected  with 
her  future  establishment  in  the  home  of  her 
young  nieces. 

Mr.  Hamilton  preceded  Mrs.  Gordon  by  a 
few  days  to  prepare  for  her  reception ;  and  on 
^  sombre  day  towards  the  end  of  October,  she 


6  THE  BOflOM  FRIEND. 

found  herself  journeying  towards  the  ancient 
seat  of  the  De  Crespignys,  situated  in  one  of 
the  midland  counties ;  Mr.  Hamilton  met  her 
at  the  last  stage^  and  they  proceeded  together 
to  the  Hall. 

About  an  hour's  drive  brought  them  to  its 
gates.  They  entered  the  long,  straight  avenue 
of  stately  oaks^  and  giant  chesnut  trees, 
whose  solemn  shades  gave  to  the  imagi- 
nation, the  semblance  of  ^^  green  cathedral 
aisles." 

The  carriage  proceeded  slowly  down  the 
ascent,  the  wind  sounding  solemnly  among 
the  branches,  and  the  rooks  cawing  from  the 
tree-tops. 

The  situation  of  the  mansion,  which  stood 
in  a  hollow,  was  singularly  wild  and  lonely, 
siuTOunded  by  woods  and  hills ;  it  appeared  as 
if  doomed  to  perpetual  seclusion,  and  as  Mrs. 
Gordon  caught  sight  of  the  large,  irregular 
edifice,  looking  like  a  black  mass  against  the 
darkening  sky,  an  involuntary  shudder  passed 
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tkroagh  her  frame,  aa  the  thought  presented 
itself,  that  before  her  she  beheld  her  future 
home  !  Had  Mrs.  Grordon  been  superstitioaa^ 
the  strange  feelings  which  erept  over  her  mind 
mighthaTe  indicated  nogoodomenforthe  future. 

But  the  good  lady  was  weary,  and  not  a 
little  nervoiis  at  ihft  idea  that  she  was  soon 
to  behdd,  for  the  first  time,  beings  with 
whom  her  fiiture  lot  was  to  be  so  closely 
linked. 

This  emotion  was  not  unnoticed  by  her  com- 
panion, who  exclaimed, 

**  No  very  lively  looking  abode,  I  confess, 
my  dear  friend;  something  in  the  Udolpho 
style,  certainly,  but  ladies  are,  I  believe,  gen- 
erally fond  of  these  kind  of  ancient  places ; 
there  is  a  romantic  feeling  attached  to  the 
impression  which  excites  the  imagination. 
However,*'  Mr.  Hamilton  continued  with  an 
anxious  air  of  kind  solicitude,  **  I  trust,  my 
dear  madam,  that  with  all  your  numerous  re* 
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ever  particularly  attractive  in  any  way, 
whilst  Francesca  is  a  perfect  little  angel 
already.  But  here  we  are,  my  dear  lady,  and 
you  will  have  an  opportunity  of  forming  your 
own  opinion  of  your  nieces." 

As  Mr.  Hamilton  pronounced  these  last 
words,  the  carriage  drove  clattering  under  the 
projecting  gateway,  the  hollow  echoes  break- 
ing a  silence  which  was  almost  awfuL  It  en- 
tered the  court-yard  surrounding  the  house, 
and  stopped  before  the  portal,  over  which 
frowned  the  escutcheons  of  the  last  Baron  and 
his  deceased  lady. 

"  Wliere  are  the  young  ladies  ?"  Mr. 
Hamilton  hastily  asked  of  the  servant  who  ad- 
mitted them,  as  he  assisted  Mrs.  Gordon  to 
alight — and  being  told  that  they  were  in  the 
library,  he  gave  her  his  arm,  and  hurried  along 
an  arched  and  lofty  hall ;  so  spacious  that  it 
was  difficult  at  first  to  discern  its  bounds,  with 
its  music  gallery — large  chimney  shafts — 
pictures — huge  gothic    bow  window,  and  all 
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the  appurtenances  belonging  to  that  noble 
feature  of  our  ancient  mansions.  There 
seemed  to  reign  over  all  around^  an  air  of  such 
profound  stillness  and  gloom,  that  Mrs.  Gor- 
don could  not  help  feeling  a  moyement  of 
compassion  for  the  two  young  beings,  who, 
having  had  their  minds  saddened  and  subdued 
by  the  awfiil  events,  which,  at  such  short  in- 
tervals, had  occurred  within  those  walls,  had 
been  left  comparatively  alone — without  any  of 
that  tender  care,  so  necessary  to  cheer  and 
solace  their  bereaved  hearts.  Her  spirit 
yearned  towards  the  motherless  girls,  and 
she  earnestly  resolved  to  endeavour  to  the  ut- 
most of  her  power,  to  fill  the  place  of  the 
parents  they  had  lost. 


TUB  B080H  FKISND. 


CHAPTER  n. 


"  Ob  happr  duld  wbo  liTM  to  mirth 
And  joj  of  tbiDC  own  on  thi)  ainful  eirtb, 
Wbcue  hMTt  like  a  lonelj  Mrcam  kcepa  tinging. 
Or  like  a  holj  bell  in  tiopng. 


Lol  udncB  by  the  lidr  of  joy.* 


IIavikg  passed  from  the  hall,  Mr.  Hamiltun 
stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  lai^,  oaken  stair- 
case, and  gently  opened  one  of  the  doors 
which  stood  on  either  ude  ;  then,  putting 
his  finger  to  his  lips,  he  entered  softly,  signing 
to  Mrs.  GordoD  to  do   the  some.     A   large 
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screen  stood  before  the  entrance ;  con- 
cealed by  its  ample  foldi^  they  remained  for  a 
moment,  and  thus  could  unperceived  survey 
the  interior  of  the  apartment. 

To  convey  an  idea  to  our  readers  of  the 
impression  which  Mrs.  Grordon  received  by 
the  first  coup  dceil^  we  must  give  a  slight 
sketch  of  the  apartment  and  its  occupants. 

The  library  was  a  long,  spacious  room,  dark 
with  the  time  worn  lore  of  ages,  which  lined 
its  carved,  oaken  walls — the  furniture  bearing 
the  massive  form  of  other  days.  The  light 
broke  but  faintly  through  the  small  paned 
windows,  the  upper  parts  stained  with  the 
painted  arms  of  the  family,  and  with  the  in- 
itiab  of  the  sovereign,  in  whose  reign  they 
had  first  been  granted.  About  the  centre  of 
the  room,  on  a  high-backed  massive  chair,  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  volume  which  lay  on  the 
reading  desk  before  her,  sat  a  girl,  apparently 
about  fifteen  years  old  Sombre  as  was  the 
appearance  of  the  room,  no  less   so  was  the 
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expression  of  her  countenancey  as  she  pursued 
her  occupation  with  less  of  apparent  interest, 
than  gloomy  abstraction. 

Her  cheek  was  pale,  but  not  fair,  and  the 
dull,  dark  hair  braided  on  her  brow,  joined  to 
the  deep  mourning  which  she  wore,  gave  it  a 
still  darker  hue,  and  as  she  sat,  never  once 
lifting  her  long  eyelashes,  nor  appearing  in  tlie 
least  to  heed — or  partake  in  the  sounds  of 
merriment  which  were  ringing  close  to  her 
ears,  she  looked  indeed  a  fit  personification 
of  the  spirit  of  that  gloomy  chamber.  But,  as 
some  obscure,  shaded  spot  is  rendered  the  more 
striking  by  contrast  with  a  neighbouring 
feature,  upon  which  a  sunbeam  is  casting  its 
bright  radiance,  so  it  was  in  the  present  in- 
stance— for  near  her  was  one  as  difierent  cer- 
tainly as  light  from  darkness. 

A  little  girl  of  tender  age  was  kneeling  a 
few  yards  distant,  playing  with  a  beautiful 
Italian  greyhound*  Her  white  arms  raised, 
above     its    head     she    held    a    ball,    with 
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which  she  provoked   its  graceful   bounds   to 
reach  the  tempting  plajthing  — and  then  fling- 
ing it  in  the  air,  the  quiet  room  echoed  with 
her  merry  bursts  of  laughter,  as  the  animul 
scampered  after  the  rolling  treasure*     whilst 
by  her  side,  watching  with  dignified  condescen- 
»on  the  gambols  of  the    giddy    pair,  sat  an 
enormous  Newfoundland  dog.     The  hair  of  this 
child  also  was  very  dark,  but  as  bright  as  the 
raven's  wing,  and  its  jetty  waves  seemed  to 
reach,  in  her  kneeling  position,  nearly  to  the 
ground,  giving  an  almost  marble  like  appear- 
ance to  her  skin  ;     the  delicate  rose  tint  on 
the  cheek,  and  the  deeper  coral  of  the  lips, 
forming  a    beautiful    contrast    to   the    pure 
white,    with     which     it      was     surrounded. 
Careless  grace  was  in  every  movement,  and 
all  the  fulness  of  childhood's  gladness  in  those 
sof);  eyes,  of  the  darkest  violet,  to  which  the 
iringed  eyelashes  gave  a  still  deeper  hue. 

But  there  was  a  third  person  composing  the 
group- 
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Leaning  on  the  back  of  the  student *s  chair, 
stood  nnothcr  young  girl,  apparently  about  the 
same    age,   in    whose  appeiurance    there    ex- 
isted a  peculiarity  calculated  to  excite  the  be- 
holder's attention.     She  too  was  dark,  and  the 
hair  drawn    plainly  oflF  an  oval  face  showed 
the  clear  olive  complexion— the  peculiar  black 
eye — the  thin    lips,  bringing  forcibly  to  the 
fancy  some  pictures  of  the  Italian  blasters — 
and  if  the  appearance  of  her  companions  con- 
veyed to    the  mind  the  idea  that  something 
warmer  than  English  blood  mingled  in  tlieir 
veins,  there  could  scarcely  exist  a  doubt,  that 
she  was  a  child  of  the  sunny  South.     It  was 
difficult  at  first  to  discover  what  it  was  that 
gave  far  from  a  pleasing    impression,   whilst 
gazing  upon  that  young  face.     Yes,  even  as 
she  thus  stood,  watching  with  a  smile  upon  her 
lips,  the  frolics  of  the  little    one,   the   mild 
blandness  of  that  smile  strangely  contrasting 
with  the    immoveable,  almost    sullen  expres- 
sion of  the  elder  girl — yet  there  was  some- 
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thing  in  the  ghmce  of  the  eye  which  contra- 
dicted the  expression  of  tiie  lips. 

It  was  but  a  brief  moment,  although  we 
haye  tarried  in  the  description,  that  Mrs.  Gror- 
don  contemplated  the  group,  for  the  ball,  with 
which  the  little  girl  was  playing,  having,  in 
one  of  her  random  throws,  missed  its  aim,  and 
fallen  on  the  very  book  of  the  reader,  and 
afler  it  having  bounded  the  greyhound,  over- 
turning the  volume,  causing  the  grave  girl  to 
awaken  from  her  abstraction,  and  to  raise  her 
eyes  with  a  somewhat  impatient  expression, 
the  sharp  bark  of  the  little  animal,  and  the 
ringing  laugh  of  its  accomplice,  was  now 
echoed  by  another  from  Mr.  Hamilton,  as  he 
stepped  forward  from  behind  the  screen  with 
his  companion.  The  child  sprang  to  her  feet, 
and  was  about  to  run  towards  her  guardian, 
but  on  seeing  her  stranger  aunt  was  seized 
with  a  sudden  fit  of  shyness.  She  pressed 
closer  to  her  sister,  who  had  also  risen  on  be- 
holding them,  and  they  stood  thus,  hand  in 
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hand,  the  former  with  her  eyes  etill  swimming 
with  laughter,  but  bent  on  the  ground,  the 
latter  looking  towards  them,  with  an  air  of 
cold  embarrassment,  as  if  uncertain  whether 
or  not  to  advance  and  meet  them. 

"  Giulia  1  Francesca !  my  dear  children, 
come  and  welcome  your  aunt,**  cried  Mr. 
Hamilton. 

'^  This  I  suppose  is  Giulia,''  said  the  sweet 
soft  voice  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  as  she  took  the 
hand  the  eldest  coldly  extended  towards  her, 
and  affectionately  kissed   her   cheek,  though 
her  heart  was  somewhat  chilled  by  the  for- 
bidding   deportment   of  her  niece,    and   she 
gladly  turned  to  the  younger,  and  folded  the 
child  in  her  arms.     She  felt  the  embrace  re- 
turned by  the   warm   pressure  of  the  little 
arms    which  encircled  her  neck.      Tears  of 
awakened  affection  rose  to  Mrs.  Gordon's  eyes, 
and  she  murmured  in  a   voice  of  emotion, 
«  My  little  darling !" 
*'  What,  Francesca  T  sud  Mr.  Hamilton,  in 
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a  plajfiil  tone,  pleased  with  the  impression 
made  by  Ids  little  favourite — and  the  long  em- 
brace terminated,  the  child  tnmed  towards 
hxm,  and  sprang  upon  Ids  knee.  **  Does  your 
aunt  think  that  die  will  be  able  to  loye  such 
a  litl^le,  %fy*  naughty  girl  as  you— who  ever 
calk  you  a  darling?*' 

**  You  do,  unde,**  for  so  the  children  ever 
styled  their  guardian,  **  and  I  like  her  to  name 
me  thus,  for  she  looks  so  kind,  and  smiles  so 
sweetly,  and  presses  me  in  her  arms  just 
like — ''  and  her  voice  faltered ;  **  but,"  she 
continued  in  a  half  whisper,  '^  there  is  some* 
thing  I  had  much  rather  she  should  call 
me,* 

«  Whatr  asked  Mr.  Hamilton. 

"  Ah  t  Giulia  will  tell  you,"  continued 
Francesca,  the  colour  mounting  to  her  temples, 
and  hiding  her  face  on  her  guardian's  shoulder. 

ButGKulia,  who,  whilst  her  sister  was  thus  the 
centre  of  attraction,  had  stood  with  no  smile, 
nor  any  sign  of  interest  on  her  countenance. 
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upon  being  thus  addressed  by  her,  answered 
not,  but  turned  away,  with  a  slight  quiver 
on  her  lip  and  a  shade  of  increased  colour  on 
her  face.  But  all  were  too  much  occupied 
with  the  interesting  child  to  remark  her. 

^'  Tell  me,  dearest  Francesca,"  continued 
Mrs.  Gordon,  "  what  you  like  best  to  be 
called,"  and  she  drew  the  little  beauty  towards 
her,  and  bent  down  to  kiss  her ;  whilst  she  did 
so,  the  little  girl  whispered,  her  voice  trembUng 
with  emotion,  and  her  violet  eyes  glistening  as 
with  dew  drops— 

^'  Mama  used  to  call  me  ^  Cora  Francesca  mm,' 
or  ^  Carissima  Francesca,'  and  I  should  like 
one  so  kind  looking  as  you,  dear  lady,  thus  to 
name  me  also." 

When  Mrs.  Grordon  next  looked  round  the 
room,  her  eyes  fell  upon  the  third  girl,  who 
had  retired  to  a  remote  part  of  the  room,  and 
stood  watching  the  scene  with  an  air  of  un- 
obtrusive humility.  Mrs.  Gordon  held  out 
her  hand,  saying. 
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*^  I  see  I  haye  yet  another  acquaintance  to 


^'  Oh,  yes,  come  here  T  said  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton, ^*  this  is  a  little  girl  who,  I  believe 
I  told  you,  has  been  a  companion  to  your 
nieces  for  many  years,  and  who  I  hope  you 
will  find  worthy  of  your  kindness  and 
esteem,'' 

The  hAy  took  the  girl's  hand,  and  spoke 
smne  kind  words,  which  were  receiyed  with 
an  ur  of  becoming  deference— her  eyes  bent 
humbly  to  the  ground — and  having  pronounced 
in  the  liquid  tones  of  her  language,  ^'  You 
are  very  condescending,  Signora,**  she  re- 
treated to  her  former  position. 

Mr.  Hamilton  then  proposed  that  the  tra- 
veller should  repidr  to  her  apartment,  to  pre- 
pare for  dinner. 

'^  And  here  comes  a  gentleman,"  he  added. 
Talking  to  the  window,  '^  who  will,  I  doubt 
not,  be  of  opinion,  that  dinner  will  be  the 
most  expedient  act  just  now,"  and  at  that  mo- 
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ment  a  young  man,  with  a  gun  on  his  shoulder, 
was  seen  approaching,  across  the  spacious 
lawn  on  which  the  window  looked. 

Mr.  Hamilton  threw  open  the  wide  caae- 
ment ;  the  little  greyhound  sprang  over  the 
sill  and  bounded  to  meet  him,  followed  less 
lightly  by  the  Newfoundland. 

"  There  they  go  P  cried  Mr.  Hamilton, 
laughing,  ^*  Now,  Francesca,  my  girl,  after 
them,*'  he  continued  clapping  his  hands,  as  the 
little  girl,  her  eyes  sparkling  gladly,  had  at 
first  made  a  step  forward,  as  if  she  also  medi- 
tated a  flight,  and  then  stopped  suddenly,  awed 
by  her  aunt's  presence,  blushing  and  smiling, 
and  stealing  a  lingering  glance  after  her  less 
scrupulous  friends.  At  her  guardian's  voice 
of  encouragement,  and  a  kind  smile  from  her 
aunt,  she  waited  no  longer,  but  bounded  on 
the  edge  of  the  window  with  the  lightness 
of  a  Finella,  and  was  seen  flying  across  the 
lawn  into  the  arms  of  the  young  man,  who 
covered  her  with  kisses,  the  two  dogs  jiunp- 


THB  Boecai  nnoiD.  it 

ing  around  them,  a8  if  seekiiig  a  share  in  thoee 
careaaea,  Mr.  Hamilton  aeemed  heartdlj  to 
enjoy  the  scene,  and  said,  turning  to  Mrs. 
Gordon^ 

^^  A  lovelj  little  creatore,  is  she  not  ?   such 
life  and  spirits,  with  such  a  warm,  affectionate 
heart;  I  like  to  see  a  young  creature  like  that,** 
and  he  involuntarily  turned  his  eyes  back  on 
the    Baroness,    who    stood    a    little  in    the 
back  ground,  opposite  the  window,  with  her 
eyes  fixed  upon   the  scene,  with  a  look    of 
greater  interest  and  animation  enlivening  her 
countenance,  though,  as  if  the  feeling  partook 
more  of  pain  than  pleasure — for  her  cheek 
was  slightly  flushed,  and  a  darker  shade  was 
on  her  brow.'    But  she  again  dropped  her  eyes 
when  she  saw  thoee  of  her  axmt  and  guardian 
fixed  upon  her. 

Mr.  Hamilton  continued,  ^^  Now  I  would 
very  much  like  to  see  a  little  more  life  and 
gaiety  in  our  young  peeress  here,'*  and  he  faeM 
out  his  hand  to  the  Baroness,  and  drew  her 
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kindly  towards  him,  "  and  I  have  no  doubt 
that  with  so  kind  and  agreeable  a  companion, 
as  she  will  now  have,  one  who  will  not  let 
her  mope  all  day  over  musty  books  and  non- 
sense, that  she  will  soon  be  as  lively  as  Fran- 
cesca  herself ;  and  perhaps  the  next  time  J 
come,  I  shall  see  her  even  take  a  leap  out  of 
this  window." 

^^  And  give  Mr.  Claud  Hamilton  the  same 
warm  reception  as  Francesca?"  said  Mrs. 
Gordon,  smiling,  in  order  to  relieve  her  niece, 
who  was  evidently  far  from  enjoying  thus 
being  commented  upon.  She  saw  her  lip 
tremble— and  the  tears  gather  in  her  eyes. 
^'  That  would  be  asking  rather  too  much  from 
Lady  de  Crespigny's  dignified  age,'^  ^er  aunt 
continued  laughing,  ^^  would  it  not,  Qiulia  ?"' 

*'  Yes,*'  the  young  girl  replied,  with  her  eyes, 
fixed  upon  the  group;  and  there  was  a  bit- 
terness in  her  tone  which  startled  Mrs.  Gor- 
don, who  had  scarcely  heard  her  speak ;  "  it 
would  be  as  unnatural  as  Hector  endeavouring 
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to  diare  with  Amo,  some  of  those  caressefl^ 
and  would,  doubtless,  be  received  in  the  same" 
manner,^  she  added,  in  a  voice  scarcely  audi- 
ble, as  she  perceived  the  affectionate  demon- 
strations of  the  Newfoundland,  which  were 
becoming  rather  too  obstreperous,  repulsed  by 
Claud,  whilst  the  greyhound,  which  had  been 
placed  in  his  arms  by  Francesca,  was 
fondled  and  suffered  to  lick  his  face.  The 
little  girl  in  the  meanwhile  was  kneeling  on 
the  ground,  busily  occupied  in  examining  the 
contents  of  the  game  bag. 

^^Well,"  said  Mr.  Hamilton,  dropping  the 
hand  of  the  young  Baroness,  and  turning 
away,  "  I  only  hope  that  Francesca  will  not 
let  herself  be  made  an  old  woman  before  her 
time ;  that's  all  I  have  to  say.  Ah !  here 
comes  the  little  beauty  —  and  is  Claud  not  a 
fine  fellow,  Mrs.  Grordon  ?" 

Mr.  Hamilton's  encomiums,  though  they 
might  seem  rather  partial,  were  not  exagge* 
rated;  the  young  man  who  now  approached, 

VOL    I.  C 
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was  as  fine  a  qpeeimen  of  an  English  youth,  a0 
fnight  be  seen. 

He  was  not  more  than  nineteen;  his  tall, 
straight  figure  showed  off  to  advantage  the 
bec<Hning  dress  of  a  sportsman ;  his  brown  hair, 
pushed  baok  from  a  dear  open  brow,  dis* 
phiyed  a  handsome  face,  glowing  with  youth- 
ftil  spirits,  and  bright  from  the  effects  of  the 
healthful  sport  in  which  he  had  been  engaged^ 
His  clear,  blue  eyes  turned  with  a  laughing 
good-nature  on  his  little  companion,  whose 
style  of  dark  beauty,  formed  so  striking  a 
contrast  to  the  truly  Saxon  cast  of  his  com^ 
plexion  and  general  appearance.  The  child 
bounded  by  his  side  graceful  as  a  fawn — 
the  very  personification  of  gaiety  -  with  a 
gaudy  pheasant's  leather  stuck  amidst  her  glossy 
hair. 

On  reaching  the  window,  young  Hamilton 
was  presented  to  Mrs.  Gordon,  who  was  as 
much  attracted  by  his  frank,  unaffected  man- 
ner, as  with   his   persopal  beauty ;  and  after 
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QL  Utile  eonTeraatkm,  he  looked  in  at  die  win* 
dow  with  a  smile,  and  in  a  hod  tooe  of  Toioe^ 


''  Well,  Giulia,  I  hxn  had  eofiM  sport, 
and  hay^  brought  heine  tike  iint  brace  of 
wood-coeks  shot  this  eeaaon,  for  your  e^e* 
dflJ  eating." 

Mrs.  Gordoa  looked  at  herniece,  in  order 
that  she  might  hare  the  gradfieatum  of  see* 
ing  her  under  that  iBllnenee"**«eeldora  without 
its  power,  even  over  the  dullest  and  coldest 
of  temperaments^-^tiie  brightening  ray  of 
Vii»d"<^«»  and  coneidersiion,.  rendered,  in  the 
present  instance,  doubly  yalaaUe  to  a.  young 
girl's  heart,  coming  ftvm  one  so  young  and 
attractive ;  nor  was  she  disappointed — nay,  the 
result  was  beyond  her  expectation,  so  great 
was  the  momentary  alteration  effected  by  the 
anile,  which  lighted  «p  the  ^'  unsparkling 
eyes^  of  the  young  girL  She  e yen  commenced 
a  few  words  in  a  tone  of  something  like  cheer* 
All    graeioMisness^   but  stopped  abruptly,  and 
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the  sunshine  passed  away  from  her  counte- 
nance as  Claud  turned  round  the  next  moment 
to  answer  to  the  demands  on  his  attention,  firom 
her  exigearUe  little  sister. 

Lady  de  Crespigny  then  left  the  vuidow, 
followed  by  the  Italian  girl,  who  had  been 
standing  a  little  apart,  watching  all  that  was 
going  on,  her  dark  eyes  gleaming  through  the 
gathering  shades  of  approaching  night. 

That  evening  was  spent  in  the  library. 
There  they  sat,  the  wax-lights  and  blazing 
fire  imparting  their  all-cheering  influence  to 
the  aspect  of  the  sombre-looking  apartment, 
and  seeming  to  impart  almost  the  semblance 
of  a  smile,  to  a  grim-visaged  Baron  dc  Cres- 
pigny, who,  in  complete  armour,  hung 
in  his  dark  oaken  frame  above  the  mantel 
piece. 

As  for  the  party  themselves,  it  was  still 
the  little  Francesca,  who,  whilst  she  remained 
amongst  them,  was  the  life  and  spirit  of  all 
around,  and  the  chief  object  of  notice.  Mrs. 
Gordon,  fatigued  by  her  journey,  reposed  in 
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one  of  the  ancient  carved  oak  chairs^  placed 
on  either  side  of  the  fire-pkce. 

The  two  elder  girls  sat  working  by  the 
table ;  the  Baroness  scarcely  taking  her  eyes 
from  her  employment  —  the  Italian  girl, 
apparently  as  much  absorbed  in  her  occupation, 
though,  occasionally,  Mrs.  Gordon  observed 
her  dark  eyes  casting  a  stealthy  glance 
upon  the  movements  of  the  others,  and 
occasionally  she  spoke  in  a  low  tone  to  the 
Baroness. 

Claud,  however,  was  not  so  ungallant  as 
to  allow  his  whole  attention  to  be  absorbed 
by  one  lady  of  the  party,  and  often  he  ap- 
proached Giulia,  with  some  casual  remark  or 
question,  concerning  the  work  in  which  he 
seemed  much  interested;  and  Mrs.  Gordon 
was  surprised  to  hear  the  well-expressed* 
and  fluent  language  of  the  Italian  girl,  form- 
ing so  strong  a  contrast  to  the  abrupt,  em- 
barrassed manner  of  the  Baroness,  when- 
ever she   ^d   attempt  to  exceed  the  mono- 
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syllabic    limit,    to    whidi    she    genera&y  re- 
strained herself. 

Nice  always  8p<^e  in  her  own  {)eaatiftil  ton- 
gue,  and  dbe  was  ever  addressed  in  Italian  by 
the  two  young  De  Crespignys,  and  also  by 
Claud  Hamilton ;  but,  although  the  latter  spoke 
the  language  batter  than  most  Englishmen,  in 
his  pronunciation  might  be  plainly  detected  a 
difference  from  the  pure  and  perfect  accent  of 
the  girls. 

*^  How  I  shall  surprise  my  lazy  sisters  f* 
Claud  exclaimed,  as  he  seated  himself  by 
Griulia*s  side,  '*  when  I  return  home  laden 
with  my  treasures — how  can  I  ever  thank  you 
sufficiently?" 

Griulia  answered  not,  but  her  fingers 
seemed  to  lose  their  dexterity,  and  her 
tilk  to  become  entangled,  while  Nice  merely 
raised  her  glittering  eyes  an  instant  to  his 
face. 

'"^And  you,  you  little  idle  thing,''  Claud 
exclaimed^  looking    at    Francesca,   who  was 
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knee&i^  om  %  chw  leamng  her  elbowft  on  the 
table,  watching  her  sister  and  the  Italian  girl 
— her  sweet  eyes  now  fifled  with  a  qoiet  seri- 
ousnees,  more  oharming  still  than  in  her 
merrj  mood,  ^you  do  nothing  for  me,  but 
tease  me.'' 

She  looked  at  him  first  with  a  half-asitamed, 
anxious  expression,  as  if  she  thought  his 
words  were  spoken  in  earnest,  but  the  next 
instant  catching  his  smile,  she  exclaimed,  as 
she  sprang  up  and  cast  her  arms  around  his 
neck — 

^^  Oh,  yes !  I  loye  you,  and  that  I  know 
you  like  much  better;  and  when  you  come 
back,  I  am  to  be  your  little  wife;  and  then 
I  shall  be  older,  and  able  not  only  to  love  you, 
but  work  for  you  too." 

^^Francesca,  you  have  entangled  all  my 
ttlk,**  murmured  her  sister  in  a  fretful  tone, 
whilst  Claud,  laughing  and  colouring,  said,  as 
he  submitted  to  the  embrace, 

*'  What  a  darling  little  wife  I  shall 
haver 
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^^  The  dear,  loving  little  creature  I**  exclaimed 
Mr.  Hamilton  from  his  arm  chsdr,  in  whicli, 
after  his  favorite  had  been  summoned  to  bed, 
he  dropped  into  a  gentle  nap ;  and  the  conver- 
sation was  then  principally  sustained  by 
Mrs,  Gordon  and  Claud,  until  they  retired  for 
the  night. 
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**  For  seldom  smiled 

The  serioua  child. 

And  as  ihe  pasted  firom  childhood  green. 

More  fitf  between  those  smiles-^and  few 

More  sad  and  wild. 

«  »  »  « 

And  all  her  pleasure  was  to  roam, 
*  ♦  *        and  whereaoe'er 

She  saddest  felt— to  sojourn  there..' 

Philip  Von  Atbiveldi* 


It  was  with  a  feeling  of  melancholy^  that  Mrs. 
Gordon  found  herself  that  night  in  the  solitude 
of  her  tapestried  chamber. 

After  an  interral  of   many  years,  she  was 
under  the  roof  of  her  forefathers,  the   solitary 

c5 
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survivor  of  all  the  contemporaries  of  her 
familj,  and  in  the  place  of  her  stately  father, 
and  noble  brothers^  a  new  generation  had 
sprung  up  to  fill  the  walls  of  the  ancient  man' 
sion.  Two  youngi  helpless  girls  were  the  sole 
remnants  of  her  name* 

Her  father,  and  two  young  brothers  had 
died  some  time  before  her  marriage,  and  after 
that  event,  some  eighteen  years  ago,  Mrs.  Gor- 
don had  parted  from  her  only  remaining  rela- 
tive, the  late  lord,  to  accompany  her  husband 
into  Scotland,  and  they  were  never  destined  to 
meet  again.  Shortly  after  that  period,  Lord 
De  Crespigny  accepted  an  embassy  to  Italy, 
and  there  wedded  a  beautiful  daughter  of  the 
land. 

After  that  union,  he  fixed  his  abode  in  one 
of  the  fairest  palaces  of  the  City  of  Florence, 
ttd  becoming  more  and  more  enamoured  with 
the  delights  of  that  bewitching  country,  he 
lingered  from  year  to  year,  devoting  himself, 
even  when  war  and  contention   were  raging 


ttMiin^  to  the  peaoeftil  pursait  of  art  and 
science,  and  to  the  societj  of  hia  dark«eyed 
Francesca. 

It  was  not  until  the  renewal,  in  1803,  of  a 
threatening  aspect  of  affidrs,  and  the  violent 
Animositiee  excited  in  the  breast  of  Napoleon 
against  the  English,  that  he  judged  it  pro- 
dent  to  return  to  his  kmg  deserted  country, 
in  order  to  escape  the  storm  which  seemed 
ready  to  burst  forth. 

Three  children  had  been  bom  to  him.  Th(< 
two  girls  abready  introduced  to  our  readers, 
and  a  son,  who  had  prwed  too  frail  an 
exotic,  to  bear  removal  to  the  cold  climate 
of  his  father's  country.  The  boy  drooped  and 
died,  a  year  after  their  arrivaL  The  health  of 
the  Italian  mother,  though  more  graduaUy, 
seemed  also  to  suffer.  The  change  from  her 
own  summer  skies  was  too  sudden — too  unge*" 
Dial — and  gradually  she  faded,  and  the  loss  of 
the  beloved  child-^idolized  with  such  passionate 
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tenderness,  gave  a  shock  to  her  constitution^ 
never  to  be  recovered. 

Immediately  after  the  death  of  the  boy, 
they  had  quitted  their  seat  in  Berkshire,  the 
scene  of  their  bereavement,  and  with  their  re- 
maining children  buried  themselves  in  the 
solitude  and  gloom  of  Shirley  Hall;  from 
that  time — the  first  violent  pang  of  grief  sub- 
siding, they  seemed  to  sink  into  a  sort  of  luxu- 
rious stupor,  a  perfect  detachment  from 
aught,  save  the  enjoyment  of  each  other's 
society. 

Four  years  thus  glided  away,  and  then  death 
came  to  separate  them — the  husband  was  the 
first  it  claimed.  Lady  De  Crespigny  lingered 
seven  or  eight  months,  and  followed  him  to  the 
grave,  not  many  weeks  before  this  story  com- 
menced. 

There  was  one  circumstance  which  re- 
mained a  mystery  to  those  around  them.  No 
one  knew  what  was  the  faith  in  which  they 
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died.  The  Baroness  at  the  time  of  her 
marriage  was  a  Catholic  The  usual  ar^ 
rangementa  had  been  made,  that  the  sons 
should  be  brought  up  in  the  religion  of 
the  father,  the  daughters  in  that  of  the 
mother. 

Till  the  departure  of  Lady  de  Crespigny 
fit>m  Italy  her  confessor  had  always  resided 
in  the  house.  A  shrewd,  zealous,  and  design- 
ing priest  was  this  Abb6  Cellini,  commonly 
called  Fra  Paolo.  His  eyes  had  been  ever 
fixed  with  eager  watchfulness  and  anxiety  on 
the  husband. 

With  Lord  de  Crespigny's  foreign  tastes  and 
sentiments,  it  seemed  more  than  possible 
that  he  would  have  been  an  easy  convert  to 
the  Popish  religion;  however,  years  rolled 
away,  and  no  vacillation  of  opinion  gave 
reason  to  justify  any  hopes  or  fears  on  the  sub- 
ject— and  the  moment  arrived  when  the  Abb6 
had  the  mortification  of  seeing  him  depart 
from  the  circle  of  his  influence,  unconverted — 
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and  it  was  also  with  indignant  misgivings,  that 
his  church  was  in  danger  of  losing  a  member, 
in  her  who  was  about  to  be  exposed,  unsup- 
ported, to  the  dangers  of  heretic  England, 
with  no  spiritual  adviser  to  watch  over  the 
safety  of  her  soul ;  for  the  Abb6  received  no 
invitation  to  make  one  of  the  suite  of  the 
Baron  de  Crespigny. 

With  a  solemn  warning,  therefore,  to  guard 
against  the  snares  which  would  encompass 
her,  and  praying  that  she  might  maintain  a 
strict  guard  over  the  faith  of  herself  and  her 
children,  Cellini  saw  Lady  de  Crespigny 
depart,  and  it  was  with  a  view  to  the  preser- 
vation of  some  communication  between  himself 
and  this  straying  sheep  of  his  fold.,  that  he 
embraced  with  eagerness  the  Baroness's  offer, 
of  taking  with  her  to  England  his  little 
orphan  niece,  who  had,  from  her  earliest  in-< 
fancy,  dwelt  with  him,  beneath  the  roof  of 
the  de  Crespigny's.  It  was  arranged  that  she 
should  remain  with    them  until  she  reached 
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llie  ige  at  which  she  was  destined  to  enter  a 
eoQTent.  Cellini  at  the  same  sime  extracted 
a  solemn  promise,  that  nothiog  should  be 
neglected,  necessary  to  the  strict  preservation 
of  the  doctrines  of  her  rel%ion. 

In  this  Lady  de  Crespigny  never  failed 
Hie  little  Nice  was  instructed  by  herself  in 
the  first  principles  of  her  religion,  and  was 
sent  ccmstantly  to  a  town,  seven  or  eight  miles 
distant,  both  to  attend  the  Roman  Catholic 
chapel,  and  also  to  receive  spiritual  instruction 
from  the  officiating  priest.  But  no  priest  ever 
entered  the  halL 

In  a  county,  where  so  many  Roman  Catho- 
lic fiuBilies  of  the  highest  distinction  abounded, 
it  is  not  likely  that  the  clergy  of  that  persua- 
rion  would  passively  submit  to  their  exclusion 
from  a  house,  where  they  considered  they  had 
a  legitimate  right  to  be  admitted,  in  order  to 
look  after  the  interest  of  the  Mother  Church ; 
bat  they  sought  in  vain  for  admittance — nor 
did  any  of  the  establishment  of  Shirley  Flail 
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save  the  Italian  girl^  ever  repair  to  the  Town 

of to  attend  mass.     This  certainly  was 

an  ominous  sign. 

And  the  Baron — he  appeared  equally  re- 
miss in  the  outward  forms  of  his  religion. 
Divine  Service  was  performed  on  Sundays, 
for  the  benefit  of  the  Protestant  establishment, 
in  the  chapel  adjoining  the  house,  but  Lord  de 
Crespigny  was  never  present,  the  state  of 
his  health  being  received  as  an  excuse  by  the 
domestics. 

After  a  while,  however,  the  young  Giulia 
was  ordered  by  her  parents,  to  attend  the  service 
in  the  Protestant  chapel.  Whether  this  was 
to  cover  his  own  omission,  or  with  a  view  to 
his  daughter's  adoption  of  her  father's  faith, 
was  for  a  time  doubtfuL  The  rector  of  the 
village,  three  miles  from  Shirley,  one  of  the 
lukewarm  divines  of  that  period,  did  not  give 
himself  much  trouble,  beyond  his  immediate 
duties,  about  the  spiritual  concerns  of  his  no- 
minal patron,  who  never  asked  him  to  dinner, 
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or  courted  his  society,  except  occasionally  on 
jnatters  of  business ;  and  as  to  the  young 
(jiulia,  who  sat  with  so  serious  a  countenance 
amongst  her  attendants,  in  the  crimson-cus- 
hioned pew,  the  rector  contented  himself  with 
ifaaking  hands  with  her  every  Sunday,  after 
the  service  was  over,  telling  her  she  was  a 
most  attentive  young  lady,  and  enquiring  after 
the  health  of  her  parents. 

The  governess  too,  who,  for  a  few  years, 
lived  with  the  de  Crespignys,  was  a  Protes- 
tant, and  received  no  directions  to  impart  to 
her  charges  any  other  religious  instruction 
than  her  own  creed.  From  these  facts  it  was 
obvious,  that  whatever  might  be  the  opinions 
of  the  parents,  they  had  no  bias  towards  the 
Roman  Catholic  faith,  as  far  as  their  children 
were  concerned. 

The  former  point  remidned  doubtful  to  the 
last,  both  husband  and  wife  uying  peacefully 
and  happily,  declaring  their  faith  in  the  same 
Grod,  and  the  same  Saviour,  but  with  no  de- 
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daration  which  could  throw  light  upon  their 
peculiar  opinions ;  excepting  a  clause  in  Lord 
de  Crespigny^s  will,  setting  forth  his  desire 
that  his  daughters  might  be  suffered  to  follow 
the  religion  most  accordant  to  their  inclina- 
tions. 

Might  it  not  therefore  be  inferred,  that  two 
hearts  so  closely  united,  might  have  become 
amalgamated  into  one  spirit ;  regardless  of 
every  outward  form,  but  that  the  essence  of 
both  religions  had  melted  into  one,  and  they  bad 
finally  lost  si^t  of  all,  save  love  for  one  an- 
other, and  adoration  towards  that  God  whose 
bame  is  love. 

In  this  atmosphere  of  tenderness,  how 
had  thriven  the  two  young  beings  whose  his- 
tory we  are  about  to  narrate  ? 

One,  at  least,  bore  no  impress  of  having 
been  reared  in  the  hot  bed  of  affection,  but 
rather  in  some  cold,  barren  region,  "  where 
flowers  that  love  the  light  cannot  flourish," 
and  Mrs.  Gordon  marvelled  whether  the  re- 
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fHiLuve  manner  of  bar  eldest  niece  was  to  be 
attribttted  to  the  sterile  nature  of  her  di^w- 
sition,  or  that,  as  in  the  case  of  Gkleon^s  fleece, 
^  the  dew  had  fi»Uen  on  all  around"  save  her. 

The  morning,  however,  enlightened  her  on 
many  subjects.  On  leaving  her  bed-coom, 
Mrs.  Gordon  was  attracted  hy  the  sound  of  a 
merry  voice,  singing,  laughing,  and  talking,  in 
a  ne^bouring  apartment*  On  entering  it, 
die  found  the  little  Francesca  seated  on  a  low 
stool  at  her  nurse's  feet,  and  thus  beguiling 
the  time,  whilst  she  submitted  to  the  tedious 
occupation  of  having  her  dark  locks  arranged 
in  proper  form. 

Airs.  Gordon  having  stooped  to  give  and  re- 
ceive an  afiectionaie  kiss,  stood  watching  the 
completion  of  the  performance,  evidently 
awaited  with  much  impatience,  both  by  the 
young  lady  and  the  little  Amo,  who  sat  by 
her  side,  watching  the  completion  of  his  mis- 
tress's toilette,  for  Claud's  voice  was  heard 
talking  to  his  dogs  on  the  lawn.     The  little 
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girl  was  at  length  released,  and  having  re- 
ceived, whilst  snatching  a  hasty  kiss  from  her 
nurse,  the  parting  admonition — 

"  Now,  my  dear  Miss  Francie,  do  not  go 
and  shake  all  your  hair  to  pieces,"  she  was 
soon  seen  by  them  from  the  window  flying 
across  the  lawn,  the  wind  laughing  to  scorn 
all  poor  nurse's  labours. 

^^  Dear  darling  r*  said  the  faithful  servant, 
after  Mrs.  Grordon  had  made  some  comments 
on  her  beauty  and  playfulness,  "  what  a  mercy 
it  is  that  the  young  are  such  light-hearted 
creatures,  for,  Grod  knows,  there  has  been 
enough  in  this  house  of   late  to  sadden  any 


one." 


"  Did  the  poor  children  feel  their  mother's 
death  very  much?"  enquired  .Mrs.  Gordon. 
^^  The  Baroness  especially,  at  her  age  must 
have  been  companionable  to  her  parents— she,  I 
fear,  suffered  most  acutely— to  that  cause,  I 
suppose,  may  be  attributed  her  very  grave  de* 
portment." 
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Korse   shook   her    head    somewhat   hesita- 
tingly. 

"As  for  that.  Madam,''  she  said,  "  the 
Baroness  has  ever  been  so  unlike  other 
children — so  quiet  and  reser^xd,  that  it  is 
hard  to  make  out  what  she  feels,  and  what 
she  does  not.  Now  that  other  little  darling — 
I  shall  never  forget  her*  sorrow  at  first ;  but  no 
wonder,  for  they  say  that  *  love  begets  love,' 
and  I  must  own,  I  think  that  dear  Miss  Giulia's 
feelings  for  her  parents  never  had  fair  play, 
whilst  Francesca,  oh  1  how  both  my  lord 
and  lady  doted  on  that  child — she  was  almost 
always  with  them — and  after  her  poor  father  s 
death  the  late  Baroness  never  liked  her  to  be  out 
of  her  sight — in  her  room  she  remained  from 
morning  till  night,  and  the  little  creature, 
though  so  full  of  life  and  spirits,  never  wished 
to  leave  her ;  and  oh  !  Madam,"  and  the  good 
woman  lifted  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes  and 
wept,  "  I  shall  never  forget  the  day  she 
died." 
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"  I    flever    heard    the  particulan  of  that 
event,"  said  Mrs.  Gordon  much  interested. 

**  The  poor  lady,"  resuined  the  nurse,  "  went 
off  quite  suddenly  at  the  last  in  her  sleep,  and 
there  I  found  her  lying,  looking  so  beautifbl 
in  her  snow  white  dress,  just  like  marUe,  and 
the  little  darling  by  her  side,  with  her  long» 
black  hair  falling  over  her  mother — her  arms 
twined  aixmnd  her;    we  removed    the  deaf 
child  — she  was  asleep — but  when  we  told  her 
what  had  happened,  I  thought  she  would  have 
broke  her  heart,  althou^  she  said,  poor  dear  I 
that  she  knew  it  was  naughty  in  her  to  cry, 
as  her  ^lama  was  far  happier  now  that  she 
was  gone  to  papa,  and  that  she  had  been  talk-^ 
ing  to  her  about  it,  just  before  she  went  to 
sleep." 

"  And  her  sister  ?'*  enquired  Mrs.  Gordon. 

"  The  morning  before  her  ladyship's  deaths 
she  had  spent  some  time  alone  with  her,  in 
earnest  conversation,  and,  poor  young  creature^ 
when   she   heard  her   mother  was  gone,  sh« 
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tanked  awajr,  and  cmlj  seemed  to  wiah  to  be 
&lABe ;  for  some  time  after,  it  was  sad  to  see 
how  she  seemed  to  shun  the  nght  of  her  little 
suter,  who,   dear  child,   as    it  was    natural^ 
would  follow  her  for  comfort ;  bat  wheneret 
she  came  near  her,  the  young  Baroness  would 
shrink  away  and  hide  herself,  seeming  to  hate 
the  sight  of  the  little  darling — And  yet  she 
can  love  ^for  how  she  used  to  dote  upon  her 
little  brother,  and  how  bitterly  did  she  grieve  at 
h»  death  I  but^  as  I  said  before,  ^  love  begets 
love,'  and  that  dear  boy  was  always  very  fond 
of  Miss  Giulia.'* 

^  But  was  not  the  Baroness  then  a  favorite 
with  her  parents?^  enquired  Mrs.  Gordon,  her 
interest  increasing  with  every  word  spoken  by 
the  narrator. 

^  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it.  Madam,  for 
you  ought  to  know  everything  relating  to  these 
dear  diildren.  Perhaps  you  may  have  heard, 
that  I  was  sent  for  immediately  on  their  arri« 
val  in   England,   as  your  brother,  Lord  de 
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Crespigny^  had  always  promised  that  I  should 
attend  upon  his  children,  for  the  sake  of  my 
mother,  who  had  been  his  own  nurse.  I  soon 
perceived  tliat  there  was  a  difference  in  their 
manner  towards  Miss  Giulia—  it  was  not  like 
the  tender  affection  which  they  bestowed  on 
the  other  two  children,  and  I  heard  from  the 
servants,  who  accompanied  them  from  Italy, 
that  it  had  ever  been  so.  It  was  a  disappoint- 
ment to  my  lord  and  lady,  at  first,  that  she 
had  not  been  a  boy,  particidarly  as  years 
passed  away  before  another  child  was  bom; 
and  more  so,  that  she  was  not  as  fair  as  might 
have  been  expected  from  their  being  so  beautiful 
themselves,  and  they  were  fond  of  having 
everything  beautiful  about  them,  so  when  that 
lovely  boy  was  bom  she  was  thought  very 
little  about  at  alL  When  I  saw  how  matters 
stood  with  regard  to  her,  and  how  little  she 
was  noticed,  I  used  sometimes  to  make  bold  to 
speak  a  word  for  the  poor  child,  for  I  could 
see  at  first,  that  she  felt  their  neglect ;  but  my 
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lidy  would  answer^  that  it  could  scarcely  be 
expected  that  they    should  evince  the  same 
tender  affection  towards  a  child  who  did  not 
in  the  le^st  appreciate  their  love.     They  loved 
ber,  she  would  add^  equally  as  the  little  ones, 
Imt  Giolia  was  so  strange  a  child,  and  shewed 
flofew  fflgns  of  feeling.     The  hearts  of  the 
psrentSy''  the  nurse '  continued,   ^^  seemed    to 
warm  somewhat  towards  their  elder  daughter, 
when  they  saw  how  fond  the  little  boy  was  of 
her,  and  how  she  loved  and  nursed  him,  in  his 
long  iUness.     Perhaps  it  was  from  the  circum- 
stance of  his  being  a  boy,  but  Giulia  never 
seemed  in  the  least  to  grudge  the  excessive 
tenderness  shewn  to  him  by  her  parents,  though 
much  did  her  heart  rebel  against  the  partiality 
manifested  towards  her  sister ;  and  then,  when 
they  all  came  here,  afler  the  death   of  the 
dear  boy,  and  my  lord  and  lady  shut  them- 
selves up  in  this   dismid    mansion,    matters 
became  worse  and  worse  again,  for  then  Miss 
Giulia  seemed  as  if  she  always  fancied  herself 

VOL.  L  D 
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an  intruder^  when  she  crept  in  amongst  them, 
her  father  and  mother  so  loving  together,  and 
wrapped  up  in    the    little  .  Francesca,    who 
seemed  to  have  become  all  that  both  she  and 
her  brother  had  been  before.  And  yet  not  a 
harsh  word,  or  imkind  act,  demonstrated  their 
lack  of  love ;  but  any  one  coidd  plainly  see 
that  they  never  cared  much  that  she  should 
be  with  them,  or  missed  her  when  she  was 
away,  and  she  would  creep  back  into  that 
great  gloomy  library,   and  sit  moping  over 
dusty  books  for  hours   together,   all  alone  ; 
I  used  very  often  to  find  her  there,  sitting 
huddled  up  in  a  comer,  all  in  the  dark,  when 
I  had  left  the  others  comfortably  together  in 
my  lady's  room.     I  have  heard  them  wonder 
that  Miss  Giulia  preferred  so  much  being  alone 
— tlicy  grieved  over  the  little  pleasure  she 
seemed  to  feel  in  being  with  them,  and  they 
would  sigh  over  what  they  termed  the  eccen- 
tricity of  her  disposition.'' 

"  And  where  was  the  Italian  girl  all  this 
time  ?"  enquired  Mrs.  Gordon. 
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**  Oh  I  the  Signorina  Nice  T  said  the  nurse, 
with  a  change  in  her  tone  of   voice,   '^  she 
abo  used  to  spend  much  of  the  day  with  my 
lofd  and  lady — she  understood  how  to  make 
herself  useAil  to  them — and  they  liked  to  see 
her  study  to  amuse  Miss  Francesca,  and  do  all 
those  little  acts  of  attentioii,  which  I  am  sure 
oar  young  Baroness  woidd  have  rejoiced,  (had 
she  been  encouraged)  to  perform,  and  indeed, 
which  it  was  her  natul^  right  to  do,    but, 
somehow,  that  little  foi'eign  girl  had  always  a 
knack  of  getting  round  people,  even  from  a 
child,  though  she  does  seem  so  mild  and  hiun- 
ble  like/' 

"  Why,  nurse,"  said  Mrs.  Gordon,  "  Nice 
does  not  appear  to  be  a  great  favourite  of 
yours  ;*'  and  the  lady  smiled  as  she  thought 
how  invariably  servants  seem  to  entertain 
antipathies  to  interlopers  entering  a  family, 
in  any  situation  approaching  to  subordination. 

"  Oh,  Madam,  it  would  be  very  wrong  of 
me  to  take  a  dislike  to  any  one  so  young,  or 

D  3 
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to  prejudice  you  against  her  and  I  will  leave 
you  to  judge  for  yourself  of  the  young  girl ; 
perhaps  there  is  one  circumstance  which  makes 
me  doubt  whether  all  is  as  fair  as  it  appears  to 
be." 

^'  And  what  is  the  charge  you  haye  to  make 
against  the  beautiful  Italian  girl?''  enquired 
Mrs.  Grordon. 

^<  Why^  Madam,  Miss  Francesca,  who  seems 
as  if  she  could  not  choose  but  love  everything 
that  is  good,  does  not,  I  think,  take  to  the 
Signorina." 

"  But  the  Baroness  and  Nice  seem  attached 
to  each  other,"  said  Mrs.  Gordon. 

"  Why  yes.  Madam,  lately — that  is,  since 
my  lord's  death,  the  Signorina  seems  to  have 
got  quite  round  the  Baroness — and  they  are 
very  much  together — not  that  I  think  it  is  of 
much  good  to  my  yoimg  lady — what  I  should 
like,  would  be  to  see  her  more  sisterly  in  her 
ways  towards  that  other  little  darling ;  and 
Francesca,  I  am  sure,  is  anxious  to  love  her 
^ister  dearly,  if  only  she  would  let  her." 
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Here  ended  the  nurse's  communication,  for 
Mn.  Gordon  was  called  to  breakfast.  She 
departed  however  with  a  lightened  heart,  for 
ike  fsmcied  she  could  now  see  her  way  more 
dearly  through  the  dark  prospect,  which,  at 
fint  sight,  the  forbidding  manner  of  her 
eldest  niece  had  presented  to  her  imagination. 

Mrs.  Gordon  knew  well,  how  many  evil  pas- 
aons  may  trace  their    source  from  wounded 
ieeliiigs — frt>m  some  smarting  sense  of  neglect 
<ff  nnkindness — some  consciousness  of  insigni- 
ficance, or  deficiency  in  the  power  of  pleasing  I 
The  corroding,  crushing  thoughts,  which  morti- 
fication has  engendered,   might    never    have 
^rong  up  in  the  heart,  had  it  been  cheered 
and  cherished  by  love  and  indulgence.     Mrs. 
Gordon,  as  she  walked  slowly   towards    the 
breakfast  room,  ruminated  deeply  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  the  result  of  her  meditations  was  the 
firm  resolve,  with  the  blessing  of  God  upon 
her  endeavours,  to  try  whether  the   warmth 
of  aflfection  and  kindness,  could  not  draw  forth 
the  gleams  of  light,  which  might  still  emanate 
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from  her  niece's  heart — to  study  to  inspire  the 
young  girl  with  that  self  respect,  without 
which  few  pass  through  this  world  proiperoualy 
or  happily. 

Alas !  it  is  a  fearful  undertaking  to  tamper 
in  any  way  with  the  self-love  which  is  inherent 
in  every  human  heart  I  It  is  a  cruel  act  to 
trifle  with  the  feelings  of  a  child— to  destroy 
the  germs  of  natural  senaihility  hy  coldness, 
or  unkindncss.  There  is  a  poison  in  the 
wound  thus  inflicted,  which  never  ceases  to 
work  its  fatal  influence  over  the  future  conduct 
of  tlie  unfortunate,  who  has  been  the  victim 
of  such  mismanagement. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  As  jars  the  hinge,  what  sullen  echoes  call ! 
Oh  haite  1  unfold  the  hospitable  hall ! 

«  «  «  «  « 

The  storied  arras,  source  of  food  delight. 
With  old  achierment  charms  the  wilder'd  sight, 
And  still  with  Heraldry's  rich  hues  imprest. 
On  the  dim  window  glows  the  pictured  crest.** 

Rogers. 


Mbs.  Gordon^  assisted  by  ]VIr.  Hamilton,  was 
occupied  for  the  most  part  of  that  day^  in  set- 
tling all  the  details  connected  with  the  esta- 
blishment, which  she  was  about  to  take  under 
her  superintendence,  and  then,  escorted  by  the 
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young  people^  she  was  taken  the  round  of  the 
old  mansion^  through  its  enormous  chambers, 
vast  as  Horace  Walpole  describes  those  which 
the  nobility  of  ancient  times  delighted  in,  but 
did  not  know  how  to  {umisL 

Through  the  picture  gallery — the  armoury 
— the  chapel — all  those  obscure  passages — and 
even  the  very  nooks  and  dusky  apartments 
which  such  ancient  houses  generally  con- 
tain, was  Mrs.  Grordon  paraded,  the  Baroness 
and  Nice  walking  demurely  by  her  side,  while 
the  merry  voices  of  Claud  and  Francesca 
echoed  around  the  silent  place. 

The  library  was  the  only  one  of  the  larger 
apartments  which  was  to  be  open  for  the  con- 
stant use  of  the  family,  as  both  for  comfort, 
and  on  account  of  the  limited  establishment 
that  was  allowed  to  the  Baroness  during  her 
minority,  it  was  expedient  that  the  most  com- 
pact part  of  the  mansion  should  be  inhabited. 

The  apartments,  therefore,  for  their  imme- 
diate occupation,  consisted  of  the  bed-room 
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and  private  ritting-roomof  Mr8.Gordon— thoee 
of  the  girls,  a  small  dining-room,  and  the 
laige  apartment  denominated  by  courtesy  the 
school-room,  bat  which  had  become  more  pro- 
perly the  play-room  of  Francesca,  since  the 
governess,  who  having,  for  a  few  years,  superin- 
tended the  education  of  the  Baroness  departed, 
finding  the  place  too  dull  for  endurance. 

These  rooms  were  all  situated  in  one  of 
the  long  passages,  which  opened  on  either  side 
of  the  picture  gallery,  very  similar  to  those 
atHardwicke;  from  which  it  is  supposed,  every 
night  at  the  witching  hour  of  twelve.  Queen 
Elizabeth  issues  out  at  one  door,  and  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots  at  the  other,  to  curtsey  pro- 
foandly  to  each  other,  and  sit  conversing  ami- 
cably till  day  break. 

The  other  passage  also  contained  apart- 
ments, but  when 'Mrs.  Gordon,  having  entered 
it,  attempted  to  turn  the  handle  of  one  of  the 
doors,  she  found  it  locked,  and  seeing  the 
girls  look  grave  and  hang  back,  she  retreated, 

D  5 
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guessing  with  truths  that  it  might  have  been 
one  of  the  apartments  of  the  late  Lord  and 
Lady  De  Crespigny. 

Mr.  Hamilton  could  not  be  spared  much 
longer  from  his  official  duties  in  London^  nor 
Claud  by  his  family,  as  he  was  so  shortly  to 
set  off  on  his  foreign  mission.  During  the 
period  of  their  stay  at  Shirley  Hall,  they 
were,  as  Mr.  Hamilton  had  promised,  gladdened 
by  the  enlivening  presence  of  the  young 
man;  his  society  seemed  to  shed  sunshine 
over  all  —  even  the  joyless  Giulia  was 
not  proof  against  its  influence — and  as  the 
time  drew  near  for  their  departure,  Mrs. 
Gordon  felt  indeed,  that  it  would  make  a 
sad  difference  in  their  daily  routine  of  ex- 
istence, and  had  she  not  made  up  her  mind 
to  a  life  of  the  greatest  seclusion,  entirely 
devoted  to  the  two  young  beings  who  were 
consigned  to  her  charge,  trusting  to  extract 
pleasure  and  satisfaction  solely  from  her  own 
inward  resources,  and  the  affection  she  hoped 
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to  inspire  in  the  hearts  of  her  young  nieces, 
^e  might  have  looked  forward  with  no 
small  degree  of  dread  to  the  future;  for, 
of  any  enjoyment  independent  of  these  re- 
sources, there  certainly  was  no  bright  pros- 
pect. For  some  years,  her  abode  was  to  be 
entirely  confined  to  a  gloomy  mansion,  sur* 
rounded  by  country  of  no  beauty  or  in- 
terest and  many  miles  distant  from  anjrthing  like 
society.  Indeed,  the  secluded  life  led  by  the 
late  Lord  and  Lady  De  Crespigny  had  ren- 
dered the  family  perfect  strangers  to  all  the 
neighbourhood — ^no  visiter  having,  from  the 
time  of  their  arrival  till  that  of  their  death, 
ever  entered  the  walls  of  Shirley  Hall,  with 
the  exception  of  Colonel  Hamilton   and  his 

SOD. 

Young  Claud  had,  (Mrs.  Gordon  learnt,)  often 
accompanied  his  father  on  his  visits  to  Lord 
De  Crespigny,  and  remained  for  weeks 
together  at  the  hall.  He  contrived  to  win 
all  hearts,  by  his  attractive  manner,  his  atten- 
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tive  kindness  to  young  and  old;  astounding 
the  ancient  walls  with  sounds  of  merriment^ 
In  the  place  of  the  gliding  steps,  hushed  yolces^ 
and  solemn  faces  generally  heard  and  seen 
within  the  gloomy  precincts. 

The  evening  before  the  departure  of  Mr. 
Hamilton  and  his  son,  Mrs.  Gordon  made 
some  enquiries  concerning  Colonel  Vavasour, 
who,  although  he  was  abeady  making  himself 
known  In  the  world,  as  one  of  the  heroes  of 
the  Peninsular  War,  was  a  complete  stranger 
to  her — nor  was  she  even  aware  of  the  cir- 
cumstances  attending  the  commencement  of 
her  brother^s  Intimacy  with  him. 

Mrs.  Gordon  now  learnt  that  Colonel  Va- 
vasour had  been  wounded  In  the  Italian 
Campaign  of  18—,  and  was  received  into 
the  Palazzo  of  Lord  De  Crespigny,  who 
treated  him  with  great  kindnes?.  In  the  ar- 
dent breast  of  the  Baron,  an  attachment  and  ad- 
miration was  excited  towards  the  young  soldier, 
which,  although  they  never  met  again,  was 
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preserved  with  unabated  ardour,  and,  &t  Lord 
De  Grespigny's  death,  it  was  found  that  he  had 
named  the  gaUant  youth,  as  the  joint  guardian 
with  his  older  friend  Mr.  Hamilton,  to  his  or- 
phan girls. 

^  And  a  sinecure  office  it  seems,  I  think, 
likely  to  prove,"  Mr  Hamilton  added,  "  for  I  do 
not  suppose  it  is  probable  that  my  friend 
Vavasour  will  be  able  leave  his  warlike  duties 
to  assist  in  the  task  of  managing  these  two 
troublesome  young  ladies ;  however,  we 
must  send  for  him,  Mrs.  Gordon,"  he  added, 
as  he  drew  Francesca  towards  him,  ^^  if  we 
have  any  difficulty  in  keeping  them  in  order ; 
so  beware  little  lady,  for  a  fine  fierce- 
looking  fellow  he  is,  I  can  assure 
you." 

**  Is  he  ?'*  said  Francesca,  with  a  slight  shud* 
der,  and  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  portrait 
above  the  fire-place,  and  gazed  at  it  with  a  look 
of  awe ;  "  and  does  he  wear  armour,  and  hold 
a  long  lance,  and   look  so    stem,    like  that 
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warrior  ?  Oh  !  pray  don't  send  him  here, 
uncle." 

"  Well  I  Claud  may  take  a  very  tolerable 
account  of  you  to  Portugal ;  and  we  will  give 
him  leave  to  stay  and  fight  the  French  a  little 
longer.** 

'^  And  is  Claud  going  to  fight  too^  and  have 
scars  and  wounds,  and  come  back  as  fierce  and 
dreadful-looking  as  Colonel  Vavasour?"  con- 
tinued Francesca,  in  a  melancholy  voice. 

"  Would  to  Heaven  I  were,  Francesca !"  the 
young  man  exclaimed. 

^^  What !  and  perhaps  be  killed,  and  never  re- 
turn to  your  little  wife  ?" 

"  No  1  I  would  rather  not  be  killed,"  he  con- 
tinued, as  he  returned  her  gentle  caress ;  "  but 
what  would  I  give  to  be  able  to  distinguish  my- 
self like  Vavasour,  and  win  for  myself  a  name 
at  five-and-twenty,  as  he  has  done — instead  of," 
he  continued,  with  a  slight  tone  of  petulance, 
^^  being  obliged  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  a  stupid, 
intriguing  envoy — to  look  on,  with  a  pen  in  my 
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hand  as  my  only  weapon^  whilst  my  brave  coim- 
trymen  are  fighting  around  me,"  and  the  young 
man  darted  a  look  of  reproach  upon  his  father, 
who,  however,  feigned  to  be  too  much  occupied 
with  his  paper  to  observe  him ;  and,  at  the 
same  time,  to  avoid  entering  upon  a  discussion 
of  the  only  subject  on  which  he  had  ever  dif- 
fered firom  his  son.  . 

The  fact  was  Mr.  Hamilton  had  been  tempted 
by  the  more  lucrative  prospect  it  held  out — and 
which  his  large  family  rendered  of  no  inconsi- 
derable moment — ^to  chose  for  Claud  a  foreign, 
civil  appointment,  which  might  lead  hereafter 
to  something  better,  in  preference  to  his  enter- 
ing  the  army ;  which  the  young  man  would 
infinitely  have  preferred.  Claud  had  turned  to 
Mrs.  Gordon  for  sympathy. 

"  Is  it  not  too  bad  ?"  he  said.  "  In  these  times, 
should  not  every  disengaged  man  be  a 
soldier?" 

But  Mrs.  Grordon,  not  willing  to  encourage 
rebellion  against  parental  authority,  merely 
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made  some  remarks  on  the  power  all  poBsess, 
of  rendering  every  profession  and  situation 
in  life,  conducive  to  the  good  of  man- 
kind. 

"  Well  r*  said  the  youth,  good-humoredly 
breaking  off,  after  a  little  amicable  argument. 
**  Well !  I  suppose  I  must  content  myself  with 
my  fate;  and  when  all  the  brave  fellows  return 
crowned  with  laurels — but  minus  legs  and 
arms,  I  shall  have  all  my  limbs  safe 
and  sound,  and  gain  that  advantage,  at  least,  in 
the  ladies'  eyes." 

^'  Oh  yes,  dear  Claud,  and  you  shall  have  a 
crown  also.  I  will  pull  down  all  my  laurels 
to  make  you  one — it  shall  be  much  finer  than 
Colonel  Vavasour's,  for  I  daresay  he  has  no 
little  wife  to  make  one  for  him. — I  am  so  glad 
you  will  not  come  back  fierce  and  ugly-looking 
like  him.". 

**  A  fine  impression  we  have  given  you,  Fran- 
cesca,  of  the  handsomest  man  in  the  British 
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aimy— who  is,  they  say,  turning  the  heads  of 
all  the  Spanish  kdies." 

^*  Welir  said  Claud,  **  remember^  Francesca, 
yoa  are  not  to  allow  any  one  to  cut  out  your  old 
playmate— my  little  wife,  I  am  sure,  wiU  be 
constant ;  but  Giulia,''  he  continued,  turning  to 
the  Baroness,  who  sat  with  a  countenance  of 
more  than  usual  gloom,  **  Giulia  will  be  grown 
into  a  fine  lady,  and  I  shall  find  her  figur- 
ing away  at  Court,  in   her   plumes  and  dia- 

Francesca  laughed  aloud  in  the  innocence  of 
her  heart  at  this  idea— certainly  it  was  a  difficult 
undertaking  to  personify  to  the  imagination, 
the  dull,  pUdn-looking  girl  under  such  circum- 
stances. Giulia  probably  felt  this  herself, 
and  understood  the  laugh,  for  the  colour 
mounted  to  her  temples,  and  she  darted  an  an- 
gry look  at  the  offender. 

'^  And  she  will  never  deign  to  cast  her  eyes 
upon  poor  Claud,  who,  many  and  many  a  time, 
has  hazarded  his  life  for  her,  in  climbing  up  to 
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hunt  for  books  in  those  old  dusty  shelves, 
which  had  never  left  their  hiding  places  since 
the  year  one.  No,  the  Baroness  De  Cres- 
pigny  will  be  surrounded  by  peers  and 
nobles,  all  dazzled  by  her  wit  and  beauty, 
and — " 

Here  Francesca  again  burst  out  into  a 
merry  laugh.  Not  so  much  was  it  elicited 
by  the  idea  of  poor  neglected  Giulia  ever 
becoming  courted,  or  beautiful,  as  at  the 
mock  pathos  and  gravity  with  which  Claud 
delivered  this  speech.  The  young  man,  how- 
ever, soon  perceived,  by  Giiilia's  clouded 
countenance,  and  quivering  lips,  as  she  mur- 
mured some  unintelligible  words,  that 
he  had  offended  her;  so  he  turned  to  Nice, 
saying, 

"  And  she,  my  little  instructress,  who  has 
so  patiently  endured  my  murderous  attempts 
in  pronouncing  your  beautiful  language — 
flattering  my  self-love,  by  declaring  that  I  read 
Tasso  like  a  native,  she  I  suppose — " 
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"  She  T  interrupted  the  young  girl,  in  a 
low,  soft  tone,  turning  her  glittering  eyes 
towards  him,  ^^  she,  perhaps,  may  never  see 
you  more  —  may  perhaps  be  for  ever 
where  she  may  never  again  behold  the  dear 
friends,  who  have  been  so  kind  to  her — ^for- 
gotten by  those  she  never  can  forget  l** 

"  My  dear  Nice,  how  pathetic  V  said  Claud, 

lifting  his  handkerchief  to  his  eyes  in  mock 

emotion,  "  that  speech   is  indeed  worthy  of 

Metastasio— No— no,  Nice,  you  do  not  mean, 

I  hope,  to  let  them  hide  you  from  the  world 

before  I  return;  those  eyes,  if  I  predict  rightly, 

are  likely  to  do  a  great  deal  of  mischief,  before 

they  are  sent  to   glitter  through  a  grating. 

Oh  no,  Nice,  a  convent  life  will  never  suit  your 

talents." 

There  was  an  intonation  in  his  tone,  which 
might  have  appeared  to  render  these  words 
rather  an  equivocal  compliment,  but  the  Italian 
girl  received  this  speech  with  a  smile  and  a 
gentle  sigh. 
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'^  Oh  I  should  not  like  to  be  shut  up  in  a 
convent,  and  have  my  hair  cut  off,  and  wear 
a  great  black  veil,"  said  Francesca,  '^  nor  you, 
Nice,  I  am  sure,  but  I  know  who  would.  Oh, 
it  is  just  suited  for  Griulia ;  she  might  then  be 
by  herself  all  the  day  long,  and  do  nothing 
but  read." 

Every  one  laughed,  and  no  one  save  Giulia 
heard  some  low  spoken  words  uttered  by  Nice 
as  she  bent  over  her  wjDrk.     They  were, 

"  Yes,  no  doubt,  you  would  consider  that  an 
advantageous  arrangement,  Signorina  Fran- 
cesca,"  but  the  speech  was  uttered  solely  for  the 
Baroness's  ears,  who  suddenly  lifting  up  her 
eyes,  from  which  darted  a  flash  of  anger,  ex- 
claimed, 

**  I  am  quite  willing  to  go  anjrwhere — to 
hide  from  you  all,  my  ugliness  and  stupidity — ^ 

Tears  then  choked  her  voice,  and  she 
turned  away  abruptly  and  left  the  room. 

Francesca,  who  perceived,  though  she  hardly 
knew  how  that  she  had  offended,  began  also 
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to  weep.  Claud  was  concerned,  and  Mrs. 
Gordon  was  grieved  to  witness  in  her  niece 
such  a  display  of  temper. 

Nice  glided  from  the  room  after  her  fugitire 
friend. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"Oh,  cantboHDOt 
Affcdion  from  the«  I     In  thii  bitter  world 
Hold  to  ihine  heart  that  only  Ircuare  fast. 
Watch — guard  It — niffer  not  a  brealb  to  dim 
The  bright  gem'i  purity." 

Hbi.  Hiuahi. 


There  were  no  adieux  spoken  that  night,  as 
it  had  been  agreed,  that  though  the  gentle- 
men were  to  depart  at  a  very  early  hoar  the 
following  morning,  all  the  party  should  meet 
at  breokfast,  but  when  Mrs.  Gordon  deBcended 
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to  the  dining-room  she  only  found  it  occupied 
by  ]VIr.  Hamilton.  Claud^  he  said^  was 
having  a  scene  with  the  poor  children,  who 
were  much  distressed  at  the  idea  of  losing 
him* 

Nice  and  Francesca  soon  after  appeared, 
the  latter  with  eyes  every  moment  overflowing 
with  tears,  even  in  the  midst  of  the  smiles 
which  Mr.  Hamilton's  playful  railleries  excited. 
Claud,  Nice  informed  them,  was  still  with 
Lady  de  Crespigny,  and  it  was  not  till  she  had 
been  sent  to  summon  him,  the  carriage  having 
been  announced,  that  he  appeared. 

'^  Giulia  and  I  have  been  having  a  little 
private  conversation,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice 
to  Mrs.  Gordon,  as  he  snatched  a  hasty  break- 
fast, "  and  I  hope  you  will  find,  that  I 
have  done  a  little  good." 

These  words  related  to  a  conversation  which 
Mrs.  Gordon  had  held  with  Mr.  Hamilton,  on 
the  peculiar  character    of   Giulia,   in   which 
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Claud  had  taken  a  part,  showing  an  interest  in 
the  two  girls,  which  had  greatly  raised  his 
kindness  of  heart  in  Mrs.  Gordon's  considera- 
tion. Giulia  did  not  make  her  appearance  to 
bid  farewell  to  her  guardian,  and  he,  after 
calling  her  loudly  by  her  name,  haying  already 
been  kept  waiting  longer  than  suited  his  some- 
what hasty  temper,  grew  impatient,  and  leav- 
ing her  a  message,  entered  the  carriage. 

Claud,  as  soon  as  he  could  tear  himself  away 
from  the  weeping  Francesca,  consigned 
her  to  the  arms  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  and 
saying,  with  the  tears  glistening  in  his  eyes, 
"  Take  care  of  my  little  wife,  Mrs.  Gt)rdon, 
till  I  return,"  followed  his  father,  and  the  car- 
riage rolled  away.  The  young  man  often  re- 
membered in  later  days,  the  melancholy  feeling 
he  had  experienced  as  he  looked  back,  and  saw 
the  weeping  child  standing  in  the  ancient, 
grass-grown  courtway,  and  how  strangely  the 
idea  had  passed  through  his  mind  of  wonder 
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as  to  the  future.     When^  and  under  what  cir- 
camfitances,  should  he  agam  look  on  the  gloomy 
maoBion  •appearing   more    sombre  than  ever 
on  that  dark  November  mornings  but  to  which 
he  now  felt  he  had  attached  himself,   with  a 
degree  of  interest  most  strange  under  existing 
circumstances,  and  of  which  he  had  been  un- 
aware, till  the  moment  when  he  knew  that  it 
ought  be  many  a  long  day  before  he  should 
again  behold  it,  and  the  youthful  members  of 
the  melancholy  abode  ? 

He  felt  inclined  to  laugh  at  himself  for  the 
extreme  depression,  excited  in  his  heart,  in 
parting  with  three  almost  children — possess- 
ing, as  one  might  have  supposed,  but  little  to 
attach  them  so  forcibly  to  a  young  man  like 
himself.     He  wondered  also  how  it  would  be, 
when  he  again  beheld  them,  and  whether  his 
present  feelings  might  not  be  ominous  of— at 
some  future  period— his  destiny  being  interwoven 
with  theirs.   But  any  such  thoughts  were  soon 

VOL.      L  E 
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afterwards  dispersed  from  his  volatile  mind, 
by  weightier  and  more  substantial  considers* 
tions. 

The  following  month  he  was  to  embark  for 
Portugal ;  the  affiurs  of  that  country^  at  that 
period,  then  agitating  the  British  Cabinet, 
which  his  father  was  now  hastening  to  join. 
We  will  leave  them  for  the  present,  and  return 
to  those  who,  in  partings,  are  ever  most  to  be 
pitied* 

Those  who  depart,  whatever  may  be  their 
grief  at  the  moment  of  separation,  have  the 
advantage  of  fresh  objects,  and  fresh  interests, 
to  lessen  the  weight  of  sorrow,  and  give  new 
impetus  to  the  mind — but  those  who  are  left 
behind,  meet  at  every  moment,  in  the  most 
trifling  incidents  and  objects,  phantoms,  as  it 
were,  filling  up  the  vacant  places  of  the  de- 
parted, and  awakening  regrets  for  those  they 
loved  80  well— the  idea  sometimes,  perchance, 
that  they  did  not  sufficiently  prize,  whilst  those 
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diej  had  now  lo«t  were  still  near  them.  Ab- 
le&ce  now  shews  forth  those  perfections,  which 
before  were  not  enough  appreciated  Even 
ebiUren  can  feel  the  blank  thus  created,  and 
litiie  Franoeeca  caperieaced  it  with  much 
acBteness,  forthough  her  tears  were  but  like 
dKMe  of  childhood, 

'*  The  dew  dvop  on  the  nMe,** 

Her  mind  was  often  recalled,  that  first 
day  of  separation,  by  some  trifling  object  or 
incident,  to  the  memory  of  her  loss.  Once  it 
WM  only  by  an  old  glove,  brought  to  her  by 
AiBOy  in  the  hope  of  its  being  made  into  an 
iiistnunent  for  his  amusement — but  snatching 
it  indignantly  from  his  mouth,  and  bursting 
into  tears,  she  cried, 

^'Dear  Claud's  glove,"  aud  placed  it  in  her 
boBom,  to  be  afterwards  transferred  to  her  re- 
<)eptacle  for  treasures,  and  prized  almost  as 
much,  as  the  little  locket  with  his  hair, 
whioh  hung  around  her  neck  —  a  parting 
gift! 

E  3 
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When  Mrs.  Grordon  found  herself  left 
in  good  earnest  alone^  to  enter  upon  all  the 
responsibilities  of  her  situation,  her  first 
thought,  after  endeayouring  to  comfort  Fran- 
cesca,  was  to  seek  for  Giulia.  Accompanied 
by  the  former,  she  set  out  upon  her  search 
through  the  library,  school-room,  and  every 
place  where  Francesca  thought  it  likely  her 
sister  might  be  found,  but  without  success-— 
nor  was  Nice  to  be  seen.  At  length,  on  pass- 
ing  from  the  corridor,  containing  the  apart- 
ments the  family  occupied,  Francesca  paused 
in  the  gallery,  and  lowering  her  voice  almost 
to  a  whisper,  she  said,  with  a  serious  expression 
of  countenance  as  she  pointed  to  the  opposite 
door,* 

'^  Perhaps,  aunt,  Giulia  may  be  there,"  and 
with  subdued  footsteps  she  led  her  aunt  along, 
and  arriving  at  a  door,  gently  turned  the 
handle,  pushed  it  open,  and  entered. 

Mrs.  Gordon  stood  for  a  moment  as  if  en- 
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cbnted  by  some  sudden  spell,  and  little  had 
flhe  been  prepared  for  an  interior,  such  as  she 
m>w  beheld. 

Mr.  Hamilton  had  once  asked  her  if  she  had 
ever  aeen  the  late  Lady  de  Crespigny's  apart- 
ments, and  had  told  her  on  her  replying  in  the 
negative,  that  she  must  make  the  girls  show 
them  to  her,  as  if  they  had  been  in  some 
degree  remarkable — she  had  only  expected  to 
see  some  rooms,  fitted  up  perhaps  with  more 
of  modem  c<Hnfort,  and  the  furniture  in  a 
greater  d^ree  of  preservation,,  than  most  of 
the  time  worn  relics  of  other  days  which  cha- 
ncterised  the  mansion.     It  was  with  a  degree 
of  curiosity,  however,  that  she  desired  to  see 
the  spot  in  which  her  brother  and  his  wife  had 
ahnost  wholly  existed ;  for,  with  the  exception 
of  the  very  warmest  days  of  our  short  and 
uncertain  summer.  Lord  and  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny  had  never  passed   from  this  suite  of 
rooms,  but  to  take  exercise  in  the  long  picture 
gallery,    kept  at  an  equal  temperature    by 
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Btoves,  with  that  of  the  rooms  they  occupied. 
And  there  the  two,  tall,  graceful  figures  might 
be  seen  slowly  gliding  along,  and  bounding  by 
their  side,  like  the  spirit  of  loye,  the 
beautiful  child  Francesca,  whilst  often  a  dark, 
pale  girl,  for  a  time,  might  follow  them  unno- 
ticed with  timid  steps  and  downcast  eyes,  but 
soon  she  would  creep  away  unmissed,  unoared 
for,  like  some  alien  spirit,  imsuited  to  such  fair 
company. 

But  here,  instead  of  the  tapestried  walls  and 
damask  hangings,  the  ponderous,  unwieldy  for- 
niture,  the  dark-framed  portraits  of  stiff, 
formal  faces,  seeming  ever  to  look  down  in 
melancholy  and  offended  rebuke  on  the  de- 
generate race  of  beings,  who  so  unworthily 
filled  their  places — ^here  the  beholder  might 
have  fancied  herself  at  once  transported  into 
a  saloon  of  one  of  Italy's  marble  palaces.  The 
delicate  hangings  — the  articles  of  virtu 
placed  upon  the  tesselated  tables — ^the  ala- 
baster vases,  and  choicest    specimens  of  art 
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wbidb  wefllth  could  procuie,  both  in  graceful 
fitataea— and  pioti^reB  depicting  the  fairest 
fonbB,  aa  well  as  the  moat  beautiM  scenes  of 
the  9Qjmj  souths— all  were  to  be  found  here 
odlected 

This  had  been  done  according  to  the  orders 
of  Lord  de  Cregpignyj  preyiouB  to  his  making 
the  dih^udated   mansion    his  abode^  having 
tnnsfeired  to  Shirley  Hall  many  of  the  gems 
and  furniture  which  had  decorated  his  palace 
St  Florenoe ;  and  every  arrangement  was  com- 
pleted)  which  oouM    indulge    the  capricious 
i&d  fiistidioaB  taste  of  himself  and  his  Italian 
wife.    It  was  here  that  they  had  dreamt  away 
the  few  remaining    years  of  their  life — sur- 
rounded by  every  outward  object  that  could 
that  out  from  their  sight  and  sense^  the  idea 
that  they  w^re  in  fact  living  in  a  dilapidated 
iBinskm  of  cold,  sullen  England^  instead  of 
m  their  cherished  land  of  beauty  and  refine- 
ment. 
"  No  wonder,''  Mrs.  Gordon  often  thought, 
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^^  no  wonder  indeed  that  the  child  nurtured  in 
the  warm  sunshine  of  such  grace  and  loveli- 
ness should  have  imbibed  its  influence,  while 
the  other  doomed  to  be  an  outcast  from  this 
oasis,  to  exist  in  the  dreary  gloom,  which  sur- 
rounded the  spot  of  brightness,  should  have 
received  so  different  an  impression.    But  it 
was  amidst  this  startling  soene  of  luxury  that 
Mrs.   Grordon  now    found   her.     Gtiulia    was 
seated  upon  the  floor,  her  head  resting  upon  a 
couch,  whilst  her  eyes,  swollen  with  weeping, 
were  turned,  as  if  she  had  been  in  converse, 
upon  the    figure  of  Nice,   who  stood  before 
a  superb  crucifix  of  gold,  which  was  one  of 
the    most    conspicuous    ornaments     of    the 
room. 

The  voice  of  the  Italian  girl  was  heard  ere 
the  door  opened,  but  on  the  entrance  of  Mrs. 
Grordon  and  Francesca,  she  abruptly  left  off 
speaking,  and  began  busily,  and  with  apparent 
devotion,  telling  the  beads  of  her  rosary,  when 
they  appeared  before  her. 
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Francesca  ran  to  her  Bister,  and  throwing 
ber  anna  around  her  neck,  said, 

^  Oh,  GKnlia,  here  yoti  are  I  we  have  been 
looking  for  jou  all  over  the  house." 

There  had  been  a  more  placid  air  on 
Ginlia's  countenance  when  they  first  entered, 
but  it  again  relapeed  into  its  usual  gloomy 
diaracter,  as  releasing  herself  with  a  shrink- 
ing movement  from  her  sister's  embrace,  she 
arose,  a  locket  falling  from  her  bosom  as  she 
did  so.  Francesca  hastily  raised  it  from  the 
floor,  and  b^an  to  compare  it  with  her  own. 

^  Ah,  mine  has  blue  stones  round  it — blue, 
Claud  told  me,  meant  that  I  was  not  to  forget 
him — and  yours  are  green — I  wonder  what 
green  means— do  you  know,  Nice  f^  for  look- 
ing up  she  caught  the  Italian  pxX%  eyes  turned 
upon  them  with  a  sort  of  meaning  smale  upon 
her  thin  lips.  *^  And  yours,"  she  continued 
chatting  on,  '^  has  no  hair  in  it— oh,  I  like 
mine  best— why  did  not  you  ask  him  for  some 
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too  ?  but  you  do  not  love  bim  half  as  well  as  I 
do,  Giulia." 

Giulia,  with  an  impatient  gesture,  turned 
away,  and  was  about  to  follow  Nice,  whom  Mrs. 
Gordon  had  in  the  meantime  disnussed  under 
pretext  of  a  message.  Taking  her  niece's 
hand  to  detain  her,  and  also  drawing 
Francesca  towards  her,  she  said  in  a  gentle 
tone, 

^'  Now  that  we  are  left  alone  together,  we 
must  endeavour  to  make  ourselves  as  happy  as 
possible,  and  as  there  can  be  no  happiness  for 
those,  who  do  not  dwell  with  each  other  in 
perfect  concord,   let  us  begin    by  resolving 
that  peace  may  ever  reign  amongst  us.     How- 
ever, my  dear  children,  this  will  be  a  promise 
scarcely  requisite  to  be  exacted — for  how  can 
there  be  any  other  feeling  than  that  of  love 
and  confidence  between  those  linked  so  closely 
together,  both  by  the  ties  of  nature  and  of 
kindred.     I  have  none  others  to  love  on  earth, 
but  my  brother's  orphan   children — no  other 


THB  BOeOM  PBIENDc  83 

defire  for  die  ftiture^  but  the  promotion  oi' 
tlieir  hi^pinesB  and  welfare— and  I  only  ask  in 
ivtoni,  tbdr  love  and  confidence." 

I'ittle  Fraacesca  affectionately  kissed  her 
ffont'fl  hand,  wlnkt  Ginlia  remained  inpene- 
toiMyrilent 

''  And,  my  dear  ohildi^a,"  Mrs.  Gordon  con* 
tmued,"  it  will,  I  trust,  be  imnecessary  to  re- 
fund you,  that  left  thus  alone  on  earth,  you 
most  be  each  other's  stay  and  comfort ;  for 
your  own  sake  this  must  ever  be,  and  for  the 
•ke  of  the  parents,  whose  wishes  you  will 
best  Ailfil  in  loving  one  another. 

Ttear  Giulia,"  Mrs.  Gordon  continued, 
**will  you  promise  not  only  to  be  the  af- 
fectionate sister,  but  the  example — the  coun* 
sellor— the  comforter,  if  so  required,  of  this 
little  girl,  who  I  see  is  ready  on  her  part  to 
assure  you  of  all  the  love,  confidence,  and  even 
respect,  which  is  due  from  a  younger  to  an 
elder  sister.*' 
Francesca  8  liquid  eyes  were  raised  through 
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tearful  smiles  to  her  sister's  face,  as  if  waiting 
for  an  answering  glance  to  sign  the  compact 
by  an  embrace^  and  the  kind  words  of  Mrsr 
Gordon  seemed  to  hare  sweetened  every 
tincture  of  bitterness  in  Giulia's  heart,  for  she 
stretched  out  her  arms  to  her  sister,  who  threw 
herself  on  her  bosom  and  wept. 


\ 


\ 
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^  There  are  who  ngh*  but  no  food  heart  is  thetra, 
Kone  lorei  them  beat" 

BLbb&x. 


Mb&  Gobdon  was  anzioos,  now  that  the  ioe 
seemed  broken,  by  which,  for  the  first  time, 
she  could  find  ingress  to  the  pent  up  feelings 
of  her  niece,  not  to  8u£Fer  her  heart  again  to 
dose,  before  she  had  spoken  a  few  words  which 
might  be  of  advantage  to  her  fiiture  conduct ; 
and  when,  after  the  sudden  emotion  of  afiSec- 
tion  had  in  part  subsided,  and  Qiulia  had  dia- 
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engaged  herself  with  something  of  returning 
coldness  from  the  child's  embrace,  she  whicK 
pered  Francesca  to  follow  Nice,  and  prepare 
for  her  walk,  and  Giulia  was  lefl  alone  with 
her  aimt* 

IVIrs.  Gk)rdon  allowed  her  eyes  to  wander 
around  the  room,  over  all  its  peculiar  decora- 
tions ere  she  again  spoke.  Her  attention  was 
particularly  attracted  by  one  object,  a 
picture  which  hung  opposite  the  seat  she  had 
now  chosen. 

It  was  a  full  length  portrait  of  the  late  Lady 
de  Crespigny — her  graceful  form  depicted  re- 
clining on  a  couch — her  splendid  eyes  turned 
fondly  on  two  children,  Francesca  and  her 
brother,  who  stood  by  her  side-— the  boy,  a 
lovely,  delicate  creature,  was  pointing  upwards, 
as  if  to  direct  his  sister's  attention  to  a  brilli- 
ant sky  above  their  heads.  At  their  feet 
crouched  a  large  Newfoundland  dog. 

It  was  a  picture  of  beauty  most  truly  cal- 
culated to,  strike  the  eye,  and  to  awaken  in 
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the  heart   feelings  of    melancholy    interecrt, 

when  the  thought  pressed  upon  the  remem- 

trance— winiinfling  the  beholder,  that  two  of 

th^e  lovdy  fonoB  had  passed  like  a  summer's 

sun  fpom  the  face  of  nature,  leaving  dark  and 

deeolate  hearts  to  deplore  their  loss. 

Mrs.  Gordon,  for  a  time,  forgot  all  else->- 
so  deeply  was  she  absorbed  in  contemplation—^ 
but  when  awakened  from  her  abstraction,  by 
a  low  sigh  breathed  by  her  side,  she  broke 
the  silence  by  turning  to  Giulia,  and  ex- 
claimed, 

"  How  beautiful  your  mother  must  have 
been,  Qiulial" 

^'  Yes,  beautiful,^  the  latter  replied  in  a 
low,  hurried  voice,  *^  and  so  was  my  father 
and  brother-^and  Francesca  — all — all— beau- 
tiful—but  me  r 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  for  a  moment  at  a  loss 
how  to  auswer — so  much  was  she  shocked  by 
the  tone  of  deep  feeling  with  which  these 
words  were  uttered-^she  however  soon  said. 


88  THE  BOSOM  FRIBND. 

^^  Oh^  Ginlifl^  beauty  is,  at  its  highest  esti- 
mation,  but  a  vain,  perishable  possession,  often 
bringing  with  it  many  snares — ^many  tempta- 
tions ;  and  should  one,  on  whom  her  God  has 
showered  so  many  gifts,  repine,  because  that 
all  wise  dispenser  has  denied  an  outward  dis- 
tinction— ^withheld  in  wisdom— in  mercy  no 
doubt  r 

^  But  when  the  want  of  this  gift,  this  en- 
vied boon,"  continued  GKulia,  in  the  same  low 
voice,  her  eyes  bent  to  the  ground,  **  deprives 
me  of  all  that  can  make  life  happy,  how  can  I 
help  coveting  it  ?" 

''  Of  all  that  can  make  life  happy,  Giulia  T 
repeated  Mrs.  Gt>rdon  with  seriousness  in  her 
tone.  "  I  never  knew  before  that  the  happi- 
ness of  any  reasonable  creature  was  dependent 
on  so  imsubstantial  a  possession.'^ 

**  There  can  be  no  happiness  for  those  who 
are  not  loved;  and  the  beautiful  only  are 
loved,"  persisted  Giulia^  in  a  tone  of  hope- 
less dejection,  and  die  turned  her  eyes  as  if  for  an 


THE  B080M  FRIEND.  89 

ligament  in  favor  of  her   assertion  upon  the 
picture  before  them,  and  was  dlent 

^Y<m  are  mistaken,  Grinlia,"  Mrs.  Gk)rdon 
oontmaed;  ''I  have  had  more  acquaintance 
with  mankind,  than  you,  my  dear  child,  and  I 
haTe  seen  those  lored — yes,  most  fervently 
loTed,  who  have  possessed  none  of  that  out- 
vaid  ornament,  which  seems  to  have  gained  so 
high  a  value  in  your  estimation — a  value  xm- 
worthy,  I  must  say,  of  any  right  thinking,  sen- 
sible mind,  such  a  mind  as  I  am  willing  to  be- 
lieve,  you,  my  niece,  possess.   Beauty  is  an  or- 
nament, which  the  all-wise  Creator  has  con- 
'isrred,  in  common,  to  the  lillies  of  the  field, 
sod  the  flowers  which  strew  our  path — given  to 
please  the  eye,  butnever  intended  wholly  to  satis- 
fy the  heart    No ;  he  has  given  us  higher  per- 
fections, to  confer  and  constitute  true  happi- 
ness—beauties  which  all   may  possess  :    and 
even  granting  your  assertion  to  be  true,  ^that 
there  is  no  happiness  for  those  who  are  not 
Wed,'  you  must  be  aware,  that  there  exist 
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qualities  much  more  calculated  to  gain,  perma- 
nently, the  hearts  of  all,  than  any  mere  perfec- 
tion of  form  or  feature.  Giulia,"  continued 
Airs.  Gordon,  with  much  earnestness ;  "  have 
you  ever  tried  what  the  exercise  of  these  quar 
lities  may  do,  to  ensiire  the  affections  of  all 
around  you  ?  if  not,  begin,  dear  child,  hence- 
forth ;  do  not  poison  every  source  of 
happiness  by  vain  repining  for  absence  of  an 
imaginary  blessing ;  for,  believe  me,  the  pos- 
session of  great  beauty,  often  proves  a  misery 
to  the  possessor." 

Giulia  shook  her  head  incredulously. 

"  Aunt,  you  would  not  say  so,  if  you  had 
ever  known  what  it  was  to  have  been  like  me  ; 
look  there,"  and  she  pointed  to  the  picture, 
^^even  there,  I  was  denied  a  place  amongst 
them — a  dog  preferred  to  the  plain — ^unloved 
Giulia ! — and,  if  I  was  not  loved  by  them,** 
she  murmured  in  a  low,  agitated  voice,  "  who 
can  I  expect  to  love  me  ?  Oh  I  my  aunt,"  and 
Giulia  raised  her  eyes  now   streaming  with 
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tman,  and  clasped  her  handl  convulflively  toge* 
ther,  ''it  is  very  tenifale  to  feel,  that  you 
were  not  loved  by  those  who  are  gone  for 
everT 

His,  Gk>idon  was  much  affected  by  these 
words,  and  takmg  her  niece's  hands  affection- 
ately within  her  own,  she  strove  to  say  all  that 
was  calcnlated  to  strengthen  and  comfort  her 
for  the  past,  and  re-assure  and  give  her  hope 
for  the  future.     She  expatiated  upon  all  the 
advantages  the  young  Baroness  possessed  over 
otherB-*-all  her  responsibilities  and  powers  in  a 
w(»rldly  point  of  view— station— affluence,  which 
are  ever  power;    above  all,    talents  to    im- 
prove, and  that  by  conferring  happiness  upon 
others,  she  might  draw  it  upon  herself.    Mrs* 
Grordon  strove  to  direct  the  young  mind  to  the 
fountain-head  of  all  true  happiness  and  love— of 
peace  and  hope  I— and  concluded  by  entreating 
Giulia,  with  all  the  earnestness  of  sincere  in- 
terest, to  receive  the  promise  of  her  own  fer- 
vent love,  and  offered  herself  as  her  friend,  her 
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counsellor — one  to  whom  she  implored  her  in 
future,  to  pour  forth  all  her  hopes,  and  fears, 
and  sorrows." 

The  kind  lady  spoke  such  words  of  solace, 
that,  at  length,  the  poor  girl's  eyes  began  to 
brighten,  her  heart  to  beat  with  a  relieved 
feeling,  as  if,  for  the  first  time,  she  beheld 
a  less  dreary  prospect  opening  before 
her  —  the  world  appearing  less  dull  and 
joyless. 

Mrs.  Gk)rdon  then  spoke  of  the  rich  fount  of 
happiness  which  was  opened  to  her  for  future 
years,  in  the  pure,  warm  love  of  her  young 
sister — love  ready  to  be  poured  forth  upon  her 
to  her  heart's  content^  if  not  frozen  by  repul- 
sion ;  but  at  Francesca's  name,  a^ain  Giulia's 
brow  darkened.  Mrs.  Gordon  perceiving  the 
change,  continued,  *^  You  say  it  was  the 
beautiful,  but  I  should  rather  imagine  it  was 
the  loving  who  were  beloved;  and  confess, dear 
GUulia,  that  in  such  a  case,  you  are  the  sin- 
ning, rather  than  the  sinned  against ;  do  you 
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meet  love  with  love  ?  You  pine  for  affection, 
and  yet;  when  it  is  offered  to  your  grasp, 
do  joa  not  reject  it?  and  from  one  too,  who 
even  were  she  not  the  sweet  and  engaging  child 
Qatue  has  formed  her,  I  should  have  thought 
your  Iieart  would  have  dung  to  eagerly — as 
your  sister — ^your  almost  only  relative  upon 
earth.  But  no ;  I  have  marked  that  you  re- 
ceive her  caresses  with  a  coldness  almost 
approaching  to  aversion,  which  has  filled  me 
with  surprise.'* 

^'Francesca^"  exclaimed  Giulia,  moodily^ 
^'possesses  enough  of  love  without  mine ;  she 
draws  every  heart  from  me;  what  oan  she 
wish  for  more?  She  needs  no  pity,  all  bow 
before  her  influence — the  very  animals  turn 
from  me  as  she  approaches ;  she  has  ever  mono- 
polized, and  will  ever  claim  the  love  of  all  those 
whom  I  could  have  loved  T 

"  Gitdia,"  said  her  aunt,  in  a  voice  of  grave 
remonstrance,  "  the  feeling  which  prompts 
these  words,  is,  I  fear,  much  at  variance  with 
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those  inward  feelingB  which  coBBtitute  your 
happiness;  if  your  young  sister  is  so  gene- 
rally loYcd,  as  you  say,  I  should  imagine  that 
Lb  rather  from  her  kind  manner,  her  affectionate 
disposition,  than  her  beauty." 

^^  Ah,  yes  my  aunt,"  replied  Giulia,  with  a 
bitter  tone ;  '^  she  is,  indeed,  an  object  for  me 
to  envy ;  and  you  will  find,  as  all  have  done, 
how  impossible  it  will  be  to  bestow  the  love 
you  promised  to  me,   whilst  Francesca  is  at 
hand !    Yes,"  she  exclaimed,  with  greater  ex- 
citement, ^Mt  was  not  enough  that  during  all 
our  lives,  she  should  have  been  my  parents' 
only  thought  and   care;    but    in    their    last 
moments  they  remembered  only  her — at  least, 
my  mother.      She    sent  for   me,  and  I  has- 
tened to   her  side,   hoping  for  some  tender 
words  to  treasure  up  for  the  ftiture — but  no ; 
it  was   to   speak   only   of  Francesca — ^to  bid 
me  watch  over  her,  and  guard  her  from  every 
care,  every  sorrow,  and  then  to  receive  a  cold 
kiss  of  gratitude  for  my  promise— not  one  of 
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k^e  towards  myself !— and  I  will  keep  that 
promise,  when  it  is  required;  but  it  never 
will  be  wanted— Francesca  will  have  all  that 
I  can  care  for— and  oh !  willingly  would  I 
give  op  every  seeming  advanti^e  I  possess — 
mj  empty  title  —  my  valueless  riches,  to 
change  places  with  ker  —  what  are  riches  and 
title  to  me  r 

^^  Dear  Ginlia,"  said  her  aunt,  ^^  you  distress 
me  to  hear  you  talk  thus — and  I  trust,  I  shall 
aoon  find  you  blaming  yourself  for  your  pre- 
sent unhappy  imaginations  —  you  would  not 
have  deemed  yourself  so  uncared  for,  if 
you  had  heard  last  night  tlie  interest 
and  affection  ejq>res8ed  for  you  by  Claud 
Hamilton." 

The  colour  suffused  the  face  of  Giulia,  and 
she  sfud  in  a  low  and  tremulous  voice, 

'^  Yes,  Claud  is  kind  and  pities  me,  but  he 
too,  before  he  went,  came  to  talk  of  Fran- 
ceeca,  to  ask  me  for  his  sake  to  love  her  more 
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— no,  there  is  but  one  who,  I  believe,  really 
cares  for  me.  Nice  does  not  consider  me 
beneath  a  little  affection ;  and  yet,"  she  conr 
tinned,  the  colour  mounting  to  her  cheeks, 
"  even  the  consolation  of  her  firiendship  they 
seem  to  grudge  me,  for  it  was  but  just  now 
that  Nice  was  complaining  that  nurse  and 
others  amongst  the  domestics  whisper  insinu- 
ations, that  it  was  only  since  I  took  posses- 
sion of  my  title,  that  she  evinced  affection 
towards  me.  And  thus  you  see,  my  aunt,  how 
it  is  with  one  like  me ;  the  beautiftd — the  en- 
gaging— are  always  sure  of  being  loved  for 
their  own  individual  merit — ^those  in  my  posi- 
tion must  ever  be  looking  out  for  some  double 
motive  in  the  affection  which  is  shewn  towards 
them." 

Again  Mrs.  Gordon  expatiated  on  the  folly 
— nay  sin — of  this  suspicious  and  jealous  ten- 
dency in  the  disposition  of  the  young  girl,  and 
pointed  out  how  detrimental  it  would  prove 
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to  all  happinese,  contnuy  ua  h  was  to  a  true 
flpirit  of  christuui  humility'  aad  diguty  of  aoul ; 
for  does  not  the  great  poet  say, 

"  True  digDitj  mlndet  with  him  akme 
Who  io  the  Ant  hottr  o#  inwafli  tho«i|(fat 
Can  tftiJl  mupect,  and  itill  revere  himself 
In  lowliness  of  heart." 

And  that  the  man  whose  eye 

**  Is  ever  oo  himself,  does  look  on  one 
The  least  of  nature's  works- 
One  who  n^ht  move 
The  wise  man  to  that  soom  which 
Wisdom  holds  unlawful  ever." 

Mis.  Gordon  further  observed,  that  though 
sock  temuiious  feelings  with  regard  to  herself 
might  be  disguised  under  the  garb  of  humility, 
it  was  still,  in  truth,  pride  and  ingratitude 
agffinst  her  God,  who  had  been  so  bountiful 
towards  her.  However  the  good  lady  felt, 
that  all  she  could  say  must  fail  upon  a  mind 
ao  corroded,  that  many  efforts  must  be  made 
befinre  any  of  the  rust  of  prejudice  could  be 
removed*    She  trusted  however  that  her  words 

VOL.   I.  P 
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were  not  totally  without  effect,  for  the  clouds 
had  again,  in  a  measure,  dispersed  from  Giulia'a 
brow,  and  they  were  preparing  to  join  the 
others,  when  the  handle  of  the  door 
turned,  and  an  ancient,  stately  figure  entered 
the  room. 

It  was  the  housekeeper,  Mr8.Bivers,  who  had 
come,  she  said,  hearing  that  Mrs.  Grordon  was 
there,  to  consult  with  her  according  to  the 
orders  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  as  to  the  propriety 
of  placing  in  cases,  the  valuables  which 
adorned  the  apartment,  for  their  better  preser- 
vation; and  as  the  old  woman  delivered  her 
speech  with  the  stiff  dignity  peculiar  to  her, 
she  cast,  ever  and  anon,  a  glance  around  her, 
with  an  expression  of  grave  displeasure — a 
slight  shudder  passing  over  her  features,  as  her 
eyes  rested  for  a  moment  on  the  crucifix — 
and  she  half  closed  her  eyes,  as  if  to  shut  out 
from  their  sight,  what  she  considered  an  abo- 
mination ;  for  Mrs.  Rivers  was  a  rigid  puritan 
in  her  ideas. 
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This  woman  was  of  a  peculiar  character  al- 
together, and  worthy  of  a  few  words  of  descrip- 
tion. 

At  Shirley  Hall  she  had  passed  her  life,  and 
seemed  to  have  imbibed  the  gloomy  character 
of  the  abode,  and  become  as  one  of  the 
ancient  pieces  of  ftimiture.  Her  life  had 
truly  been  one  of  sombre  monotony,  which 
might  have  solemnised  the  most  naturally  vi- 
vacious of  spirits. 

The  old  Hall,  since  it  had  been  under  her 
dominion,  had  never  been  but  accidentally 
made  the  abode  of  the  family,  so  she  had  vege- 
tated in  her  gloomy  parlour,  with  its  small 
paned  window,  and  high  chimney  piece,  de- 
corated with  old  fashioned  china  ornaments,  in 
company  with  her  cat  and  her  lark,  her  knit- 
ting and  her  bible,  seldom  going  abroad,  ex- 
cept to  attend  the  church.  Now  and  then, 
however,  the  monotony  of  her  existence  was 
disturbed,  by  the  startling  echo  of  the  door 

bell,  obliging  her  to  rise  from  her  high-backed 
F  3 
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chair^  to  move  with  tardy  steps  to  admit  some 
sight-seeing  pilgrim,  who,  attracted  by  the 
romantic  loneliness  which  was  the  repntatioii 
of  the  old  Hall*  had  thence  been  ten^ted  to 
approach  its  dark  precincts.  And  how  awed 
would  be  the  intruder,  who  thus  ventured 
on  this  voyage  of  discovery,  by  the  solemn 
stillness  of  the  dusky  chambers,  and  gloomy 
galleries,  and  by  the  stem  and  stately  bearing 
of  his  cicerone,  as  she  sailed  before  him  in  her 
sweeping  serge  and  stiff  muslin  cap,  silently 
throwing  open  the  doovs,  and  in  a  solemn  voice 
giving  every  information  she  considered  strictly 
incumbent  on  her,  but  not  a  word  beyond ; 
except,  indeed,  some  occasional  individual  was 
fortunate  enough  to  gain  her  fastidious  favour; 
and  then  she  would  not  consider  it  beneath 
her  dignity  to  pause  and  relate  some  local  tra- 
dition, some  legend  connected  with  one  of  the 
ancient  portraits,  or  mysterious  spots.  And 
thus  she  would  have  been  well  contented  to 
pass  the  remainder  of   her  life,  for  though 
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ngidljr  attached  to  the  fiEuniiy  in  which 
she  had  been  bom  and  bred,  ihe  considered  its 
present  representative,  by  his  long  desertion  of 
hi9  coitiDttr]r»  and  above  all  by  his  taking  to 
himself  a  foreign  and  a  popish  wife,  to  have 
lost  nearly  all  daim  to  retain  a  place  in  her  af- 
fections. 

It  was  therefore  with  no  feeling  of  satisfac- 
tion that  she  received  orders,  after  the  death  of 
the  boy,  to  prepare  for  the  reception  of  him- 
self and  his  popi^  family. 

The  sad  event  of  the  loss  of  the  young  heir, 
Mrs.  Bivers  considered  in  the  light  of  a  signal 
judgment  for  his  father's  heresy;  nor  did  the 
fimcifal  tastes,  and  peculiar  mode  of  existence 
of  himself  and  lady^  the  foreign  air  and  attri- 
butes of  all  around  them,  serve  to  remove  the 
old  domestic's  prqudioe ;  however,  with  digni- 
fied patience  she  performed  the  part  of  a  faith- 
ful servant  till  the  time  of  their  death,  and 
now  oontinued  with  unabated  fidelity  to  pur- 
sue the  duties  connected  with  the  present  cir- 
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cumstances  under  which  she   beheld   herself 
destined  to  move. 

To  these  changes  she  was  in  no  small  degree 
reconciled,  by  the  fact  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  who 
was  to  hold  the  place  of  her  superior,  being  an 
uncontaminated  scion  of  the  house  she  consi- 
dered it  her  duty  to  serve — and  one  whose  mild 
and  gentle  dignity,  whilst  it  satisfied  her 
ideas,  as  to  what  a  de  Crespigny  should  be, 
threatened  no  violent  monopoly  and  demon- 
stration of  her  own  rights  in  the  mansion 
where  she  had  ever  been  "  the  Monarch  of 
all  she  surveyed." 

As  for  the  two  girls,  she  could  not  yet  re- 
concile to  her  mind  the  idea  of  their  half 
foreign  birth  and  attributes. 

Upon  the  Baroness  she  rather  looked  with 
contempt,  as  the  representative  of  a  house 
never  before  possessing  a  female  at  its  head, 
and  moreover  one  endowed  with  so  meagre  a 
share,  of  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the  de 
Crespignys. 
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Even  Francesca's  beauty  and  attractions  she 
did  her  utmost  to  withstand.  Her  loveliness 
was  of  so  different  a  character  from  the  usual 
style  of  the  de  Crespignys'  countenance,  that 
the  peculiarity  was  of  itself  a  sin  in  her  eyes — 
and  the  joyful  cheerfulness  of  the  little  girl's  dis- 
position, £Edn  would  the  old  woman  have  as- 
cribed, to  the  levity  inherent  to  all  foreigners, 
and  which  it  was  therefore  incumbent  on  all  to 
check  by  restraint  and  discipline.  Truly  her 
voice  alone  was  ever  r^ed  to  check  Fran- 
cesca's  wild  and  childish  mirth— she  was  the 
only  creature  who  seemed  to  resist  the  engag- 
ing wiles  with  which  the  captivating  child, 
rendered  fearless  by  general  indulgence, 
would  endeavour  sometimes  to  soften  the  as- 
perity, of  almost  the  only  individual  who  did 
not  load  her  with  favours  and  caresses.  And 
Nice — she  and  Mrs.  Rivers  could  scarcely 
breathe  the  same  air  together — the  former 
crossing  herself  if  they  chanced  to  meet — the 
latter   drawing  aside,  and  standing  contract- 
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ing  her  slim  person  against  the  wall  as  it 
fearful  that  their  garments  even  should  come 
in  contact 

Regarding  the  subject  on  which  she  came  to 
consult  Mr&  Gordon^  her  mind  was  soon  set  at 
rest,  and  settled  to  her  entire eatis&ction.  Afew 
days  after,  the  golden  crucifix  was  consigned 
to  its  case,  and  all  the  foreign  ornaments 
were  placed  in  safe  receptacles.  The  fumitujce 
was  despoiled  of  its  delicate  hangings  and  de- 
corations ;  and  when  the  girls  stole  timidly  in, 
the  day  after  these  dilapidations  had  taken 
place,  Francesca  burst  into  tears,  and  said  that  ahe 
would  never  enter  within  those  doors  again,  for 
that  it  was  no  longer  ^  Mama's  room.**  But  ta 
Giulia^  it  became  a  favorite  retreat — ^its  beauty 
had  departed,  but  its  dreary  desolation  suitec 
^^  the  gloomy  habit  of  her  soul,"  and  to  this  spo 
Nice  often  followed  her. 
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CHAPTEB    VII. 


"  Tlw  embryo  tbought,  the  mind 

Uiuthapen— ^e  wild  bounding  of  the  souiy 

Elate  and  buoyant  with  new*breathed  existence — 

Claiai  yout  uik  guidance,  ask  for  pity's  take, 

Yqui  most  religious  lore. 
«  «  #  #  « 


'*''*'*    Heaven  bleas  thy  taak. 
And  crown  thy  hope ! 


Lawson. 


Mb8.  Ghxrdon  wm  not  bitten  by  the  mania  for 
educaticnL  Sbe  W89  no  fiiend  to  what  is 
called  systematic  training— that  process  which, 
onmindful  of  difference  in  mind  and  intellect. 
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would  fain  cut  out  a  straight  line  on  which 
all  alike  were  to  pursue  their  course — the 
same  series  of  accomplishments  and  know- 
ledge being  forced  indiscriminately  upon  each^  to 
the  ruin  often  of  any  particular  talent  or 
taste,  which  may  have  chanced  to  be  inherently 
possessed  by  the  child. 

She,  therefore,  looked  upon  the  neglected 
education  of  her  nieces  as  no  very  great  mis- 
fortune, even  though  Giulia  was  at  an  age, 
when  it  is  considered  necessary  for  young 
ladies  of  almost  every  rank  to  be  under  the 
experienced  hands  of  a  finishing  governess. 
Mrs.  Gordon  had  even  discouraged  Mr.  Ha- 
milton's proposal  of  sending  an  instructress 
down  immediately  to  the  hall,  much  to  the 
relief  of  Giulia,  who  looked  upon  the  plan  with 
unfeigned  aversion. 

Mrs.  Gordon  wished  for  more  time  before  she 
foimcd  any  arrangement ;  she  desired  to  ascer- 
tain more  accurately  die  peculiar  qualifica- 
tions  and  bent  of  her  niece's  mind — and  she 
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waserentiially  satisfied  that  she  had  done  wisely 
in  80  acting.  It  was  evident  that  Lady^e  Cres- 
fignfs  mind  must   not   be   father   irritated 
aod  oppressed,  or  her  spirits  more  curbed  by 
the  dull  routine  of  a  regular  school-room  edu- 
cation.     As   to   accomplishments,   those  she 
already  possessed,    Mrs.    Gordon    considered 
dufficient,  without  forcing  upon  her  others  for 
wUch    she    demonstrated    neither    taste   nor 
desire.     In  languages,  Giulia  particularly  ex- 
celled ;    on    commencing   with  her  the  study 
of  German,    her  aunt    was  astonished  at  the 
readiness    with   which   she  mastered  its  diffi- 
culties. 

The  musical  education  of  the  Baroness  had 
not  been  entirely  neglected ;  for  once  in  the 
week,  the  organist  from  the  neighbouring 
cathedral  town  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
visiting  the  Hall,  and  instructing  the  two 
girls,  Giulia  and  Nice,  upon  the  only  tolera- 
ble instrument  in  the  house — an  organ  which 
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had  been  moved  for  that  purpose  firom  the 
miisic  gallery  above  the  hall  into  the  library 
— and  though  the  Baroneaa  did  not  seem  to 
possess  much  taste  for  the  science^  it  was  with 
no  contemptible  power  that  she  could  awaken 
its  solemn  tones. 

In  the  deeper  studies,  Mrs.  Gordon  found 
that  it  was  necessary  rather  to  reduce  into 
some  palpable  form,  and  bring  to  profit, 
the  heterogeneous  mass  of  information  she 
had  accumulated.  The  aunt  wondered  not 
that  all  elasticity  and  liveliness  of  intellect  had 
been  repressed,  when  she  discovered  that  this 
girl  of  fifteen,  had,  during  the  four  years  in 
which  that  gloomy  library  had  been  her 
almost  constant  habitation,  waded  through 
half,  at  least,  of  the  most  abstruse  and  deep 
works  which  filled  the  shelves  ;  and  Mrs.  Gor- 
don readily  imagined,  that  unassisted  by  con- 
versation and  explanation  from  a  wiser  head, 
such  reading  could  only  have  darkened  and 
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wabmd  her  young  mind.  Few  works  of  fie* 
tion  were  mingled  in  this  antique  collection, 
aad  those  she  had  been  forbidden  to 
T6ad. 

Dante,  indeed,  her  father  had  given  to  her, 
and  she  nearly  knew  it  by  heart  Mrs.  Gor- 
don determined  that  she  should  commence  a 
more  judicious  and  restricted  course  of  read 
ing,  and  at  the  same  time  sought  to  lighten 
tnd  amuse  her  mind  She  therefore  put  into 
ker  hands  works  of  imagination,  both  in  prose 
snd  Terse,  and  there  was  at  this  time  a  fair  field 
for  Giulia^s  debut  in  this  branch  of  literature. 
The  Great  Unknovm  was  sending  forth  the 
first  fruits  of  his  bewitching  powers  of  mind 
and  imagination,  whilst,  at  the  same  time, 
many  of  the  poetic  spirits  of  our  age  were 
starting  forth  to  light,  in  all  their  maiden  fresh- 
ness. 
At  first   it  seemed  difficult  to  Giulia    to 
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bestow  her  interest  upon  that  which  was  not 
true — but  this  did  not  long  continue.  Soon  she 
found  herself  revelling  in  all  the  entrancing 
fascination  of,  as  it  were,  a  new  world — a  world 
of  imagination ! 

It  was  a  strange  delight  to  the  young  girl 
to  be  lost  in  its  mazes,  and  she  would  forget, 
for  a  while,  that  the  outer  world  was  so  dull 
and  uninviting.  There  was  a  smiling  Paradise 
ever  now  open  to  her — the  Paradise  of  fancy  I 
— and  therein  she  would  revel — in  imagination 
personifying  herself  with  the  beautiful — the 
loved — the  high-minded— with  whom  she  had 
held  converse  in  her  dreams.  The  dim  flick- 
ering visions,  which  had  vaguely  haunted  her 
from  her  earliest  childhood,  now  assumed 
palpable  forms — but  no  longer  as  before — irrita- 
ting and  tantalizing  her  mind  with  undefinded 
'  conceptions  of  unknown  delightis. 

]Mrs.  Gordon  was  ignorant  of  all  this ;   she 
foresaw  no  peculiar  excitement  to  the  mind  of 
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tbe  cold  girl  &om  the  studies  she  rather  en- 
coaraged  her  to  pursae — she  remembered  not 

that 

'*  Light  flashes  in  the  gloomiest  sky. 
And  mnuc  in  the  dullest  pUin," 


tod  that  the  pleasures  of  imagination,  unless 
ooarished  with  more  substantial  food. 


•4 


Than  fancy  with  her  shadowy  toys, 
.Srial  hopes  and  peiisivc  joys/ 


will  lead  the  mind  at  last  to  vacuity,  when 
contact  with  the  world  brings  with  it,  its  at- 
tendant disappointments ;  repinings — longings 
after  the  ideal  joys,  which  have  faded  at  the 
near  approach  of  stem  reality,  though  some 
indeed  there  may  be,  who  have  learnt 


•*  To  quit  with  eye  serene 
Their  youth's  ideal  horde." 


In  Giulia*s  case,  perhaps,  it  would  have  been 
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safer  not  to  have  nurtured  this  taste  for  living 
in  a  world  of  romance ;  in  our  best  intenticms, 
how  often  do  we  err ! 

It  was  with  very  different  feelings  and  pur- 
poses that  Mrs.  Gordon  contemplated  the 
prospect  of  Francesca's  education ;  with 
unmixed  pleasure  she  looked  forward  to 
the  fulfilment  of  this  work.  Here  indeed 
seemed  a  garden  to  cultivate^  as  fair  as  that 
of  Eden,  ere  thorns  and  briars  had  arisen  to 
encumber  the  ground—all  natural  loyeliness 
and  freshness^  with  bright  but  budding  flowers 
to  cultivate^  and  choice  fruits  to  nurture  into 
perfection. 

And  none  should  rob  her>  she  determined^  of 
a  share  in  this  pleasant  task— that  of  forming  a 
character^  to  show  the  world 


'*  How  sweet  a  thing  a  woman  may  be  made  ! 


»» 


It  would  be  her  aim,  her  study,  to  ward  off 
every  mark  of  care,  or  sin,   from  furrowing 
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"ker  jet  unwritten  brow,"  and  to  preserve  in 

all  its  bright  firefibness^  the  innocence  and 

ain^licity  of  the  £ur  child.    And  she  must 

still  do  xnore**^0be    must    fortify  the  heart 

of  the  young  girl,  that  she  might  henceforth 

be,  not  only  a  specimen  of  gentle  loveliness — 

but  have  strength  to  withstand   the    snares, 

which  even  that  prized  loveliness  might  bring 

npon  her. 

She  found  it  indeed  a  more  difficult  matter 
than  she  had  imagined,  to  guard  against  poor 
Giulia'o  prophesy,  that  she  '^  would  not  be  able 
to  resist  the  superior  fascination  of  Fran- 
cesca,"  but  even  this  difficulty  had  its  advan* 
tage ;  inasmuch  as  it  caused  Mrs.  Gordon  to 
guard  more  narrowly  against  any  outward  de- 
monstration which  could  evince  her  preference 
for  either  sister.  She  endeavoured  to  bring 
GHulia  as  much  forward  as  possible—- striving 
to  make  her  feel  her  own  importance  in  life — 
her  position  amongst  the  servants,  and  the 
surrounding  dependents  and  poor,  as  a  mis- 
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tress — a  benefactress  I  thus  counteractiiig  as 
much  as  possible^  any  feeling  of  jealousy^  her 
sister's  superior  attentions  might  excite  in  her 
mind  At  times  Mrs.  Gordon  trusted  she  was 
succeeding. 

She  also  tried  to  exact  from  the  little 
girl  a  respect  and  deference  for  her  sister, 
perhaps  rather  overstrained,  considering  their 
relationship  to  each  other,  but  Mrs.  Grordon 
fancied  that  much  of  the  alienation  of  Giulia's 
manner  towards  Francesca,  arose  from  the 
wounds  her  tenacious  spirit  received  from  the 
thoughtless  words  of  her  sister ;  a  freedom  of 
speech  engendered  by  the  perfect  indulgence 
and  liberty  she  had  ever  been  so  freely  allowed 
— and  which,  though  from  others  they  pro- 
voked a  smile,  often  touched  the  sensitive 
Giulia  to  the  quick.  This  failing,  as  well  as 
every  tendency  to  what  Mrs.  Rivers  might 
denominate  levity  of  manners,  her  aunt  strove 
carefully  to  check ;  but  then  the  bewitching 
sweetness  with  which  Francesca  received  re- 
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buke— her  eameet,  humble  entreaties  for  for- 
giveneBs   when  she  had  occasionally    erred, 
made  even  her  little  &iilt8  only  so  many  ad- 
ditional snares  to  Mrs.  Gordon's  heart — and 
would  wonder  hovr  it  was  possible  that 
Giulia  could  ever  withstand  her  influence. 

Still  there  were  moments  when  Mrs.  Gor- 
don's sanguine  hopes,  that  the  young  Baron- 
ess's  heart    was     becoming    softened,    were 
clouded  by  seeing  the  tearful  efforts  of  Fran* 
cesca  for  reconciliation,  after   some  childlike 
qnaivd,  coldly  rejected  by  Giulia.     The  good 
lady  knew  not  the  secret  spirit  of  all  this  mis- 
chief— ^the  spirit  which  glided  about  in  silence 
and  unheeded,  poisoning  the  healthful  current 
of  any  good  that  she  might  attempt—counter- 
acting  every  plan— altering  the  bias  of  the 
minds  which  came  under  its  control ! 

Mrs.  Gx>rdon,  with  equal  care  and  attention, 
superintended  the  studies  of  Nice,  and  with 
persevering  kindness  strove  to  discover  a  clue, 
by  which  she   might  act  with  regard  to  this 
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incomprehensible  girl»  but  her  success  did 
not  satisfy  her  wishes.  There  seemed  ever, 
a  smooth,  glossy  surfisMe  opposed  to  her  en- 
deavours to  penetrate  into  the  character  of 
the  Italian.  Ably  and  readily,  though  with 
out  any  particular  application  or  interest^  she 
learnt  all  that  was  imparted  to  her,  giv- 
ing evidence  of  nothing  reprehensible  in  her 
conduct;  no  particular  failing  afforded  Mrs. 
Gordon  a  pretext  for  correction  —  nor  was 
there  any  virtue  or  amiability  to  encourage 
in  aught  she  said  or  did.  Nice  ever  ob* 
served  an  unobtrusive  humility  of  demeanour 
in  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  which  ren- 
dered it  difficult  to  bring  forth  her  senti- 
ments or  desires.  She  met  Mrs.  Gordon's  ex- 
treme kindness  with  an  appearance  of  cour- 
teous gratitude,  rather  than  with  the  warm 
confidence  of  youth  ;  and  it  was  only  through 
the  medium  of  Giulia  or  Francesca,  that  any 
wish  or  desire  of  the  young  girl  ever  came  to 
Mrs.  Gt)rdon'8  ears. 
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Over   the    Baroness    and  her  sister^    the 
Italian  girl  seemed  to  exercise  a  quiet^  un- 
obtmsiye    influence ;    particularly  was    this 
influence    manifest    in     its    dominion    over 
Giolia,  indeed  it  was  evident,  that  Francesca 
yielded  to  the  sway,  rather  firom  the  inherent 
Undly  impulses  of  her  nature,  than  from  con- 
fiding love  towards  Nice. 
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CHAPTER    VIIL 


"  I  fear  thee,  and  thy  glittering  eye. 
♦  ♦  *  ♦  ♦ 

Now,  wherefore  stopp'st  thou  me  ?'* 

Ancient  Marinsr. 


It  was  at  the  celebration  of  Mass  at  the 
little  Roman  Catholic  Chapel  in  the  town 
of ,  one  Sunday  in  the  February  fol- 
lowing^ that  the  devotion  of  an  individual  of 
the    congregation    was     evidently  disturbed, 
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8he  too,  who  ever  performed  her  part  with 
a  demeanour  of  the  strictest  propriety ;  but 
now,  even  at  the  awAil  moment  of  the  eleva- 
tion of  the  host,  it  required  a  touch,  and  a 
reproving  look  firom  her  companion — an  old 
Italian  servant  who  always  accompanied  her — 
ere  she  bowed  her  head  with  the  rest  of  the  wor- 
shippers, for  her  eyes  had  fixed  themselves,  as 
if  fascinated,  on  one  single  object  —  her 
blanched  cheeks,  and  look  almost  of  horror, 
telling  at  once  that  it  was  no  very  agreeable  fas- 
cination. 

And  truly  it  was  not,  for  in  the  person  of 
the  tall,  dark  stranger,  who  had  thus  riveted 
her  attention,  Nice  beheld  one,  who  she  imagined 
was  destined  to  be  the  agent  of  some  sudden 
and  no  very  welcome  change  in  her  exist- 
ence! 

When  the  service  was  concluded,  the  object 
of  her  terror  disappeared  amidst  the  crowd, 
but  it  was  with  more  of  desperation  than 
relief  that  she  arose,  and  with  hurried  steps 
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and  suspended  breath,  hastened  towards  tlia 
chapel,  but  ere  she  reached  it,  she  heard  her 
name  murmured  in  an  accent,  which  it  might 
have  been  judged,  would  have  imparted  a  thrill 
of  joj  to  her  heart — for  it  was  that  of  her  own 
country,  and  she  was  in  a  land  of  strangers. 
Hie  sound,  however,  caused  her  to  turn  with 
no  gesture  of  pleasure,  and  there  she  beheld, 
glittering  and  fascinating  like  a  serpent's,  a  pair 
of  eyes  so  like  her  own  that  they  might  have 
been  taken  f(M:  the  same. 

^^  Send  the  servant  away,  and  make  some 
excuse  for  remaining  alone  with  me  l"  whis- 
pered the  stranger,  in  a  voice  of  command ; 
and  the  girl  with  a  look  of  despair,  but 
without  any  attempt  to  evade  the  offer, 
waited  till  the  servant,  who  had  been  sepa- 
rated by  the  crowd,  joined  her ;  she  then 
dismissed  her  on  some  pretended  message 
from  IVIrs.  Gordon,  to  a  person  who  lived  at 
a  short  distance,  saying  she  would  wait  for 
her  return  in  the  chapeL      The  servant  dis- 
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appeared ;  and  the  last  lingering  members  of  the 
congregation  at  length  departed. 

Kice  scarcely  waited  to  receive  a  bene- 
fcdon  from  her  newly  restored  relative, 
bat  joining  her  hands  tightly  together,  and  rais- 
ing her  eyes  with  eager  wildness,  she  gasped 
out, 

"My  uncle  !— are  you  come  to  take  me 
tway— to  immure  me  within  a  convent's 
walUr 

A  contemptuous  smile  curled  the  thin  lips 

of  him,     thus     addressed,     as     he      looked 

down  upon  his   young   niece,  who   thus  met 

iiim   after    a   separation  of   many  years,  and 

said, 

"  I  see,  my  daughter,  that,  at  least,  you 
have  not  learned  in  England,  cither  to  con- 
ceal your  feelings,  or  to  assume  those 
whkh  you  do  not  really  possess  ;  and  yet 
from  that  countenance,  I  should  have  thought 
otherwise." 
"  I  know  from  whom  I  should  conceal  my 

YOL   I.  G 
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feelings,  and  to  whom  I  may  reveal  them/' 
interposed  the  girl,  quickly,  as  if  recalled 
to  her  presence  of  mind ;  *^  to  whom 
should  I  be  sincere,  if  not  to  you  —  my 
uncle  r 

^^  But  you  were  not  ovexjoyed  at  beholding 
the  relative  who  was  the  father  of  your 
childhood ;  or  rather,  is  it  that  you  are  un* 
willing  to  relinquish  your  present  posi-* 
tion,  to  enter  upon  your  destined  course 
of  life?" 

Nice  cast  her  eyes  to  the  ground,  and  mur^ 
mured, 

"  Not  yet,  I  beseech  you,  my  uncle — not 
yet." 

"  Well,  weak  girl,  relieve  your  mind  ;  at 
present,  weightier  matters  bring  me  to  England 
than  you,  or  your  concerns;  but  you  have 
a  part  to  play.  And,"  he  added,  with  a  stem 
voice  and  severe  expression  of  countenance, 
"  remember — however  you  may  have  learnt  the 
art  of  concealment,  to  me,  every  thought  and 
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feeling  of  yonr  heart  mast  be  oonfessed ;  every 
efent  which    happens     areund    yon,     must 
be  revealed ;  in  hiAbg  ought  from  me,  you  will 
dn  both  againrt  Ghid  and  maa — for  am  1  not 
yoar  epiritaal  father,  as  well  as  your  near  re* 
lation?    It  is  only  by  dLscoveriog  that  this 
heretic  country  has  produced  upon  you  any 
baaefiii   effect,    that    your     instant    removal 
trill  be    the    certain    consequence ;    I  shall 
then  lose  no  time  in  hurrying  you    where 
severe  discipline  might  cure  you  of  its  dete- 
riorating influence." 

Nice  appeared  to  require  no  threat  to  induce 
her  to  communicativeness ;  even  anticipat- 
ing all  that  he  might  have  wished  to  know, 
— without  difficulty,  her  uncle  drew  from  her 
every  particular  relating  to  the  menage  of  the 
ball,  since  the  death  of  Lord  and  Lady  De 
Crespigny — each  circumstance  relating  to  its 
inhabitants — nay,  even  the  individual  charac- 
ters of  each — of  Mrs.  Gordon,  the  Baroness  I 
nor    was  the  little    Francesca  forgotten    in 
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the  enquiries.  The  precocity  of  discernment  dis«' 
covered  in  the  course  of  this  examination,  seemed 
greatly  to  raise  his  young  niece  in  the  estimation 
of  the  priest—  for  it  was  the  Abb6  Cellini,  whom 
we  have  introduced  to  our  readers.     He  no  longer 
looked  upon  her  as  a  child,  but  proceeded  cau* 
tiously  to  enlighten  her  upon  subjects,  which 
must  have  appeared  somewhat  mysterious  to 
a  girl  of  Nice's    age  and  inexperience,   but 
which  she  received  with  no  embarrassing  air  of 
wonder — no  simple  question  difficult  to  evade, 
or  answer  plainly !     With  as  much  comprehen- 
sive  ease,  as  if  she  had  been  reared  in   the 
Pope's  palace,  instead  of  amidst  the  unevent- 
ful   monotony  of    Shirley    Hall,     she    seized 
upon    every  idea,    and   when,   at    last,    their 
conference    was    interrupted    by  the  sight  of 
the  servant  returning  from  her  mission,  Nice 
hastened   to   meet   her,    complaining   of  her 
long   absence.     The    woman   wondered   what 
made   the    Signora   Nice's  eyes  sparkle  even 
with  more   than   usual   brilliancy,    and  mar- 
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Veiled  what  she  had  found  in  the  dismal 
chapel  to  excite  her  so  greatly;  for  during 
their  drive  home,  she  more  than  once  ob- 
serred  a  smile  tremble  on  her  lips,  as  if 
some  feeling  of  newly  awakened  pleasure  was 
moving  in  her  breast. 

And  indeed  it  was  an  ecstatic  sensation 
which  fiUed  the  Italian  girl's  heart.  She  felt 
as  if  she  had  at  length  found  something  for 
which  she  had  long  thirsted — some  active 
means  of  employing  the  secret  talents,  she 
felt  had  been  growing  with  her  growth,  and 
strengthening  with  her  strength*  No  indica- 
tion of  these  feelings  however  shewed  them- 
selves upon  her  countenance,  as  Nice  silently 
as  usual,  glided  into  the  house,  and  took  her 
accustomed  seat,  on  her  return  home. 

The  following  day,  at  the  moment  when  the 
setting  sun  was  gilding  the  tops  of  the  leaf- 
less branches,  a  stranger  passed  slowly  down 
the  avenue.  He  was  a  man  of  a  toll,  but  bent 
firame,  wn^ped  in  the  folds  of  a  large  black 
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doak.  His  hat  was  sloached  over  his  eye^ 
which  curiously  scanned  the  venerable  pile 
he  was  approaching.  *^  And  this/'  he  solilo- 
quised,  *^  is  one  of  those  ancient  seats  of 
the  country^  in  which  we  onoe  possessed  such 
power/*  and  he  turned  his  eyes  upon  the 
eastern  wing,  which,  surmounted  by  a  stone 
cross,  indicated  that  part  which  had  formerly 
been  a  Cathofie  Chapel. 

'^  Here  we  were  wont  to  glide  in  and  out  at 
pleasiure,  and  gain  dominion  over  every  heart 
and  conscience  within  those  walls,  and  why 
should  we  not  do  so  now  again,  why  should 
we  not  again  plant  our  standard  on  this  little 
Island,  which  has  so  proudly  shaken  off  the 
yoke  of  our  Holy  Mother  ?  Much  doubtless  of 
this  misdiief,"  continued  to  muse  the  stranger, 
"  is  owing  to  the  cold  apathy  of  our  brethren 
in  England.  Witness  on  this  spot  an  instance. 
Did  not  a  peer  and  peeress  of  the  realm  live 
for  years  amongst  them,  and  die,  without  any 
open  declaration,  or  demonstration  that  they 
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were  members  of  our  church.     Holy  Mother ! 
aad  we  can  afford  to  lose  none,  not  one  soul 
however  msignificant  I      It  is  even  by  these 
small  beginnings  that  we  must  endeavour  to  gain 
ground;  we  must  commence  by  single  indivi- 
diub  ere  we  can  hope  for  numbers,  and  here 
most  my  efforts  be  exerted— here,  where  for  lack 
of  persevering  zeal,  two  representatives  of  a 
noble  house,  to  whom  we  have  a  right  to  lay 
claim,  as  having  been  bi^ptbed   in  our  faith, 
have  fi^len  firom  our  hands,  to  be  reared  in 
heresy!     And  shall  this  be  done  without  an 
attempt   to  save  them,  now  when  they  are 
weak  and  young,  when,  to  obtain  the  salvation 
of  their  souls,  i^o  barrier  is  opposed  but  the 
resistance  of  a,  powerless  woman,  who  per- 
chance may  be  e^ily   won,   by  a  little   ad- 
dress." 

A  disdainful  sn^ile  played  upon  the  lip  of  the 
stranger. 
''  It  wUl  be   difficult   to  circumvent  me,'' 
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he  thought—"  I  have  seldom  failed.  Have  I 
not  bowed  the  understanding  of  the  Mrise  and 
learned?  I  fear  not  to  be  baffled  by  a  woman 
and  two  children.'* 

He  now  paused  in  his  meditations^  for 
haying  closely  approached  the  house^  the  Ita- 
lian perceived  that  he  was  not  unobserved.  A 
little  Italian  greyhound  sprung  barking  to- 
wards him,  and  casting  his  eyes  in  the 
direction  from  whence  it  came,  he  perceived  a 
little  girl,  a  few  yards  distant,  standing  gaz- 
ing at  him.  Instead  of  entering  the  court, 
he  immediately  crossed  from  the  path  over  the 
lawn  or  paddock,  which  spread  around  the 
house,  towards  the  spot  where  she  stood,  at 
the  same  time  rebuking  Amo's  inhospitable 
greeting  in  a  few  Italian  words.  The  dog 
hearing  himself  addressed,  in  a  language  he 
was  accustomed  to  receive  only  from  the  few 
with  whom  he  was  familiar,  ceased  his  bark- 
ing, and  changed  it  for  friendly  caresses  and 
gambols. 
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On  Fraacesca  too,  he  had  produced  some- 
tbiog  of  the  same  effect,  for  on  first  perceiving 
tbe  tall,  dark  stranger  turn  off  the  path  to 
approach  her — ^with  his  eyes  glaring  at  her 
from    under    his    slouched    hat,   her    heart 
beat  quickly,  and  the  colour  mounted  in  tor- 
rents to  her  cheeks.     She  thought  he  must  be 
a  robber — and   though,  she  did  not  like  to 
leave  Amo  behind,  still  she  was  on  the  point  of 
naming    away.     But  at  the    sound  of   the 
Italian  words — her  mother's  own  language,  her 
fear  changed  into  curiosity,   and   she    stood 
gazing  on   the  man,  with  parted  lips,    and 
searching  eyes. 

Francesca  however  stepped  back  a  few  paces, 
when  he  familiarly  placed  his  hand  upon  her 
head,  from  which  her  straw  bonnet  was 
pushed  back,  and  s^ud,  looking  earnestly  in  her 
face, 

Sia  la  Signorina  de  Crespigny  ?** 
Si  Signor,"  she  answered,  recoiling  a  step, 
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but  with  her  eyes  fixed  with  still  more  etui' 
osity  and  scrutiny  on  his  face. 

"And  you  do  not  know  who  I  am,  I  con- 
clude/' he  continued,  "  yet  often  have  I  held 
you  in  these  arms.'' 

"  Oh  yes !  I  think  I  do/'  Franceaca  an- 
swered readily^ 

"  You  do  ?  then  Nice,"  he  thought,  "  has 
played  me  false  after  all !  Your  memory  must 
be  very  retentive,  young  lady,"  the  Italian 
continued  aloud,  "  for  whom  then  do  you  take 

me?"* 

"  I  think  you  must  be  Nice's  papa — 
no,  her  uncle— whom  she  talks  about  some~ 
times." 

"  And  why  do  you  think  so  ?  Did  Nice  tell 
you  she  expected  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  no — but  because  no  one  but  her 
relation  could  have  eyes  so  exactly  the  same." 

"  Your  eyes,  yoimg  lady,  are  very  discern- 
ing,"   answered  the  priest,     "  but  where   is 
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Nice?    Will  your  aunt,  do  you  think,  allow 

me  to  enter  to  see  my  niece  ?" 

''  Oh,  yes,  come  this  way,,  and  I  will  take 
70a  to  her,''  and  Francesca  ran  round  the  cor- 
ner of  the  house  foUowed  by  her  new  ac- 
quaintance. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


"  Oh  that  it  were  ai  it  were  wont  to  be  I 

l^hen  thy  old  friends  of  fire^-all  full  of  thee 

Fought  agunst  frowns  with  unilesy  gave  glorious  diase 

To  persecutions,  and  against  the  face 

Of  death,  and  fiercest  dangers,  durst  with  InraTe 

And  sot>er  pace,  march  on  to  meet  a  graTe.' 

CaASBAW. 


The  occupants  of  the  library,  namely  Mrs- 
Gordon,  Giulia  and  Nice,  did  not  at  first  look 
up  from  their  several  occupations,  when  Fran- 
cesca's  light  form  sprang  in  among  them ;  but 
when  the  scanty  remainder  of  light,  which  the 
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waning  evemng  had  left  to  them^  was  obstructed 
hy  a  dark  body  passing  before  the  window, 
they  raised  their  eyes,  and  with  a  start,  not 
unmixed  with  alarm,  beheld  so  unexpected, 
and,  at  first  sight,  appalling  an  intruder. 

'^  Do  not  be  frightened,  Giulia  T  exclaimed 
Francesca^  *^  I  thought  he  was  a  robber  at 
first,  but  he  is  only  Nice's  unde  come  to  see 
her." 

Mrs.  Grordon  now  bowed,  and  in  a  deep  but 
musical  voice,  the  stranger  authenticated  the 
statement,  with  apologies  for  his  intrusion — 
whilst  Nice,  acting  the  part  of  an  affectionate 
niece,  better  than  on  the  preceding  day — ad- 
vanced eagerly  towards  him,  and  then,  as  if 
overwhelmed  by  respectful  awe,  stood  timidly 
gazing  at  her  revered  relative,  who  murmur- 
ing in  a  low  voice,  ^*  Nice,  la  mia  nipote !" 
laid  his  hand  upon  her  head  and  blessed  her 
— ^then  turning  to  Mrs.  Grordon,  said, 

^^  May  I  also  be  allowed  to  greet  the  child 
of  her,  I  once  loved  as  a  daughter,  and  who 
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accorded  me  the  love  and  reverence  due  to  the 
hdy  and  spiritual  relationship  in  which  I 
stood  towards  her  ?* 

Receiving  an  assenting  inclination  from  Mr& 
Gordon,  he  performed  the  same  part  towards 
the  Baroness,  pnxiouncing,  as  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  her  head,  a  fervent  benediction.  Than 
followed  more  minute  explanations :  he  in- 
formed Mrs.  Grordon  that  being  obliged  to 
visit  England  on  matters  o£  business,  natural 
feelings  had  moved  him  with  the  desire  of  be* 
holding  his  young  relative,  and  personally  en* 
quiring  after  her  welfare,  both  of  soul  and 
body.  Time  pressing — for  he  was  soon  to 
depart  for  Ireland — ^had  made  him  venture  to 
waive  the  ceremony  of  a  letter  to  announce 
his  arrival 

Of  course,  whatever  might  have  been  her 
secret  feelii^,  Mrs.  Grordon  considered  that 
in  the  name  of  oourtesy  and  hospitality,  she 
could  do  no  less  than  offer  accommodation  for 
the  night  to  the  stranger,  who  had  come  bo 
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far  to  see  his  joung  reladve,  ttnd  also 
claimed  the  right  of  consideration  as  the  friend 
of  her  nieoes'  parents — she  therefore  proposed 
dfiflpatching  a  servant  to  the  village  for  his 
hggage. 

This  plan  was  gratefrdly  accepted    Mrs. 

Gordon  then  left  the  room,  taking  with  her 

the  two  young  de   Crespigoyst  in    order  to 

aUow  Nice  to  have  a  private  interview  with 

hfft  uncle.     The  good  lady  blamed  herself  for 

the    inhospitable    feeliogs    which    filled    her 

mind;  she  felt  that   it  rebelled  against  the 

idea  of  the  priest,  and  she  was  angry  with 

herself  for  the  prejudice,  which  certainly  had 

its  origin  in  the  religion  of  her  guest 

To  give  ordersoonceming  the  accommodation 
<^  the  visiter,  was  now  her  next  care,  and  the 
soene  which  consequently  followed,  was  not 
much  calculated  to  raise  her  spirits. 

Mrs.  Gordon  had  repaired  straightway  to 
Mrs.  Bivers^  to  inform  her  of  the  unexpected 
arrival,  and  although  she  had  not  looked  for 
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a  very  cordial  reception  of  the  intelligence^ 
she  was  quite  startled  by  the  constematicm 
into  which  the  news  plunged  the  old  lady. 
Had  she  announced  the  entrance  of  a  wolf 
within  the  walls  of  the  hall,  Mrs.  Rivers  could 
not  have  testified  more  unfeigned  horror 
and  alarm.  A  Roman  Catholic  priest  al- 
lowed to  sleep  beneath  the  same  roof!  ad- 
mitted to  familiar  intercourse,  with  the  two 
young  children,  upon  whose  danger  she  ezpa^* 
tiated,  in  such  mysterious  terms  of  pity,  and 
on  whom  she  cast  such  looks  of  commiser- 
ation, that  even  Giulia  turned  pale,  and 
Francesca,  half  crjring,  asked  if  ^^  the  tall,  dark 
man  were  really  a  robber  ?" 

"  You  view  this  matter,  Mrs.  Rivers,  in  too 
serious  a  light,"  Mrs.  Gordon  interposed,  "  I 
cannot  foresee  danger  to  any  of  us,  from  the 
mere  circumstance  of  receiving,  for  one  night, 
this  person  —  it  would  not  be  creditable  to 
us,  as  professors  of  Protestant  charity,  to 
turn  away  a  stranger  claiming  right  over  our 
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iKKpitality,  solely  because  he  happens  to  be  a 
Bornan  Catholic  priest  — -  we  must  also  re- 
member^ that  he  is  the  uncle  of  la  Signora 
Mce. 

^'Oh,  that  girir  ejaculated  Mrs.  Rivers^ 
^'  I  knew  she  would  not  fail  to  bring  evil  upon 
this  house.  Well  1"  she  continued^  turning  to 
Mrs.  Grordon,  **may  it  be  as  you  say — but  can 
a  wolf  be  admitted  into  a  fold^  or  a  serpent 
into  a  nest^  and  no  harm  be  expected  ?*' 

With  an  air  of  stem  resignation^  the  old 
woman  raised  her  ponderous  Bible  from  its 
usual  resting  place  on  her  window  seat,  and 
locked  it  within  an  oaken  press^  as  if  she 
aheady  contemplated  the  hand  of  the  priest^ 
stretched  forth  to  deprive  her  of  its  pos- 
session. 

Under  her  superintendence,  soon  after,  one 
of  the  remotest,  and  somewhat  of  the  most 
dilapidated  apartments  of  the  mansion  was 
made  ready  for  the  unwelcome  guest ;  and, 
although  the  housemaid   ventured  a  compas- 
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sionatc  suggestion  as  to  the  dismal  locality 
of  the  apartment  —  tradition  having  attached 
to  it  many  a  tale  of  ghosts  and  goblins,  the 
housekeeper  made  no  remark  but  a  grim 
smile^  which  accompanied  the  inward  desire, 
that  all  the  spiritual  inhabitants  of  the  invisi- 
ble world,  might  rise  that  night  to  scare  away 
the  bloody  Papist  from  its  precincts. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Mrs.  Gordon  had  to 
return  to  the  library,  to  play  the  part  of  the 
courteous  hostess  to  the  unconscious  object 
of  so  much  ill-will.  Francesca,  after  all  she 
had  heard,  carefully  avoided,  that  evening, 
any  dose  contact  with  one  who  seemed  so 
suspicious  a  character ;  whilst  Giulia  sat 
silently,  but  with  earnest  curiosity,  observing 
this  singular  and  sudden  addition  to  their  little 
circle. 

The  priest,  disencumbered  of  his  hat  and 
cloak,  presented  to  the  eye,  a  tall,  strong,  but 
meagre  form,  not  destitute  of  a  certain  grace- 
ful dignity.    His  face  was  of  a  decided  Italian 
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cast,  and  the  strongly  mariced  ezpressicHi  of  his 
ooanteiuaice  seemed  scarcely  in  character  with 
the  air  of  benign  gentleness  now  depicted 
upon  it 

The  conversation  of  the  Italian  flowed  on 
in  a  dear,  easy  vein,  and  assisted  by  the  tones 
of  a  deep,  and  not  unmusical  voice,  insensi- 
Uy  riveted  the  attention  and  interest.  The 
aibject  of  discourse  was  chiefly  relative  to  his 
own  country — its  condition  at  that  period— 
die  beauties  both  of  nature  and  art  for 
which  Italy  was  so  renowned,  interspersed 
with  anecdotes  of  incident  and  adventure, 
many  of  an  absorbing  and  exciting;  interest. 

At  first,  Fra  Paolo  addressed  himself 
ahnost  exclusively  to  Mrs.  Grordon,  but 
meeting  once  the  serious  eyes  of  Giulia 
nreted  with  eager  attention  upon  his  counte- 
naiice,  with  a  bland  and  encouraging  smile, 
he  bei^an  to  direct  his  remarks  to  her  as  he 
(xmtmued  to  speak. 
At  first,  bis  attention   seemed  rather    to 
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discompoee  the  shy  girl,  for  she  oolonzed 
violently  at  the  idea  of  haying  thus  attracted 
his  attention  ;  till  gradually,  she  forgot 
aught  else  in  the  interest  with  which  his 
conversation  inspired  her,  and  sat  with  her 
gaze  fastened  on  the  dark,  fascinating  eyes 
which  were  fixed  upon  her — her  pale  cheeks 
flushing,  her  expression  bri^tening^  her 
breath  suspended  with  almost  painful  interest. 
Mrs.  Grordon  had  never  before  seen  her 
niece  under  the  impulse  of  such  excitement, 
and  man-elled  at  the  effect  produced  upon  the 
usually  apathetic  girL 

But  the  new  mood  in  which  she  beheld 
Giulia,  rather  annoyed  than  pleased  her  aunt, 
and  she  felt  relieved  when  the  usual  hour 
arrived,  and  the  two  elder  girls  retired  for 
the  night — although  it  left  her  tite^-titi  with 
the  dark-looking  priest. 

The  subject  then  turned  on  the  late  Lord 
and  Lady  de  Crespigny,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
Fra  Paolo   touched   upon   religious  matters. 
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He  mentioned  the  doubt  that  was  enter^ 
tamed,  concerning  their  views  at  the  time  of 
their  death. 

"  And  the  daughters/'  he  enquired,  "  though 
baptized  in  the  Soman  Catholic  faith,  are  they 
not  educated  as  Protestants  ?" 

Mrs*  Gordon  briefly  assented,  and  feeling 
no  desire  to  enter  upon  so  delicate  a  subject, 
endeavoured  to  turn  the  conversation  into  a 
different  channel.  They  spoke  of  Nice,  and 
Mrs.  Gordon  enquired  what  were  his  views 
concerning  her  ? 

Fra  Paolo  spoke  with  gratitude  of  all  the 
kindness  which  had  been  bestowed  upon  her, 
and  requested  that  she  might  still  be  permitted 
to  remain  with  them  for  a  few  years  longer. 

"  She  would  then,"  he  added,  "  be  of  an 
age  to  take  upon  herself  the  vows  of  a  convent 
Kfe.'' 

On  ascending  to  her  bed-chamber,  after 
seeing  the  priest  set  forth,  escorted  by  a  guide 
through  the  mazes  of  passages,  leading  to  the 
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spectral  apartment  Mrs.  Rivers  had  fixed  upon 
as  his  dormitory,  Mrs.  Grordon  was  surprised 
to  find  Giulia  awaiting  her  arrival 

She  had  come,  she  said,  to  request  her  aunt 
to  endeavour  to  prevail  on  Fra  Paolo  to  re* 
main  for  a  few  days,  for  poor  Nice  was  quite 
unhappy,  and  was  weeping  at  the  idea  of  see- 
ing, but  for  so  brief  a  moment,  her  only  re-* 
maining  relative  on  earth— and  whom  she 
might  never  behold  again.  Giulia  seemed 
completely  to  enter  into  this  interesting  feint 
of  natural  feeling,  so  strongly  awakened  in  her 
friend*s  bosom,  and  with  much  animation  told 
her  tale. 

On  Mrs.  Gordon  answering  coldly,  and  with 
t^oniewhat  of  hesitation  to  her  pathetic  appeal, 
ijhe  appeared  hurt  and  even  offended,  and  the 
aunt,  unwilling  to  give  the  young  girl  pain, 
and  thus  appear  unkind  by  refusing  a  request 
— which  after  all  she  could  scarcely  justify  her* 
self  in  doing — jestingly  reminding  her  of 
Mrs.  Bivcrs's  indignation,  she  dismissed  her  to 
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relieve  the  suspenae  of  the  affectionate  niece 
by  promiong  that  Fra  Paolo  should  receive 
an  invitation  to  remain  at  Shirley  Hall  the 
following  day. 

"  You  are  very  considerate,  Signora,  very 
kind,"  said  the  priest  when  they  met  the  next 
in<»ning,  "^  and  it  is  not  for  me  to  disregard 
the  right  and  natural  feelings  of  this  young 
girl,'"  and  he  passed  his  hand  over  the  head  of 
Nice,  who  with  becoming  eagerness  for  his 
reply  was  gazing  upon  him. 

"  Her  desire  to  see  more  of  mc,  I  can  per- 
fectly imagine,  and  her  feelings  are  in  accord-* 
ance  with  my  own — besides  the  happiness  it 
will  be  to  me  to  enjoy  your  society,  Signora, 
and  that  of  the  two  children  of  my  departed 
friends  :  to  form  their  friendship  is  now  the 
fiist  wish  of  my  heart,"  and  he  bent  on  Giulia 
a  look  of  kind  though  serious  interest. 

"  There  is  much,  no  doubt,  of  curious  re- 
search in  this  relic  of  the  ancient  habitations 
of  the  nobles  of  your  land,''  the  priest  con- 
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tinued  to  say,  *^  and  in  its  examination  I  shall 
be  well  pleased ;  I  will  therefore  gladly  avwl 
myself  of  your  hospitable  invitation." 

Mrs.  Gordon  received  these  courteous  ex- 
pressions of  readiness  to  accept  her  renewed 
invitation,  with  cold,  resigned  civility.  She 
did  not  consider  it  necessary  that  her  nieces 
should  omit  their  usual  studies  on  account  of 
their  guest,  therefore  left  him  with  Nice, 
but  in  the  afternoon.  Lady  do  Crespigny  and 
her  sister  joined  them,  and  Fra  Paolo  escorted 
by  the  girls,  set  forth  on  a  voyage  of  inspec- 
tion through  the  house,  Mrs.  Gordon  promising 
to  join  them,  when  she  had  dispatched  her 
letters  of  business. 

It  was  somewhat  of  a  solemn  little  party, 
for  the  sanctimonious  dignity  of  the  priest's 
demeanour  imposed  a  feeling  of  awe;  and 
Giulia,  as  she  walked  by  his  side,  breathlessly 
listened  to  every  word  that  fell  from  his  lips. 
Interesting  indeed  were  the  observations  Fra 
Paolo  made  on  every  object  worthy  of  remark 
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thai  met  hiB  view.     It  memtA  tb  tfad  yomig 
girl  88  if  an  oracle  had  ^leken,  and  it  was  at 
the  same,  time  with  a  tloill  id  gMttificatieii, 
that  die  marked   with   What   eoode8(^endiIlg 
atlentioii  this  man,  filmed  for  the  dee^  teaming 
which  was  oons^eaooe  in   every   word   he 
uttered,  would  listen^  seemfaigty  with  approving 
oonaderation,  to  ai^  eomiBattieation  oroom- 
iBent  she  timidlj  v^efntni^  to  make.     And 
then  he  would  question  her  ae  to  her  pursuita 
--her  tastes — expressing  himself  pleased  and 
•Qiprised,  when  he  gradually  discovered  her 
taste  for  literature,  and  the  e^ent  to  which  it 
had  been  indulged.— Fra  Paolo  ended  by  re- 
questing that  Ladjr  de  Crespigny  would  be 
Ua  guide  in  examining  the  treasures  of  the 
ISirary ;    in  shorty  Giulia's  heart  was  soon 
beating  fiist   with   nervous    exhilaration,    at 
finding  herself  in  so  new  a  position.     Fran- 
oesca  flitted  about  as  unheeded  as  would  have 
been  the  butterfly  in  their  path,  whilst  she, 
who  had  hitherto  deemed  herself  the  neglected, 

VOL.   I.  H 
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was  now  receiving  all  the  notice  and  considera- 
tion, which  generally  fell  to  the  lot  of  her 
captivating  little  sister. 

They  passed  into  the  chapel — not  the 
least  interesting  feature  of  the  house  ;  al- 
though adapted  as  it  had  been  to  the  rites  of 
the  Protestant  service,  it  was  supposed  during 
the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  still  it  bore 
every  trace  of  its  original  character ;  a  window 
above  the  altar,  bearing  the  remains — though, 
much  defaced  by  time — of  rare  workmanship, 
representing  the  Passion  of  our  Sa\dour. 

A  dilapidated  confessional  still  remained, 
and  though  there  was  a  small  door  leading  out 
of  the  hall,  by  which  tlie  family  generally 
entered,  as  well  as  one  which  led  into  the 
grounds,  it  had  been  so  constructed,  that  the 
followers  of  their  religion— mass  having  been 
at  the  period  declared  illegal — might  disappear 
through  different  doors,  leading  to  private 
staircases  of  the  mansion. 

**  And  here  then,"  exclaimed  the  priest,  after 
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reverently  crossing  himself,  and  bowing  before 
the  ancient  altar  piece,  "  here  young  lady," 
and  he  turned  his  eyes  with  a  penetrating  gaze 
on  Giulia  as  she  stood  by  his  side,  "  on  this 
sacred  spot,  your  ancestors  worshipped  in  the 
finth,  which  their  descendants  were  tempted  to 
forsake,  but  of  which  these  remnants  will 
stand  a  monument,  till  that  day,  when  the 
wicked  one,  working  in  the  strife  of  heresy 
wd  disobedience,  shall  be  destroyed,  and  our 
Holy  Mother  the  Church  again  shall  have 
r^ained  her  dominion  over  the  earth,"  and  the 
priest  raised  his  eyes  and  clasped  his  hands 
with  an  expression  of  decent  and  humble  tri- 
umph, a  sunbeam  glancing  through  the  stained 
glaae,  and  shedding  its  gleam  over  his  fine 
features. 

"  Babylon  the  great,  the  mother  of  harlots 
and  the  abominations  of  the  earth !"  cried  a 
fitern  voice,  which  seemed  to  proceed  from 
over  their  heads. — All  started,  and  raised  their 

H  3 


148  THB  BoeOM  FBUEND. 

eyes  to  the  plaoe  whenoe  the   sound  came. 
A  withered  face  was  seen  for  a  moment,  and 
then  disi^peared — a  slight  frown  of  surprise 
contracted  for  a  moment  the  brow  of  the 
Italian^  but   Nice  whispered  to  him  a  few 
words  of  ezplanationy  and  as  if  no  such  ir- 
reverent interruption  had  occurred,  he    con* 
tinued,  but  ina  somewhat  more  suppressed  tcme. 
^^  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  as  I  stand  in 
this  once  sanctified  spot,  something  seems  to 
whisper  to  my  heart,  that  the  time  may  not 
be  far  distant,  when  the  holy  ceremonies  of 
our  blessed  faith    may  again  be  celebrated 
within  these  walls,  and  with  clouds  of  fragrant 
incense  rise  to  Heaven;   the  true  priests  in 
their  gorgeous    robes    of  holiness,    chanting 
the  praises  of  God  and  his  saints,  and  the 
blessed  virgin,  and  exalting  the  cross  now  abased 
and  trampled  imder  foot.     I  feel  a  joyful  as- 
surance within  me,  that  here,  devout  worship- 
pers,  with  eyes  cleared  from  their  blind  dii 
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obedience,  may  once  more  bow  down  before  that 
hotj  ^TDibol,  and  worship  it  in  spirit  and  in 
trutL** 

^'Tlioa  shalt  have  none  other  Gods  but 
me.  Thou  shalt  not  make  to  thyself  any  graven 
image,  or  the  likeness  of  anything  in  heaven 
or  earth.  Thou  shalt  not  bow  down  to  them 
nor  worship  them." 

These  words  were  uttered  by  another  in- 
truding voice,  but  this  time  it  was  the  sweet, 
ohildish,  silvery  tones  of  Francesca.  Heedless 
of  the  strain  of  eloquence  flowing  from  the 
lipa  of  their  reverend  guest,  her  eyes  had  been 
aooidentally  attracted  by  the  large,  gold  letters 
of  the  decalogue  above  her  head,  and  she  began 
conning  in  a  child-like  manner  these  unseason- 
able sentences.  The  little  girl  was  soon 
silenced  by  a  reproving  look  from  her  sister, 
but  the  Priest,  with  a  mild,  excusing  glance  at 
the  young  offender,  proceeded  to  say,  as  he 
turned  for  a  further  examination  of  the 
edifice: 
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"  Perhaps  I  should  have  refrained  from  thus 
giving  vent  to  the  feelings  with  which  this 
place  irresistibly  inspires  me,  hearing  as  I 
have  done,  that  you  and  that  young  child  have 
been  imbued  with  tenets,  with  which  my 
words  would  ill  accord.  But  young  lady,"  he 
continued,  lowering  his  voice  to  an  expressive 
whisper,  and  fixing  his  eyes  sadly  on  her  face, 
"  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  realize  to  my  mind, 
the,  to  me,  — forgive  me  for  so  saying, — melan- 
choly fact,  that  the  children  of  her,  who  was  to 
me  knit  in  the  closest  bonds  of  spiritual  rela- 
tionship, whom  I  baptized  a  member  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church,  have  been  led  from  its 
holy  faith,  into  one  which  the  testimony  of 
Scripture,  the  Holy  Fathers,  and  all  the  Mar- 
tyred Saints  of  old  have  denounced  as  heretical 
— damnable — separated  from  the  communion 
of  Blessed  spirits — and  from  the  hope  of 
Heaven." 

Fra  Paolo  paused,  and  Giulia,  overcome  by 
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thiB  solemn  speech^  and  the  awful  look  which 
accompanied  it,  trembled  and  turned  pale.  At 
this  moment  Mrs.  Gordon  joined  the  party, 
and  the  priest  leaving  the  Baroness  to  pon- 
der over  his  words,  left  her  to  meet  the 
aunt 
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CHAPTER  X. 


ReaoUed  to  uSl  the  flood— ^  tretd  the  fire 
That's  nought—to  quench  ell  natural  compuncdoot 
T#  know  nor  right  nor  wroog,  nor  crime  nor  yirtae. 
But  as  nibtervient  to  Rome's  cause  and  Heaven's— 
I  have  schooled  my  haughty  soul  to  subtlest  craft, 
I've  strung  my  tender  heart  to  bloodiest  havoc, 
And  stand  prepared  to  wear  the  martyr's  flames 
Like  nuptial  robes ;  far  worse,  to  drag  to  the  stake. 
My  firiend,  the  brother  of  my  soul — ^if  thus 
I  sear  the  Hydra's  heads  of  heresy. 

MlLMAM. 


Mbs.  Gordon,  during  her  long  residence  in 
Scotland,  might  unconsciously  have  imbibed 
rather  a  bearing  towards  the  principles  of 
simplicity    and    informality   peculiar   to   its 
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cbuch— but  this  feeling  she  in  no  way  allowed 
to  interfere  with  the  duty  she  felt  was  incum- 
bent on  her — that  of  inculcating  on  her  young 
nieces'  minds,  a  dutiful  allegiance  to  the  es- 
tablished church  of  England ;  and  it  was  her 
ttdent  desire  to  train  them  up  as  devout  fol- 
lowers of  its  pure  and  evangelical  doctrines. 

With  the  religion  of  the  young  de  Cres- 
pignys,  it  had  been  very  much  the  same  as 
with  other  points  of  their  education ;  at  least 
lince  their  residence  in  England.  Any  occa- 
lional  instruction  Giulia  might  have  gained, 
had  been  derived  from  a  governess,  not  very 
*  well  qualified  for  the  task.  This  and  her 
Sunday  attendance  in  the  chapel  were  the  only 
religious  advantages  she  had  ever  received,  for 
the  rest  she  was  left  to  form  her  own  spiritual 
diaracter. 

But  we  have  already  trespassed  so  much 
npon  the  reader's  patience,  pausing  upon 
subjects  of  a  nature  which  may  be  considered 
too  grave  for  a  novel,  that  we  will  no  longer 
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tarry,  but  merely  briefly  say,  that  it  was 
with  heartfelt  Batisfaction  Mrs.  Grordon  per- 
ceived her  niece's  character  softening 
under  the  influence  of  the  new  and  lovely 
view,  which  she  endeavoured  to  present  to  her 
mind,  of  redeeming  love  and  mercy  opening 
before  her ;  though  it  seemed  a  more  difficult 
task  to  quicken  long  unawakened  feelings  of 
religion  in  Giulia's  mind,  than  in  that  of  her 
little  sister,  on  whose  young  heart,  no  princi- 
ples had  yet  been  inculcated,  save  those  of  love 
to  all  created  things. 

In  Giulia's  thoughtful,  serious  mind,  her 
aunt  imagined  slie  could  perceive  indications 
of  a  willingness,  perhaps  almost  approaching 
to  weakness,  to  be  led  by  those  who  inspired 
licr  with  confidence.  Her  seeming  want 
of  all  self-esteem  was  also  a  characteristic 
peculiarly  calculated  for  the  reception  of  reli- 
gious sentiments,  which,  when  once  received, 
would  form  the  bias  of  her  future  character. 

It  may  then  be  easily  imagined  how  deeply 
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anxious  Mrs.  Grordon  must  have  been  upon 
the  subject,  how  jealous  over  every  impression — 
every  effort,  which  might  be  likely  to  disturb 
the  present  improved  state  of  the  young  girl's 
mind.  It  was  not  without  many  misgiv- 
ings that  she  noticed  the  absorbed  attention, 
with  which  Giulia  listened  to  the  conversation 
of  the  priest— and  it  soon  became  but  too  evi- 
dent that  his  words  impressed  her  with  awe 
and  admiration. 

Truly  subtle  was  the  discourse  of  this 
wily  Jesuit ;  for  whilst  every  word  that  issued 
from  his  lips,  tended  to  exalt  the  religion  he 
professed,  his  words  were  veiled  under  a  mask 
of  humility— of  toleration — which  rendered  it 
difficult  either  to  refute  or  even  to  take  um- 
brage at  their  open  avowaL 

The  fears  of  Mrs.  Gordon  would  have  been 
more  vividly  awakened,  had  she  been  aware 
that  Giulia  that  night  sat  up  for  hours 
after  retiring    to  her  apartment,  perusing    a 
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book  she  had  found,  amongst  some  curiously 
illumined  missals  and  other  presents  Nice  had 
received  fr(Mn  her  uncle. 

In  the  book  which  had  now  fallen  into  her 
hands,  the  Baroness  found  doctrines  supported 
by  the  most  subtle  arguments,  to  which  Scrip- 
ture was  adapted,  in  a  manner  most  startling 
to  the  young  and  imwary,  by  which  the  Pro- 
testant religion  was  debased,  and  Popery 
transformed  into  truth.  On  retiring  to  rest, 
her  mind  excited  by  what  she  had  read, 
Giulia's  dreams  were  full  of  the  gifted  and 
spiritual  man,  who  had  so  strangely  dropped 
down,  as  it  were,  from  the  skies  amongst 
them,  to  break  the  dull  monotony  of  their  ex- 
istence. She  saw  him  in  the  visions  of  her  sleep, 
standing,  as  he  had  done  the  previous  day  in  the 
old  chapel,  like  some  inspired  saint  of  old, 
predicting  the  restoration  of  a  worship,  whose 
solemn  grandeur  she  had  witnessed  during  her 
early  childhood  in  the  beautiful  churches  of 
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Italy.  Their  remembrance  now  came  dimljr 
iMck  to  her  wind,  like  some  dream  of  tat- 
earthly  glory.  The  timid  reserve  the  young 
giri  displayed  in  the  presence  of  Fra  Paolo 
when  next  they  met,  was  not  caused  so  much 
by  her  uflnal  feeling  of  inability  to  join  with 
case  in  eanrenation,  and  hopelesBnesa  of  af- 
ftrding  pleasure  to  others,  as  from  the  rever- 
estial  awe  of  one,  who,  in  the  presence  of  a 
niperior  being,  listens  with  breathless  atten- 
tion to  every  word  that  falls  from  his  lips — who 
icaree  knew  whether  it  was  pleasure  or  pain 
which  caused  her  heart  to  beat  so  tumultu- 
oody  when  hi»  words  were  condeBcendingly 
addressed  to  her,  whilst  those  deep,  searching 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  face,,  as  if  they 
would  penetrate  into  her  inmost  souL 

And  then  on  the  following  Sunday,  which 
was  the  third  day  from  the  priest's  arrival, 
when  she  listened  to  the  pure  but  unexciting 
language  of  our  liturgy — read,  it  must  be  con- 
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feflsed,  not  impressivelj  by  the  voice  of  the  fat 
chaplain — ^the  service  did  appear  to  her,  ccdd 
and  wearisome,  and  during  the  excellent  dia- 
course,  (for  it  was  not  his  own),  which  fol- 
lowed, far  firom  attempting  to  glean  anything 
from  what  was  delivered  by  that  unmusical 
voice,  it  only  sent  her  thoughts  wandering  to 
the  delight  of  sitting  in  that  same  chapel, 
listening  to  the  solemn  strains  of  eloquent 
edification,  emanating  from  the  lips  of  the 
saintly  Fra  Paolo. 

Our  readers  must  remember  that  Giulia 
was  but  a  girl  of  fifteen,  possessing  the 
phrenological  developments  of  Veneration  and 
Marvellousness  to  a  great  extent,  combined 
however  with  no  firmness— less  of  self-esteem, 
but  a  large  organ  of  love  of  approbativeness. 
Alas!  it  must  be  confessed,  that  to  this 
feeling,  might  be  traced  the  priest's  chief  at- 
traction in  her  eyes,  for  had  not  the  friendly 
Nice  taken  care  to  pour  into  the  amazed  ears 
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of  the  Baroness  the  most  flattering  communi- 
cations, as  to  the  favourable  opinion  with  which 
she  had .  impressed  her  reverend  uncle,  both 
with  regard  to  her  talents  and  the  excellence 
of  her  disposition?  the  flattering  unction 
applied  with  a  dexterity  shewing  completely 
the  clever  knowledge  the  girl  had  acquired, 
of  every  vulnerable  point  of  her  friend's 
character,  which  did  not  fail  to  aid  considera- 
bly, in  exalting  the  great  magician,  whose  art 
had,  as  it  were,  removed  from  her  eyes  the 
scales  of  conscious  inferiority  which  had  hi- 
therto so  painfully  preyed  upon  her  mind. 

We  all  know  well  the  weakness  of  human 
nature,  how  hard  it  is  for  the  greatest,  and 
noblest — even  the  most  experienced  in  the 
sweets  of  its  charmed  cup,  to  resist  the  fas- 
cinations of  flattery  !  and  to  the  weak  novice, 
what  an  intoxicating,  what  a  bewildering 
drug  does  it  become  !  Under  the  influence  of 
its  fascination  evil  may  assume  the  garb  of 
good — and  good  of  evil. 
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Already  Mrs.  CK)rdon  began  to  peroeive 
some  indicationB  of  a  contrary  power  being  set 
to  work^  to  counteract  the  gentler^  judiciona 
sway  she  had  gradually  been  acquiring  over 
her  niece*8  mind  and  affectiona. 

There  was  a  more  careless  consideration  of 
her  counsel  and  opinions,  almost  approaching 
at  times  to  impatient  disregard  —  reserve 
and  unwillingness  to  converse  with  the  confi- 
dence and  openness  she  had  before  began  to 
assume  in  her  intercourse  with  her  aunt — 
seeming  to  take  less  pleasure  in  her  society, 
and  evincing  a  suspicious  tenacity,  not  now 
confined  to  all  that  regarded  herself,  but  ex- 
tending to  every  point  connected  with  the 
priest  and  his  niece.  Mrs.  Gordon  began  to 
feel  alarmed,  and  could  enter  fully  into 
Mrs.  Rivers'  meaning,  when  she  expatiated  on 
the  serpent-  like  nature  of  a  Roman  Catholic 
priest,  as  she  noted  the  strange  influence  which 
his  presence  seemed  to  have  produced  on  the 
mind  of  the  young  Baroness. 
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Ab  to  leligious  imprQflaioii05  the  anxious 
MBt  trusted  that  by  her  watdifulness  she  bad 
prevented  the  posdbility  of  any  deleterious 
poiion  bdng  infused  into  the  young  mind  of  her 
nieoe  during  die  short  period  (tf  Fra  Paolo's 
stay  at  Shirley.  She  was  too  little  an  adept 
ia  the  wiles  of  the  evil  one,  to  understand  how 
^eedilyi  and  craftily,  the  designing  can  ac- 
complish  {bmr  purposes^-n^e  saw  not  the 
idttei  delicate  train  of  design,  and  well- 
adapted  opportunities,  ingeniously  contrived 
to  wind  round  the  heart  of  the  unwary  Giulia. 
fet  the  Jesuit  never  for  one  moment 
UQsgined,  that  it  was  not  the  straight  path  of 
doty  that  he  was  treading. 

The  business  of  his  life  was  to  extend  the 
power  and  strength  of  the  church  to  whose 
lervice  he  was  bound,  the  accomplishment  of 
tUs  end  being  the  point,  not  the  means  by 
whk&  it  was  brought  about.  If  the  stake  even 
bad  been  requisite  for  the  attainment  of  his 
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purpose,  he  would  not  have  scrupled  to 
grasp  even  at  that  violent  method, 
of  obtaining  a  proselyte;  hence  the  shnple 
manner,  in  which  he  was  now  carrying 
out  his  purpose,  little  troubled  his  con- 
science. 

IVirs.  Gordon  had  invited  Dr.  Manvers,  the 
chaplain,  to  remain  the  Sunday  after  the 
service,  and  dine  and  sleep  at  the  HalL  She 
trusted  it  was  the  last  night  of  the  Priest's  8tay> 
for  she  had  lost  no  opportunity  of  making  it 
apparent  that  this  was  her  expectation.  The 
events  of  the  evening,  however,  were  of  a 
nature  to  cause  her  much  regret,  that  she  had, 
unfortunately,  added  another  guest  to  the 
party. 

After  affording  a  strange  contrast  in  out- 
ward spirituality  and  intellect  to  his  Catholic 
rival,  both  in  deportment  and  conversation, 
the  Doctor,  excited  by  the  exhilarating 
effects  of  a  good  dinner — injudiciously,  in  the 
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presence  of  the   girls^  commenced   a  contro- 
versy on  the   superior  merits  of  the  Protes- 
tant religion  over  that  of  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic.   This  was  the  most  favorable  moment  for 
Fra  Paolo's    triumph  — Calmly,  with   all  the 
ease  and  moderation  of  conscious  superiority, 
the  Priest  met,  and  answered  the  arguments 
started  by  the  chaplain  in  defence  of  Protes- 
tantism —  but  which,  even  had  he  possessed 
the  ability,    the    good    Doctor  was    not    in 
a  sufficiently  clear    state    of   mind,    at   that 
moment,  to  defend,  with  any  strength  of  rea- 
soning ;  and  when  IVIrs.  Gordon,  although  she 
would  fain  have  allowed  the  subject  to  drop, 
—yet  indignant   at   the  idea  of  allowing  the 
enemy  to  carry  very  thing  before  him— inter- 
posed her  gentle,    but   firm   voice,  bringing 
forward  as  the  only  sure  testimony,  the  word 
of  God — which  no  wisdom  of  man  can  gain- 
say—she felt  herself  bewildered  into  silence, 
^7  the  consununate   skill  of  her    opponent. 
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She  had  not  before  imagined,  that  auch  an 
effect  could  have  been  produced  by  human 
power,  as  that  which  ahe  now  experienced. 
It  seemed  as  if  she  were  holding  communion 
with  Satan  himself,  robed  as  an  angel  of 
light ;  the  transparent  drapery  of  his  thoughts, 
revealing  his  hideous  mind,  but  baffling  her 
endeavours  to  rend  even  the  frail  covering 
asunder.  Such  distortion  of  truth,  su^  gild- 
ing of  gross  falsehood,  she  had  never  before 
encountered.  What  effect  might  it  not  then 
produce  on  the  unsuspecting  Giulia?  Mrs. 
Grordon  watched  her,  seated,  breathlessly 
drinking  in  every  word  which  fell  from  the 
lips  of  the  crafty  Jesuit  She  saw  the  young 
^1  occasionally  turn  her  distended  eyes  upon 
herself,  and  then  upon  the  chaplain,  as  if 
anxious  to  ascertain,  whether  they  were  able 
to  gainsay  any  of  the  statements  that  were 
so  forcibly  started,  and  delivered  with  the 
boldness  which  generally  characterizes  truth. 
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As  B  Strange  and  unfortnnate  contrast,  be- 
fore ber  sat  the  Protestant  divine  with  open 
month  and  eyes,  attempting  erery  now  and 
then  some  common-place  remaik,  very  little 
to  the  purpose.  Grinlia  saw  that  her  aunt 
locked  pate  and  agitated.  ''What  must  be 
the  impression  that  these  words  were 
making  on  her  feelings  ?"  was  the  thought 
which  filled  her  mind,  and  Mrs.  Gor- 
don read  perfectly  what  was  passing 
within  it 

l%e  could  endure  it  no  longer ;  rising  from 
her  seat,  in  a  tremulous,  but  determined  voice, 
she  said, 

''  Sir  I  however  brilliant  may  be  your  powers 
of  eloquence  and  argument,  let  me  request 
70U  to  spare  us  the  pain  of  hearing  it  used, 
in  support  of  statements  which  you  know 
are  considered  contrary  to  the  most  sacred 
truths  of  Scripture.  Giulia,  it  is  time  to  retire 
to  bed" 
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Giulia  obeyed  the  summons,  and,  followed 
by  Nice,  left  the  library.       The  thin  lips  of 
the  Priest  moved  with  a  smile  of  significance 
as  his  eyes  followed  them  to  the  door,  after  both 
the  girls  had  received  his  parting  benediction. 
He    conversed    no  more,   but   on   indifferent 
subjects.     On  taking  leave  of  Mrs.  Gordon  for 
the  night,   Fra   Paolo   made    no   mention  of 
his   intention   of    departing  on  the  following 
morning.     Uneasy  and  perplexed,  Mrs.  Gor- 
don mentioned  to  tlie  chaplain  before  retiring, 
her  disinclination  to  be  left  any  longer  alone, 
to  cope  with  the  dangerous  individual,  whose 
invidious  cliaractcr  gradually  began  to  unfold 
itself.       Doctor  Mnnvers  good-naturedly  pro- 
mised   not  to  leave  the    Hall  till  the  priest's 
departiu-e    had    taken    place  ;    and,    as  Mrs. 
Gordon    had    written    to    Mr.    Hamilton    the 
day  after  his  arrival,  his  answer,  she  hoped, 
would  contain  instructions    as    to  her  future 
conduct. 
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With    her    mind    filled    with   cares,    Mrs. 
Gordon  found  herself  alone  in  the  solitude  of 
her  gloomy  chamber.     The  sombre  character 
of  the  mind  diffuses   a  darker  hue  to  every 
surrounding  object;  and  never  since  her  re- 
sidence at  the  Hall  had  her  spirit  so  yearned 
for  the    peaceful    home  she  had  left.       Her 
little   monntain    dwelling  !  where  every  day 
was  passed    in    the    fulfilment  of    easy  and 
pleasant    duties  —  so    unlike    the    stern,  the 
heavy  responsibilities  which  she  had  passively 
allowed  to  be  laid  upon  her. 

Much  meditation,  and  many  prayers  were 
needed,  to  bring  the  disturbed  mind  of  the 
excellent  woman  into  its  usual  state  of  t^ub- 
niissive  calmness ;  but  soon  the  resignation  and 
finnness  which  she  had  never  yet  sought  in 
vain,  returned  to  her  disturbed  heart.  She 
remembered  her  position  as  the  sole  remaining 
protectress  of  her  orphan  nieces,  and  she  be- 
<^e  herself  again. 
The  whole  household  were  apparently  hushed 
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in  the  profound  atiUness  of  deep,  and 
the  deep-toned  stable  dock  had  diimed 
the  first  hour  of  morning,  when  the 
stillness  of  night  was  interrupted  by  the 
sound  of  carriage  wheels,  followed  bj  a  sub- 
dued peal  of  the  hall  belL 
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^hat,  have  you  let  the  false  enchanter  'noape  ? 
O,  ye  mistook,  je  should  have  snatched  his  wand. 
And  bound  him  fast  Comus. 


Mrs.  Grordon  trusted  this  late  arrival  would 
prove  no  other  than  Mr.  Hamilton — nor  was 
she  disappointed.  In  a  «hort  time^  a  stealthy 
footstep  was  heard  approaching  her  door, 
which  she  had  half  opened  to  ascertain  what 
was  going  forward.     It  was  a  servant  sent  to 

VOL.   I.  I 
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announce  that  Mr.  Hamilton  was  below,  and, 
if  poBsiblei  would  wish  to  speak  to  her  in  the 
library. 

Sending  a  message  to  say  that  she  would 
immediately  be  with  him,  Mrs.  Gk)rdon  com- 
menced preparing  for  that  purpose,  and  was 
soon  passing  through  the  silent  house — the 
stillness  of  whose  gloomy  walls  had  scarcely 
been  interrupted  by  the  recent  arrival ;  so  noise- 
lessly had  it  been  accomplished. 

On  entering  the  library,  iMrs.  Gordon  found 
Mr.  Hamilton  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
hastily  re-kindled  fire.  He  advanced 
to  meet  her  with  extended  hands,  say- 
ing— 

'^  My  dear  madam,  nothing  but  business  of 
grave  importance,  would  have  induced  me 
thus  to  take  the  liberty  of  disturbing  you  at 
this  unseasonable  hour ;  but  I  have  something 
to  communicate  which  will,  no  doubt,  astonish 
you— namely,  that  in  your  Italian  guest,  we 

have   strong  suspicions  you  have  been    en- 
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tertaiiuDgy  onawaresy  not  aa  aagel,  but  a  v^fy 
questicMiable  personage ;  one  of  whom, 
dua  gentleman  and  myself  baye  ccnne  to  rid 
Jon. 

Mr.  Hamilton  whikt  thus  speakioiigi  direoted 
lirs.  Grordon's  attention  towards  a  stranger, 
vho»  in  the  larg6»  fimly  lighted  i^artment,  she 
had  not  at  first  discerned. 

"  My  dear  sir,^  she  exclaimed,  "  I  am  much 
reUeved  by  your  very  timely  arrival — for,  I 
can  assure  you,  I  was  beginning  to  be  very 
anxious  for  such  a  riddance ;  inasmuch,  that  I 
b^^  to  suspect  that  I  had,  unintentionally, 
admitted  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  according 
to  Mrs.  Bivers's  sagacious  prophecy." 

Mr.  Hamilton's  eager  enquiry  into  the 
meaning  of  this  speech,  was  accompanied 
by  an  equally  inquisitorial  look  frcMn  the  other 
gentleman. 

^  I  allude,"  Mrs.  Gordon  continued,  "  to 
the  influence  which  Fra  Paolo  was  evidently 
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striying  to  acquire  over  the  mind  of  my 
niecei  Lady  De  Crespigny ;  and  which,  with 
his  great  talents  and  seeming  sanctity,  would 
prove  no  difficult  matter,  were  he  suffered  to. 
remain  much  longer  in  her  society.'* 

**  What  I  do  you  mean,  madam,"  exclaimed 
the  stranger,  angrily,  ^^  that  the  Italian  scoun- 
drel has  been  endeavouring  to  draw  the  young 
lady  into  his  plot  ?" 

"  No  I  my  good  friend,"  interposed  Mr. 
Hamilton,  smiling  at  the  mystified  expression 
of  Mrs.  Gordon's  countenance ;  ^^  But,  is  it 
possible,"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  lady, 
''  that  this  crafty  knave  has  been  attempting 
to  stir  up  the  Popish  blood  of  our  little 
Baroness,  to  add  to  his  other  offences  ?  That 
would,  indeed  be  the  devil  to  pay — but  he  shall 
soon  answer  for  all  this." 

%Ir.  Hamilton  then  proceeded  to  inform 
Mrs.  Gordon,  that  before  the  receipt  of  her  let- 
ter, a  warrant  had  been  issued  for  the  arrest  of  a 
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party  of  JesuitSy  who— having  slipped  into  the 
country  amongst  the  herds  of  emigrants  who 
flocked  at  this  time^  to  the  only  quiet  spot  in 
Europe  —  had  been  discovered  to  be  the 
vehicle  of  secret  communications  held  with 
foreign  and  inimical  powers^  besides  creating 
much  intestine  confusion  in  their  private  en- 
deavours to  extend  their  religion  ;  one  or  two 
of  these  spies,  however,  could  only  be  identi- 
fied. The  description  given  by  Mrs.  Gordon 
of  the  priest,  in  all  but  his  name,  agreed  so 
completely  with  that  of  the  person  who  had 
made  himself  the  most  notorious  of  the  party, 
that  Mr.  Hamilton  had  lost  no  time  in  setting 
off,  accompanied  by  a  magistrate  and  officers 
—now  in  the  house — in  order  to  arrest  the 
sospected  person. 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  shocked  at  what  she  now 
heard;  it  pained  her  kind  heart  to  think  that 
one  whom  she  had  received  into  the  house, 
and  upon  whom  she  had  exercised  the  rights 
of  hospitality,  should  thus  be  taken,  as  it  were 
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in  a  snare^  under  the  roof  which  had  afforded 
him  shelter.  She  likewise  felt  that  it  was  Btill 
more  distressing,  when  Fra  Paolo's  near  rela- 
tionship to  Nice  was  remembered — the  girl 
who  had  so  long  formed  one  of  their  little  party ! 

The  magistrate,  however,  did  not  at  all 
enter  into  her  scrupks-as  weU  might  a  hound 
have  been  expected  to  feel  any  desire  to  spare 
the  hare  that  he  was  hunting — and  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton ftdly  entering  into  the  prejudice,  which 
was  generally  entertained  against  the  wbole 
race,  seconded  the  wishes  of  his  companion,  that 
the  officers  of  justice  should  repair  immedi- 
ately to  the  priest's  sleeping  apartment,  and 
put  him  imder  arrest. 

'^  My  dear  Mrs.  Gordon,  you  cannot  imagine 
the  sage  cunning  of  these  Jesuits,"  he  said, 
when  Mrs.  Gordon  pleaded  that  Fra  Paolo 
might  be  allowed,  at  least,  to  rest  that  night 
in  peace,  **  You  may  be  assured,  he  would  soon 
scent  us  out,"  Mr.  Hamilton  continued,  ''and 
we  should  look  rather  silly  in  the  morning 
if  we  awoke  and  found  our  bird  flown." 
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Mra.  Gordon  had  once  more  retired  to  her 
room,  only  a  very  few  minutes,  when  she  was 
•gain  distorb^d  by  a  knock  at  the  door.  It 
was  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  informed  her,  that 
the  priest  was  not  in  his  room,  and  they  were 
therefore  about  to  search  the  house. 

'^  The  poor  girls  will  be  surprised  to  hear  all 
that  has  been  going  forward,*^  he  added,  as  he 
passed  their  rooms,  in  walking  down  the  cor- 
xidor  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Grordon,  whose 
anxiety  was  now  thoroughly  excited,  to  ascer- 
tain the  result  of  these  unlocked  for  pro- 
ceedings. 

"I  grieve  for  Nice,**  returned  Mrs.  Gor- 
don^  <<  to  her  this  business  must  indeed  be 
iQOSt  p^nfuL" 

^  Yes^  indeed,  I  wish  we  could  manage  to 
conceal  the  business  from  her  altogether," 
continued  the  good  natured  Mr.  Hamilton, 
^  and  not  allow  her  to  know  the  manner  in 
which  her  uncle  will  have  departed ;  although, 
from  my  knowledge  of  her  character,  I  be- 
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lieve  she  is  very  sharp  at  finding  out  ereiy* 
thing  that  is  going  on ;  Claud  always  insisted 
upon  it  that  she  was  a  sly  one.  What's  that  7* 
he  exclaimed,  as  a  slight  rustling  sound  met 
their  ears,  as  they  stood  in  the  gallery,  of 
something  moving  in  the  opposite  corridor. 

Mr.  Hamilton  advanced  to  the  door  which 
led  into  it,  and  found  that  it  was  fastened 
from  within  ;  stooping  down,  he  placed  his 
eye  to  the  key-hole  through  which  a  light  was 
perceptible,  and  immediately  starting  up,  he 
said  to  Mrs.  Gordon : — 

^  I  saw  either  a  ghost  or  a  woman  disappear 
through  one  of  the  doors." 

Mrs.  Gordon  instantly  thought  it  might  be 
Nice,  who  had  probably  been  holding  a  private 
conference  with  her  uncle,  in  the  late  Lord  dc 
Crespigny's  apartments,  in  which  she  knew 
they  had  passed  together  a  considerable  part 
of  the  preceding  day,  having  retired  there, 
as  they  said,  for  the  performance  of  their  re- 
ligious duties.     Mentioning  her  suspicions  to 
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Mr.  Hamilton,  ebe  proposed  going  into  the 
Italian  girl's  room,  to  ascertain  the  fact,  and 
did  80,  whilst  he  remained  in  the  gallery. 

Nice  had  lately  occupied  a  small  room 
tbroogh  the  Baroness's  large,  old  fashioned 
apartment  Mrs.  Gordon  passed  quickly 
throu^  it,  and  found,  as  she  expected,  that  no 
IRce  was  there.  Hastily  retracing  her  steps, 
ahe  chanced,  as  she  passed  Giulia's  bed, 
to  glance  her  eyes  upon  it,  and  to  her  startled 
^rit»e,  she  saw  that  it  was  also  empty; 
^  niece  was  absent.  In  much  dismay  she 
i^joined  Mr.  Hamilton,  and  made  known  to 
Urn  her  discovery;  both  the  girls  she  con- 
cluded must  be  in  the  room  situated  in  the 
western  corridor. 

*^  This  is  abominable  I"  cried  Mr.  Hamilton, 
''  what  can  they  be  about  at  this  time  of  night  ? 
If  I  find  Griulia  with  this  devil  of  a  priest,^' — 
he  concluded  his  speech  with  a  violent  blow 
with  his  foot  against  the  door.  The  fasten- 
ing, grown  frail  by  age,  gave  way  with  little 

I  5 
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difficulty^  and^  followed  by  Mrs.  Gbrdon^  ^e 
excited  guardian  proceeded  hastily  to  the 
further  apartment,  and  turned  the  lock,  which, 
contrary  to  their  expectations,  did  not  resist 
his  endeavours — Mr.  Hamilton  opened  the 
door  and  entered.  Mrs.  Gordon  carried  a 
candle  in  her  hand,  without  which  ihey 
would  have  been  in  utter  darkness,  for  any 
light  that  had  before  been  there  had  been 
hastily  extinguished. 

The  first  object  upon  which  their  gaze 
rested,  was  the  figure  of  the  Italian  girl ;  she 
was  standing  within  a  few  paces  of  the  door, 
towards  which  her  eyes  were  fixed.  They 
glared  like  those  of  a  young  tigress,  from  be- 
neath the  black  masses  of  hair  which  hung 
about  her  face— Breathless,  and  panting  she 
stood — but  not  from  fear ;  fierce  excitement 
seemed  to  be  raging  in  her  breast ;  it  would 
have  been  difficult  to  identify  the  figure  before 
the  two  astonished  spectators,  with  the  usually 
composed,  subdued,  and  gentle  Nice  T 
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Mr.  Hamilton  lifted  ap  the  light  and  looked 
bejond  her.  At  the  extremity  of  the  large 
room,  he  perceived  a  figure  leaning  against  a 
table — a  atrong  contraet  to  her  companion ! 
pde,  trembling,  with  a  countenance  covered 
with  diame  and  confufliooL  It  was  indeed  Criulia. 
Ihf  two  joung  girls  were  the  only  occupants 
of  die  apartment— no  priest  was  to  be  seen  I 

^*  Well  young  ladies,  and  pray  what  are  you 
about  here  at  this  time  of  night  ?"  enquired 
Mr.  Hamilton  fixing  his  eyes  somewhat  sternly 
on  the  Banmess.  "  This  is  a  strange  hour  for 
70a  to  be  out  of  your  beds ;  and  pray,  Signora 
Nice,  what  has  become  of  your  worthy 
under 

The  girl,  who  immediately  on  finding  herself 
m  the  presence  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  dropped 
ber  eyes,  and  reassumed  her  air  of  himible 
composure,  now  raised  them  to  his  face,  with  a 
look  of  seeming  astonishment  at  the  question. 

^^  He  is  not  here,  Signer,"  she  murmured. 

'*  Will  you  then  be  so  obliging  as  to  inform 
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me  where  he  is^  and  what  brought  you 
here  at  this  unseemly  hour  ?  And  you 
also^  Lady  de  Crespigny — ^perhaps  you  will 
favour  me  by  a  straightforward  answer  ?** 

Mr.  Hamilton  advanced  towards  his  ward, 
who  shrunk  back,  and  cast  down  her  eyes. 

^*  Has  the  priest,  Fra  Paolo,  or  whaterer 
he  calls  himself,  been  here  with  you?"  he 
exclaimed,  ^'pray  what  have  you  been  do- 
ing with  all  this  Popish  mummery?"  and 
he  glanced  his  eyes  over  the  table  near  which 
GKulia  stood.  On  it  was  placed  a  crucifix, 
a  breviary,  and  rosary,  all  arranged  beneath 
a  picture,  which  on  approaching,  the  light 
shone  upon  the  beautiful  copy  of  Leonardo  de 
Vinci's  Madonna  and  child.  **  Come  young 
ladies,  this  wiU  never  do,"  the  guardian  ex- 
claimed, as  Giulia  merely  lifted  her  eyes  with 
a  frightened,  bewildered  expression  towards 
Nice,  as  if  to  entreat  her  assistance  to  aid  her 
in  this  dilemma. 

"  And  if  I  do  not  hear  the  whole  truth," 
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continaed    Mr.    Hamilton    yehementlj,     ^*  I 
declare  to  you  that  Nice  shall  leave  the  house 
to-morrow — ^never  more  to  return.*' 
Giulia  burst  into  tears. 

^Mj  uncle  has  departed,"  murmured  the 
Italian  ^L  ''  He  took  leave  of  usy**  she  con- 
turned  clearly,  and  without  hesitation,  in  her 
^  foreign  accent,  for  Mr.  Hamilton  under- 
stood Italian  imperfectly.  **  He  did  not  tell 
U8  the  reason  of  his  sudden  departure,  but  he 
uitends,  I  believe,  to  go  to  Ireland  immedi- 
•tely." 

This  was  so  innocently  and  naturally 
spoken,  that  all  Mr.  Hamilton  could  do,  was 
to  ezdiange  a  look  with  Mrs.  Gordon,  who 
gravely,  but  kindly,  had  approached  her  niece, 
whose  agitation  had  become  excessive  ;  she 
was  trembling  and  weeping  almost  hysteri- 
cally. 

Mrs.  Gordon  had  taken  her  hand  to  lead  her 
away,  and  Mr.  ELamilton  was  about  to  leave 
the  room  to  report  to  the  officials  the  informa- 
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tion  he  had  received^  when  the  magistrate  and 
his  myrmidons  appeared  at  the  door. 

With  curiosity  and  surprise  visible  on  their 
countenances,  they  surveyed  the  scene  before 
them.  The  large,  ahnost  unfurnished  room, 
with  the  one  dim  light  all  concentrated  on  the 
altar  like  table  at  its  extremity — the  little 
group  around  it,  amongst  which  the  dark  Ita- 
lian girl  was  the  most  conspicuous  object — she 
looked  almost  beautiful,  as  she  turned  her  eyes 
suspiciously,  nay  even  fiercely  upon  them. 
Giulia  was  led  away  by  her  Aimt,  but  Nice 
had  to  undergo  some  further  examination. 
She  seemed  distressed  at  the  mysterious  ques- 
tions of  the  magistrate,  but  told  all  that  she 
chose  to  relate  with  naivetS  and  clearness.  But 
as  her  uncle's  departure  was  certainly  attended 
with  suspicious  circumstances,  and  indeed  ap- 
peared scarcely  possible,  they  determined 
again  to  search  every  nook  and  comer  of  the 
old  house,  and  if  they  failed  in  discovering  the 
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priest,  it  was  then  resolved  that  they  should 
'^t  off  and  endeavour  to  track  his  steps. , 

And  this  course  they  ultimately  pursued,  for 
00  trace  of  Fra  Paolo  was  to  be  found  in  any 
ptrt  of  the  house.  Nor  indeed  were  his  pur- 
saers  more  successful  afterwards,  in  their 
eflforts  to  secure  him,  although  every  attempt 
was  made  at  all  the  seaports  to  detect  the  fu- 
ptive.  However,  the  measures  taken  by  the 
Government  were  not  without  their  beneficial 
e&cts,  for  the  result  was,  stopping  short  the 
machinations  of  the  Jesuit  party,  and  the  affair 
was  allowed  to  die  quietly  away. 

Mr.  Hamilton  remained  the  next  day  at  the 
hall,  and  great  was  the  joy  of  the  unconsci- 
ous Francesca,  when  informed,  on  her  awaken- 
bg  in  the  momiiig,  of  im  arriyaL  She  did 
not  trouble  herself  to  solve  the  mystery  of 
this  unexpected  happiness,  and  was  only  ve- 
hement in  her  expressions  of  gratification,  on 
finding  that  her  dear,  merry  guardian  had  ap- 
peared so  suddenly,  in  the  place  of  the  tall. 
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black  prieat,  who  she  never  could  endure; 
and  indeed  the  little  ^1  hated  even  to  be  in 
the  same  room  with  him^  or  to  meet  his  tall 
figure  on  the  stairs — his  eyes  would  glare  on 
her  so  frightfully  I  and  she  heard,  she  told  her 
aunt,  that  he  wished  to  make  them  all  bow 
idown  to  idols — at  least,  so  Mrs.  Rivers  and 
nurse  told  her. 

Mr.  Hamilton  questioned  the  child,  in 
order  to  discover  whether  the  priest  had  ever 
made  an  attempt  to  crush  the  tender  germs  of 
pure  religion  in  her  young  mind,  by  the  per- 
nicious  intervention  of  his  deteriorating  doc- 
trines, but  he  soon  found  that  even  if  the 
trial  had  been  made,  it  had  produced  no  more 
success,  than  if  the  attempt  had  been  to 
entice  the  restless  butterfly  as  it  flitted  from 
flower  to  flower,  to  settle  on  the  hand  that 
would  fain  have  grasped  it 

**  In  vain  u  the  snare  sat  in  the  sight  of  any  bird." 

The  priest  had  failed  by  the  circumstance 
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of  the  perfect  innocence  of  the  child.     It  was 
endent  from  the  several  relations  which  they 
gleaned   from  Francesca,  that    much    injury 
might  have  been  inflicted  upon  the  mind  of 
Giulia,  but  the  violent  state  of  nervous  ex- 
dtement  into  which  the  events  of  the  preced- 
ing night  had  thrown  her,  was  a  still  more 
convincing  proof,  how  greatly  her  mind  had 
been  agitated.    Mrs.   Gordon    therefore    re- 
quested Mr.  Hamilton  not  to  harass  her  with 
any  questions  at   that  moment,  but  to  leave 
the  young  girl  to  be  soothed  by  gentle  endea- 
vours, and  when  calm  had  succeeded  to  the 
present  agitated  state  which  the  late  events  had 
produced,  every  effort  should  be  used,  to  era- 
dicate the  evil  seedsi,  which  had  evidently  been 
strewn  in  her  mind. 

Mr.  Hamilton,  on  departing,  had  been  per- 
suaded into  remwiing  satisfied  with  the  mild 
course,  of  only,  in  most  emphatic  terms,  enjoin- 
ing Nice  under  pain  of  instant  dismissal  from 
the  hall,  ever  presuming  to  broach  the  subject 
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of  religion  to  the  Baroness  or  her  sister.  He 
even  went  so  far  as  solemnly  to  declare^  tlimt 
any  demonstration  on  his  niece's  part,  of  the 
slightest  inclination  towards  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic religion,  would  be  visited  on  Nice's  head, 
by  inmiediate  removal  from  the  friends  of 
her  infancy — so  he  cautioned  her  to  beware. 

A  difficult  task  indeed  was  that  destined  to 
be  the  part  of  the  young  Italian  girl  I  On 
every  side  the  hideous  gates  of  a  convent 
seemed  yawning  to  receive  her — this  bug-bear, 
which  had  haunted  her  imagination  from  her 
earliest  childhood,  the  grave  truly  of  her  youth- 
ful aspirations  I 

The  words  of  her  uncle  rang  in  her  ears. 
They  were  such  as  prompted  her  to  take  a 
course  widely  at  variance  with  the  commands 
of  Mr.  Hamilton.  She  must  serve  her  church 
without  the  dreadful  sacrifice  of  laying  down 
her  liberty  at  its  feet. 

The  spirit  of  most  girls  of  fifteen  would 
have  utterly  sunk  under  this  fearful  dilenmii. 


THB  BOeOM  FRIEND. 


187 


Not  80  was  it  with  Nice  I  The  startling  posi- 
tion only  roused  her  to  exert  with  renewed 
eneigy,  the  talents  for  intrigue  which  she  was 
well  aware  she  so  amply  possessed^  and  which 
cotdd  alone  carry  her  safely  through  the  diffi- 
cult task  of  dissimulation — now^  the  only  road, 
by  which  she  could  attain  the  end  so  ardently 
desired^  by  a  heart,  which  was  ambitious,  as  it 
wu  ill  directed. 
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CHAPTER    XIL 


**  The  man 
Who  in  this  spirit  communes  with  the  Forms 
Of  Nature — who  with  understanding  heart 
Doth  know  and  love  such  objects  as  excite 
No  morbid  passions— no  disquietude, 
No  vengeance,  and  no  hatred,  needs  must  feel 
The  joy  of  that  pure  principle  of  love." 

WOBDSWO 


It  was  sometime  before  Ginlia  recovered 
the  effects  of  the  exciting  visit  and  the 
terious  circimistances  attending  the  depa 
of  the  priest  The  bewildering  mann' 
which  he  had^  as  it  were,  vanished  froo 
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agit  filled  her  with  a  degree  of  dismay 
which  had  in  it  a  kind  of  almost  superstitious 
fear,  evidently  affecting  her  nervous  system. 
She  became  timid — shrinking  from  the  idea  of 
being  left  alone^  and  constantly  avoiding  even 
a  near  approach,  if  possible,  of  the  apartment 
iN^hich  had  been  before,  her  most  favourite  re- 
treat 

Mrs.  Gordon  strove  rather  to  efface  from 
^T  niece's  mind  every  impression  relating  to 
^e  late    events,  than  to  bring  them  more 
avidly  before  her  imagination,  by  endeavouring 
to  draw  from   the   nervous  girl,  the  relation 
of  the  circumstances   which  still  remained  a 
Diysteiy;   but  our   readers   need  not  suffer 
from   the    good  lady's  caution  ;    they   must, 
therefore,  be  informed,  that  on  the  Sunday 
iught  in  question,  when    all   was   hushed   in 
the   house,  Giulia,    her    feelings    excited  by 
the  insinuating   address  of   the   wily  Jesuit,* 
had  willingly  yielded  herself  to  Nice's  guid- 
ance, and  accompanied  her   in   the  nocturnal 
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viait  which  she  was  accostomed  to  pay  to  the 
priest.     In  her  mother's  apartments^  the  young 
Baroness  found  him  fully  prepared  to  carry  on 
his  machinations — there  with  every  outward 
demonstration  well  arranged  to  assist  his  pur* 
pose  upon  a  weak  and  yacillating  mind — the 
solemn  hour — the  dimly  illumined  apartmeni^ 
the  sole  light  falling  on  the  heavenly  counte- 
nance of  the   Madonna   and  her  holy  child! 
Assisted  by  these  powerful  auxiliaries,  he  had 
prayed   and  talked,   reasoned  and  exhorted, 
till,  at  length,   his  deep-toned  voice,  his  im- 
posing  mien,   his   mighty  eloquence,    wound 
up  the    girl's    imagination    to    such  a  pitch, 
that  she  was  kneeling  with  Nice,  before  the  pic- 
ture   and  crucifix,  with  all  the  awe  and  de- 
votion   of   a   Roman    Catholic ;    whilst    the 
priest   calling   upon  the    departed   spirits  of 
her  parents,  bade  her  believe  that  they  were 
hovering  around  her,  and  commending  their 
orphan  child — now,  for  the   first  time,  really 
joined  to  them    by  the    true    communion  of 
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Saints,  and  placed  under  the  guaidian- 
dup  and  love  of  the  Blesaed  Anrgin,  who  so 
steetlj  Bimled  upon  her  in  answer  to  her 
prayer. 

Die  priest  then  proceeded  to  tell  the  be- 
wildered girl,  that  he  mnst  shortly  leave  her, 
Imt  dttt  his  spirit    wonld  be  with  her,  and 
would  watch  over  her  eternal  interest,  of  which 
Itt  should  never  lose  sight ;  exhorting  her  in 
the  most  solemn  and  awfnl  terms,  to  hold  fSast, 
even  though  it  should  be  for  the  time  being, 
in  secret,    the    faith  in  which  she  had  been 
baptized,  and  in  the  belief  of  which  she  could 
alone  hope  for  happiness,  here   or  hereafter. 
The  priest  then  desired  Nice  to  leave  him 
alone   with   the  Baroness,  in  order  that  the 
terriiSed  girl  might,  as  a  seal  of  her  conver- 
doD,    perform    the  sacrament  of  confession. 

Scarcely  had  the  door  closed  upon  the  Italian 
girl,  when  ghe  hastily  re-entered  and  informed 
her    uncle,    in    a   whisper,  that   she    heard 
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voices  in  the  gallery,  and  that  one  of  them  was 
that  of  Mr.  Hamilton. 

A  brief  conversation,  in  whispering  accents, 
was  continued  between  the  uncle  and  Nice  for 
a  few  seconds ;  and  then  Fra  Paolo,  approach- 
ing Giulia,  said  in  an  emphatic  manner,  and 
with  a  voice,  sternly  impressive,  which  haunted 
her  memory  for  many  a  day. 

^^  Ere  long  we  shall  meet  again ;  till  then 
forget  not  what  you  have  professed  before  God 
and  the  saints.     Farewell  I" 

The  light  was  suddenly  extinguished,  and 
she  heard  no  other  sound,  save  that  of  a  slight 
rustling  in  the  apartment,  till  the  entrance  of 
Mr.  Hamilton  and  her  aunt ;  when  she  per- 
ceived, though  too  bewildered  and  frightened 
to  enter  fully  at  that  moment  into  the  mystery 
of  his  strange  and  sudden  disappearance,  that 
4he  priest  had  vanished. 

But  we  will  no  longer  detain  our  readers,  by 
entering  into  any  minute  detail  of  the  effect 
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tiiese  circumstances  were  calculated  to  pro- 
dace  cm  a  young  mind  of  fifteen,  or  on  all  the 
wttioufl  cares,  by  which  Mrs.  Gordon  strove  to 
counteract  the  evil  effects  of  the  interference 
rf  the  crafty  Priest 

Nothing  contributed  so  much  to  this  end, 
as  the  diversion  of  thought  and  interest  cre- 
ated by  a  short  tour  into  Derbyshire,  which 
^M  taken  by  Mrs.  Gt>rdon  and  her  eldest 
niece,  on  the  arrival  of  spring.     They  were 
QoaccoiDpanied  by  either  Nice  or  Franceses, 
who  were  left  under  the  charge  of  a  lady, 
whom  she  had  at  length  consented  should  be 
sent  to  relieve  her  of  some  part  of  the  weight 
rfreaponsibility,  incurred  by  the  charge  which 
she  had  undertaken. 

In  this  temporary  separation  of  Giulia  and 
^^Jce,  Mrs.  (jordon  ftdly  discovered,  how  ex- 
^'•ordinary  was  the  influence  the  Italian  girl 
h«d  contrived  to  acquire  over  the  young 
^•J^ness,  for  Giulia  was  again  an  altered 
heing,  ready  to  be  moulded  to  any  form,  open 

VOL.  L  K 
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both  to  reason  and  affection.  Her  heart  Beemed^ 
to  be  softened  and  enlightened  by  the  contem- 
plation of  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  a  mora 
intimate  acquaintance  with  the  charms  of  mind 
^hich  she  could  not  fail  to  discover  in  her 
gentle  and  intellectual  companion.  For  the 
first  time,  since  her  acquaintance  witk  her  aunt 
had  commenced,  she  could  judge  of  her  merits^ 
unbiassed  hj  the  deteriorating  remarks  of  the 
bosom  friend,  who  seemed  to  have  taken  upon 
herself  the  o£Sce  of  directing  her  tastes  and 
opinions,  and  thus  counteracted  every  plan 
and  every  advance  which  Mrs.  Gordon  made 
with  a  view  to  the  improvement  of  her  niece. 

Mrs.  Gordon  avoided  all  reminiscences  of 
the  past — she  endeavoured  to  infuse  new  hopes, 
new  views  for  the  future.  Youth  still  is 
youth,  as  spring  must  ever  be  spring,  with  its 
budding  flowers  and  tender  greens,  ready  to 
shoot  forth  at  the  first  genial  ray  of  sunshine, 
though  the  sky  may  sometimes  be  as  dark  as 
winter-"  and  winds  as  bleak—  and  frosts  as  cut- 
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such  loYely  feelings;  or  was  it  that  again 
there  was  one,  who  glided  by  her  side,  seem- 
ingly harmless,  and  innoxious — one  of  those 
serpents  of  social  life,  who — 


*'  Sting  the  touly  until  its  healthful  finune, 
Is  changed  to  feeret  festering— 3ore  disease !" 
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CHAPTER   XIIL 


**  Beftoty  is  but  a  Tain  and  doubtful  good, 
A  Bhining  gloss,  that  fadeth  suddenly  ; 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud 
A  brittle  glass,  that's  broken  presently ; 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower. 
Lost,  faded,  brolcen,  dead  ^thin  an  hour." 

Sbakspbabe's  Poems. 


Ever  since  the  year  1810  to  the  present  period, 
^here  have  been  many  changes  in  the  so  called 


**  The  world  where  men  and  women  meet." 


the  world  of  fashion ! — Circumstances,  or  the 
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fickle  tastes  of  society  may  haye  maik^ 
alterations  in  its  arbitrary  law%  and  ins 
for  better  and  for  worse,  are  yisible,  aoa 
to  the  different  opinions  of  indiyidnalfl 
so  it  will  ever  be ;  what  appears  to  us  a 
sent  perfect,  will  in  its  torn  pass  awaj 
next  race,  whilst  they  shove  ns  off  the 
will  introduce  new  discoveries  and  innov 
— as  one  wave  effaces  the  ridge  whic 
former  had  made  on  the  sand  by  thesea-sl 
so  every  succeeding  age  obliterates  the  op 
and  modes  of  the  age  which  had  gone  ] 
it.  Truly  the  fashion  of  the  world  is 
passing  away. 

Those  whose  prime  of  life  has  been  j 
in  a  former  epoch,  may,  perchance,  sigh  f 
good  old  times  of  kings,  country  dances, 
waists,  and  post  horses,  whilst  thos( 
flourish  in  the  present  moment,  laud 
stars,  for  having  lived  their  day  in  the 
of  a  fair  young  Queen,  and  that  of  the  1 
and  Rail-roads. 
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Both  may  be    equally  right  in   their  esti- 

niate  of  the  several  snperioritiee  of  the  two 

periods.    But  one  point  is  certain ;    though 

tbe  Aahion  of  the   day  may  be   altered^  the 

world  remains   intrinsically  the  same  —  still 

exerting  the   same   arbitrary  influence   over 

^Jwfie  who  yield  to  its  sway — even  whilst  the 

deceived  victims  are  cherishing  the  idea,  that 

*fce  world    is    a    servant,  to    order   as  they 

please. 

Yes — ^it  is  a  sad  truth — but  so  it  ever  is, 
that  the  deteriorating  effect  of  contact  with 
the  world,  soon  makes  itself  visible.— the 
worldly  mind  creeping  into  the  place  of 
that,  which  may,  perchance,  have  been,  ere 
then,  bright,  free,  and  innocent,  comparatively 
^leaking. 

Woe  to  the  warm,  fresh  heart,  carried 
into  the  chilling  atmosphere  of  fashion  !  Oh  ! 
you,  who  are  forced  to  enter  within  its  pre- 
cincts,  beware  I  Suffer  not  your  heart  also  to 
be  thus  beguiled — rather  keep   it  without  in 
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some  greener  spot,  where  love  and  natural 
affection  exists — or  safer  still  with  Him  who 
says,  "  Give  me  your  heart,"  and  in  whose 
custody  alone  is  safety.  There  only,  may 
you  hope  to  guard  it  secure  &om  eviL 
The  world  is  no  such  faithful  guardian;  if 
ever  you  wish  to  regain  your  heart,  after 
having  once  become  its  votary,  you  will  find 
it,  at  best,  tarnished,  hardened,  perhaps 
crushed  and  broken,  or  with  a  dart  fixed 
in  it,  which  you  will  scarcely  ever  have  power 
to  extract. 

And  sad  it  is  to  see  that  those  whom  the 
world  most  loves  to  make  its  own,  are  often- 
times possessed  of  such  attractive  attributes 
— making  even  worldlings  appear  lovely  in 
the  eyes  of  the  inexperienced.  For  instance, 
take  a  female  character  full  of  liveliness  of 
intellect,  strength  and  warmth  of  feeling,  cal- 
culated to  form  a  perfect  wife  and  mother. 
She  enters  the  world,  the  monster 
breathes   its   spirit   over  it   all,   and  a  total 
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cliange  ensues;  the  outward  beauty  may  ap- 
pear more  beautifiil  still  from  the  polish 
rt  has  received,  but  every  energy  of  soul 
and  body  is  devoted  to  the  service  of  Mam- 
Bion— a  service  which  is  incompatible  with 
^J  other. 

Mrs.  Hamilton,   the   wife  of  the  guardian 
of  the  young  De  Crespignys,  was   truly  one 
of  thefa  irest  specimens  of  a   worldly  woman. 
At  the    age    of  forty,  she  was  as  gay  and 
^^ptivating,  and  almost  as  lovely,  as  when  her 
l>U8band  first  introduced  her  to  a  London  life 
some  twenty  years  before — still  as  devoted  a 
wife  to  that  idolizing,  proud  husband — an  affec- 
tionate mother  to  her  children — even  as  warm 
and  cordial   a  friend,  to   the    friends   of  her 
earlier  years — when  they  came  in  her  way  ! — 
it  required  some  time  and  experience  to  dis- 
cover the  melancholy   fact,   that  the   canker 
worm  of  worldliness  had  gained  ingress  to  her 
heart,  and  that  those  who  sought  her,  must  be 
content    with    receiving    her  winning    smile 
K  5 
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and  graceful  expressions  of  interest  and  affec* 
tion ;  and  perhaps  that  is  more^  bye-the-bye, 
than  the  worldly  often  trouble  themselves  to 
bestow^  on  those  from  whom  they  have  nothing 
to  gain  in  return. 

Mrs.  Hamilton's  life  had  been  a  happy  oncj 
as  free  from  care  and  annoyance  as  a  most 
amiable  and  idolizing  husband  could  make  it. 
A  younger  son^  with  but  a  moderate  fortune, 
he  had  given  up,  for  the  sake  of  his  family,  the 
more  congenial,  though  less  profitable  life  of 
an  independant  country  gentleman  to  reside 
in  London,  having  accepted  a  lucrative  situa- 
tion under  Government,  thereby  throwing 
his  wife  into  that  sphere  of  life,  in  which  she 
formed  so  bright  an  ornament ;  and  thus  they 
paved  the  way  for  the  future  introduction  of 
their  children. 

The  eldest  of  the  party  has  already  been 
introduced  to  the  reader.  Two  daughters — 
one  who  had  already  made  her  appearance  in 
the  gay  world,  the  other  about  to  be  launched 
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"-4  boy    at    Sandhurst — and  four    younger 
children,  completed  the  list  of  young  Hamil- 

Urn, 

At  the  period  to  which  we  now  allude,  the 
HamiltoDs  had  just  removed  from  the  houi<e 
which  they  had  inhabited  for  many  years,  to 
one  more  capacious  in  Portman  Square,  which 
in  the  year  1810,  was  considered  one  of  the 
°U)6t  fashionable  of  situations.      Many  other 
^^hftuges  and  additions   were   made    in   their 
*^e,  all  easily  explained  by  the  announce- 
ment in   the    papers  that    amongst  the   fair 
^^nitaTites    of    the    approaching    season,    the 
foong  Baroness  de  Crespigny  was  about  to 
appear,  under  the  chaperonage  of  the  amiable 
lady  of   her  guardian,   the   Honorable   Mrs. 
George  Hamilton. 

Most  fashionable  women,  with  grown  up 
daughters  of  their  own,  would  not  greatly  have 
relished  the  idea,  of  having  a  supernumerary 
young  lady   added  to  their    train,   and  Mrs. 
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Hamilton  was  not  one  to  wliom  the  inflictioi 

would  have  been  lightly  felt ;  but  in  the  pre 

sent  instance^  there  were   many  extenuatin( 

circumstanceSj  which  made  it  appear  anythin; 

but  objectionable   in  her  eyes.     In  the  fira 

place  it  was  her  husband's  will^  and  she  ha^ 

prepared  her  mind  to  expect  this  event,  eve 

since   Mr.  Hamilton    had    entered    upon  hi 

guardianship ;  for  Mrs.  Gordon  had,  on  takin 

the  chai'ge  of  her  nieces,  given  it  to  be  ui 

derstood,  that  she  declined  that  part  of  the  ui 

dertaking,  which' would  oblige  her  again    i 

enter  the  world  of  gaiety.     And  then,  low  I 

it  spoken — for,  to  herself  even,  Mrs.  Haniiltc 

would  not  have  acknowledged  the  vulgar  fee 

iug— there  might  be  something  in  the  rank  • 

this  addition  to  their  party,  which  recompense 

her  f  r  the  drawbacks  incidental  to  the  but 

ncss.     1  he  case  perhaps  would  have  been  d 

fcrcnt  had  her  husband's  ward  been  a  pla 

Mibs,  instead  of  a  plain  Baroness !     With 
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superiority  of  beauty  to  eclipse  the  charms  of 
her  own  fair  daughter^  who  was  to  be  pre- 
sented at  the  same  time^  Mrs.  Hamilton  coiild 
look  forward  with  patient  resignation  to 
die  arrival  of  a  care,  which,  however,  brought 
with  it  the  compensation  of  a  new  house— a 
new  equipage  and  an  opera  box. 

The  brilliant  establishment  of  her  daughters, 
^a«  the  paramount  anxiety  of  her  active  and 
ssnguine  mind — not  that  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  as 
yet  become  a  regular  match  making  chaperone. 
She  was  still    so   much    admired— so   much 
sought  after  on   her  own  account.     She  felt 
so  young ;  her  spirits  were  so  light  and  buoy- 
ant,   that   when  her   eldest   daughter  Annie 
came  out,  the  mother  and  daughter  were  more 
towards  each  other  as  two  sisters ;  and  Annie, 
though  sufficiently  attractive  to  have  affi)rded 
a  subject   for  matrimonial   speculations  to   a 
manoeuvring  mother,  was   left  in   peace ;   and 
when  the  first  season  was  concluded,  without 
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one  offer  having  been  made^  she  only  received 
a  good-natured  banter  from  Mrs.  Hamilton  at 
the  little  success  she  had  met  with. 

"  My  dear  child,"  the  beautiful  mother 
laughingly  added,  "  before  I  was  eighteen,  I 
had  refused  four  offers." 

"  Oh,  mama,  that  is  quite  a  different  affair," 
Annie  energetically  answered. 

"  Why,  Annie  ?  I  am  sure  you  are  much 
better  looking  than  I  was— and  you  have  twice 
as  much  really  in  you — you  are  much  more 
accomplished  and  sensible." 

"  What  does  that  signify,  mama — who  cares 
for  what  is  in  the  mind — it  is  only  the  exterior 
the  world  cares  for." 

Mrs.  Hamilton  laughed  much  at  the  expe- 
rience her  young  daughter  had  gleaned,  even 
in  one  brief  season  in  London. 

"  Well,  dear  Annie,  we  must  really  exert 
ourselves  next  year.  I  must  have  you  married 
before  Gertnide's  time  is  come.     I  should  ex- 
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pire  if  I  had  two  daughters  out  at  the  same 
time— particularly  as  I  shall  have  that  ugly 
little  Baroness  to  chaperone  as  welL" 
"What  can  I  do,  mama  ?" 
"  I  will  tell  you,  Annie — you  must  laugh 
more.    I  did  a  great  deal  by  my  laugh." 

''Yes,  but  what  a  laugh  it  is,"  exclaimed 
Annie.  "  I  will  tell  you  a  secret,  mama ; 
you  will  never  marry  me,  whilst  you  are  so 
pretty  and  agreeable— no  one  ever  thinks  of 
looking  or  speaking  to  me  whilst  you  are 
present." 

"  Thank  you,  darling,  for  the  compliment, 
but  it  is  anything  but  a  pleasing  one,  how- 
ever. I  can  assure  you  I  would  rather  have 
the  small-pox,  and  lose  every  vestige  of  good 
loots — become  half  stupified — or  any  other 
horror,  than  that  my  daughters  should  be  old 
maids." 

Poor  Annie  looked  serious,  and  began,  for 
the  first  time,  to  consider  what  she  could  do 
to  avert  what  her  mother  seemed  to  consider 
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SO  very  grievous  an  evil-*  and  the  then  un- 
worldly and  simple  girl  might  soon  have  become 
a  true  disciple  of  her  worldly  mother,  had  it 
not  been  for  a  startling  dispensation,  sent 
doubtless  in  mercy,  to  save  her  from  the  heart- 
less career  of  a  life  of  vanity.  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton's idly  spoken  words  seemed  to  have  been 
visited  upon  her. 

Early  in  the  ensuing  season,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  all  the  London  gaiety — when 
])oor  Annie's  heart  was  beating  high  with  the 
secret  hope,  that  there  was  a  prospect  of  her 
mother  s  desire  being  realized,  and  in  a  manner 
which  fulfilled  every  hope  of  her  young  mind 
— for  the  only  one,  whom  she  had  ever  seen, 
who  she  felt  she  should  love,  had  spoken  to  her 
at  the  last  ball,  words  which  were  scarcely  to 
be  mistaken — the  small-pox  shewed  itself  in 
the  hou8e,one  of  the  female  servants  being  at- 
tacked with  the  disease.  The  sufferer  was 
instantly  remoTcd,  on  the  nature  of  the  malady 
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becoming  apparent,  and  every  precaution  was 
taken  against  infection. 

One  morning  Annie  was  missing.  She  had 
left  the  house,  and  had  gone  to  the  lodgings 
where  the  sick  nudd  had  been  taken.  She  too 
wag  sickening  for  the  small-pox,  and  knowing 
oer  mother's  horror  and  dread  of  it,  she  left 
a  message  imploring  that  no  one  would  ap- 
P^ch  her,  save  the  nurse  who  was  already  in 
attendance. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  dismayed  indeed,  but 
Annie  soon  beheld  her  by  her  side,  and  in 
^ite  of  all  the  entreaties  of  the  poor  girl  that 
she  would  leave  her,  the  mother  never  quitted 
"cr  post.  Her  Annie,  she  exclaimed,  should 
k^ve  no  other  nurse.  Tenderly  and  devotedly 
4d  she  tend  her  child  through  a  long  and 
dangerous  attack  of  that  most  loathsome  dis- 
ease. And  it  was  from  no  expressions  of  regret 
from  her  mother,  that  Annie  Hamilton  was 
^e  aware   that  she   had  lost,  through  its 
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ravages,  the  beauty  on  which  she  knew  that 
mother  had  placed  so  high  a  value. 

A  looking  glass  at  last  revealed  the  fisu^, 
and  she  beheld  with  a  sharp  pang,  and  a  faint- 
ness  at  her  heart,  her  swollen  and  disfigured 
features  —  her  altered  countenance!  How 
bitter  were  the  feelings  of  poor  Annie,  none 
ever  knew,  but  He  who  sent  the  stroke,  which 
deprived  her  of  the  gift  which  had  been,  for 
a  brief  space,  bestowed  upon  her — for  none 
ever  heard  a  murmur,  or  a  fractious  word,  at 
a  dispensation  so  calculated  to  sour  the  temper 
— and  which  might  have  been  supposed  to  be 
doubly  trying,  to  a  girl  brought  up  to  consider 
beauty,  almost  the  chief  requisite  of  a  woman. 

"  Poor  mama !  how  distressed  she  must  be ! 
And  Claud,  what  will  he  say  when  he  finds  his 
favourite  sister  such  a  fright,**  was  all  that  she 
was  heard  to  utter,  and  assuredly,  this  sad 
event  was  looked  upon  by  every  member  of 
the  family,  in  the  light  of  a  deep  afiliction  — 
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but  the  poor  sufferer  was  more  than  ever  en- 
<ieared  to  them  all — and  each  separately  en- 
deayoured  to  vie  with  each  other,  in  demon- 
strations of  a£fection  towards  her  who  bore 
with  such  patience  what  they  considered  so 
direiula  misfortune. 

He  who  reads  the   secrets  of  every  heart 
could  alone  discern  the  inward  struggle  of  the 
young  girl,  to  triumph  over  the  natural  weak- 
ness of  human  nature— for  though  she  could 
flaj  with  a  placid  smile, 

"  Beally,  it  is  quite  delightful  to  have  be- 
come ugly,  you   all   make    so   much  of  me  !^' 
jet,    was    it    possible    that    she    could   bear 
without  a  bitter  pang,  the  cold  looks  of  sur- 
prise and  pity,  her  totally  altered  appearance 
excited? — ^the    neglect    she   now  experienced 
from  those  who  were  once  full  of  empressement 
to  win  fix)m  her  a  smile  ? — And   more  cruel 
than  any  other  mortification  to  note  the   air 
of  dismay  —  almost  of  disgust,  with  which  he 
now   regarded   her  —  he,    who   at   their  last 
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meetings  had  gazed  with  such  ardent  admi- 
ration on  her  face.  Tnily^  higher  feelings 
supported  her  through  all  this  fearfnl  ordeal, 
than  mere  amiability  of  character ;  the  plant 
of  Heavenly  mindedness  must  have  taken 
root  in  her  mind,  even  in  the  midst  of 
the  chilling  atmosphere  of  a  worldly  edu- 
cation. 

And  the  mother  —  what  were  her  feelings 
on  this  occasion  ?  At  first,  natural  joy  at 
the  recovery  of  a  much  loved  child  from  the 
gates  of  death,  absorbed  every  other  conside- 
ration; but  when  the  certainty  of  Annie's 
recovery  gave  Mrs.  Hamilton  leisure  to  turn 
her  thoughts  to  other  subjects,  the  disfigure- 
ment of  her  beautiful  child  had  been  a  severe 
blow  to  the  worldly  pride  and  ambition  of 
the  mothers  heart.  It  was,  perhaps,  the 
frustration  of  all  her  hopes  in  that  quarter, 
that  caused  her  to  concentrate  them,  with 
greater  eagerness,  on  the  next  daughter  she  was 
about  to  present  to  the  world. 
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Gertrade  Haimlton  was  generally  consi- 
dered, in  the  fiEunil j,  as  the  beauty ;  and  in 
tbe  value  of  this  beauty,  the  pride  and  con- 
fidence of  the  mother  was  in  no  way  dimin- 
ishedi  by  the  emphatic  warning  which  ought 
to  haye  taught  her  to  remember  how  frail  and 
perishable  is  its  nature — ^how,  "  in  the  morning 
it  may  be  green  and  growing  up,  in  the  even- 
ing) cut  down  and  withered.'' 
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CHAPTER     XIV. 


Why  are  you  grave,  lady?     Why  do  you  frown? 
Here  dwell  no  frowns  nor  anger;  from  those  gates 
Sorrow  flies  far — see,  here  be  all  the  pleasures 
That  fancy  can  beget  on  youthful  thoughts. 
When  the  fresh  blood  grows  lively,  and  returns 
Dri^k  as  the  April  buds  in  primrose  season. 

CoMus. 


None  of  the  family,  with  the  exception  of  Mr. 
Hamilton  and  his  eldest  son,  had  ever  beheld 
the  young  Baroness  ;  it  was,  therefore,  with 
no  inconsiderable  degree  of  curiosity,  that  they 
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looked  forward  to  her  arrivaL  From  what  they 
™  heard  of  Gialia,  the  Hamiltons  were,  cer- 
^y,  not  prepossessed  in  favor,  either  of 
her  personal  attractioii8»  or  the  amiability  of' 
her  disposition ;  although,  at  the   same  time, 
there  was  a  certain  degree  of  interest  imparted 
to  her,  from  the    circumstances  which  sur- 
rounded her,  particularly  heightened  in  the 
^dsof  the  young  people  by  the  romantic 
^ry  of  the  priest,  in  which  she  had  played  so 
conspicuous  a  part.     In  short,  they  were  pre- 
P^  to  meet  her  with  more  favor  than  if  they 
h^  expected  her  to  be  a  common-place,  agree- 
^k,  good-looking  girL 

Jfrs.  Gordon  was  to  accompany  her  niece  to 
^ndon,  and  remain  just  long  enough  to  leave 
heralittleat  home  in  her  novel  position  amongst 
her  new  friends.  The  day  arrived ;  and  in 
^0  bright  light  of  an  April  evening,  the  dusty 
tmvelling  carriage  stopped  at  the  house  in 
"ortman  Square,  and  from  it,  soon  issued  in 
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her  travelling  costume — looking   sick,  weary^ 
and  wretched— the  fair  debutante  the  LondoiL. 
world  was  expecting,  and  a  more  hopeless,  un— 
willing  candidate,  never  perhaps  before  stepped 
upon  the  stage  of  gay  life. 

JVIr.  Hamilton  was  at  the  door  to  receive 
them  with  a  kind,  cheerful  welcome,  and  led 
poor  Giulia,  dizzy  and  bewildered,  up-stairs 
into  the  light,  gay  drawing-room,  where  she  was 
met  by  a  being,  so  bright  and  young  looking, 
attired  in  a  splendid  evening  dress,  that  at 
first,  she  thought  she  must  be  one  of  the 
iMiss  Hamiltons,  but  was  soon  presented  to  her 
as  the  wife  of  her  guardian. 

Giulia  was  greeted  by  the  beautiful  woman 
with  kind  smiles,  but  at  the  same  time,  with 
a  searching  look  of  scrutiny,  surveying  her 
guest  from  head  to  foot,  which  added  no  little 
to  the  discomfiture  of  the  nervous  girl — but 
Mr.  Hamilton  soon  came  to  her  assistance, 
exclaiming. 
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^^Ccme^  Anne,  70a  must  introduce  Lady 
de  Crespigny  to  her  young  friends,  and  apo- 
^i^  to  Mrs.  Gordon  for  running  away  from 
"^  80  soon — but  we  have  received  the 
Prince's  command  to  dine  with  him,  and  I 
'^ret  to  say  the  carriage  is  already  at  the 
door.** 

Giulia's  attention  was  then  directed  towards 
^  group  of  young  Hamiltons ;  becoming  for 
u^e  fifBt  time  aware  that  she  was  all  this  time, 
^deigoing  the  scrutiny  of  six  more  pairs  of 

eyes. 

Bat  on  being  thus  called  upon,  the  two 
^Ider  girls  stepped  forward,  and  one  with  gentle 
^^^nnth  took  her  hand  and  smiled  upon  her. 
It  was  almost  a  relief  to  Giulia's  eyes,  to  see 
^t  it  was  a  plain,  but  amiable  looking  face, 
60m  which  that  smile  proceeded;  for  she  had 
l^n  quite  dazzled  by  the  blaze  of  rosy  cheeks, 
«nd  golden  ringlets  of  the  collected  group 
^trae  specimens  of  English  children  which  had 

vou  I.  L 
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met  her  eye ;  particularly  strikiiig  to  oni 
cuBtomed  only  to  the  completely  diffi 
style  of  the  Italian  girl,  and  her  own  c 
haired  sister. 

^^  But  this  must   be  your  particular  f 
exclaimed  Mr.  Hamilton,  ns  he  brought 
ward  Gertrude,  "  for  you  are  both  to  set 
on  your  campaign  together ;  so  beware  I 
not  rival  stars!" 

A  merry  ringing  laugh  from  Mrs.  Hi 
ton  chimed  in  after  this  speech,  as  she  gla 
from  one  to  the  other  of  the  two  ft 
debutantes,  with  an  air  of  evident  satisfai 
at  the  comparison— though  certainly  not  a 
fair  one,  afforded  by  her  well  dressed,  beai 
Gertrude,  who  probably,  with  the  same  a( 
able  consciousness  of  superiority  curling 
rosy  lip,  shook  hands  with  the  pale,  dark 
who  was  suffering  under  all  the  disadvani 
attendant  on  the  appearance  on  an  ax 
from  a  long  journey,  into  the  midst  of  strao 
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an  event  wbich  her  hitherto  eequeftered  life 
'codered  so  totally  noveL 

Gertnide  Hamilton's  mannerSy  however, 
^ere  uoi  by  any  means  aa  prepossessing  as 
tluse  of  her  sister — there  was  a  careless  cold- 
ly about  them,  very  unlike  the  kind  suavity 
^  Annie's  demeanour,  and  that  of  Mr.  and 
Hn,  Hamilton;  and  Giulia  turned  away  with 
feelingB  at  her  heart  not  very  promising  to 
^friendship  which  it  was  proposed  should 
1^  formed  between  the  two  contemporaries. 

On  Mrs.  Hamilton's  again  addressing  her, 
the  young  girl  lifted  her  eyes  from  the  ground 
^  which  they  had  been  bent,  and  in  so  doing 
W  gaae  was  suddenly  riveted  on  the  fair, 
open  tkee  of  a  boy,  between  three  and  four, 
wlu)  with  his  large,  blue,  smiling  eyes,  turned 
Awards  towards  her,  now  stood  holding  his 
soother's  satin  robe.  A  change  oame  over  the 
oountenance  of  the  Baroness— the  crimson 
oolour  first  mounted  to  her  very  brow,  and 
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then  answering  in  some  incoherent  words  the 
question  of  Mrs.  Hamilton^  she  stepped 
hastily  forward,  knelt  down  beside  the  boy, 
and  kissed  him — but  none,  save  the  child,  saw 
that  tears  were  suffusing  her  eyes.  AU^  es- 
pecially the  mother,  were  gratified  at  this 
notice  of  the  little  pet  of  the  family ;  it  was 
unexpected  £rom  one  of  so  ungracious  a  de- 
meanour. They  would  have  been  somewhat 
surprised  could  they  have  seen  the  spring 
of  sentiment  which  the  countenance  of  little 
Georgic  had  caused  to  gush  forth,  and  which 
had  impelled  the  action. 

*•  Is  not  that  little  fellow  very  like  your 
brother  Claud  ?^'  enquired  Mrs.  Grordon  of  his 
sisters,  the  same  evening  at  dessert,  as  Georgie 
stood  by  Giulia's  chair,  she  silently  supplying 
him  with  almonds  and  raisins  from  her  plate. 
"  Does  he  not  remind  you  extremely  of  your 
friend  Mr.  Claud  Hamilton,  Giulia  ?"  she  con- 
tinued, suddenly  turning  towards  her  niece, 
and  she  beheld  the   face  and  neck  of  Giulia 
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^msei  with  a  deep  crimson,  as  she  murmured 
"""  Yes— no^-do  you  think  so  ? — I  almost  for- 
fS^^**  and  she  bent  her  head  over  the  child,  to 
'^theconftision  from  which  from  some  cause 
<^  mother  she  evidently  suffered. 

This  speech  seemed  to  mystify  the  Miss 
^Isnultons,  and  a  sly  thought  certainly  glanced 
*<^i^  their  minds,  that  perhaps  the  attractions 
w  their  handsome  brother,  had  made  some 
^pression  on  the  apparently  unexcitable  heart 
^  their  visiter,  although  two  years  and  a  half 
'^  passed  since  they  last  met 

However  it  might  be,  certainly  Georgie, 
fi^their  first  meeting,  seemed  to  have  created  a 
deeper  share  of  the  young  Baroness's  interest 
^d  notice,  than,  Mrs.  Gordon  told  them  she 
■^  ever  seen  any  other  so  gratuitously  ac- 
quire; and  nothing  seemed  to  give  her  so 
i&uch  gratification  as  when  the  little  boy,  won 
^  children  ever  are  by  attention  and  kindness, 
•^gan  to  appreciate  her  affection,  by  seeking  her 
lodety  and  returning  her  caresses. 
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Mrs.  Gordon  was  pleased  that  Qinlia  had 
discovered  any  point  of  attraction  on  whidi 
she  oould  fix  her  affections ;  for  indeed  she  felt 
the  time  approaching,  which  she  had  determined 
upon  for  her  return  to  Shirley,  without  the  oom* 
fort  of  seeing  that  her  niece  had  gained  much 
ground  in  intimacy  with  the  other  branohes 
of  the  family. 

Mr*  Hamilton  was  almost  always  oocnpied 
with  public  business,  and  even  with  him, 
though  an  old  acquaintance,  she  had  never 
been  able  to  feel  much  at  her  ease,  notwith- 
standing his  extreme  indulgence  and  cheerful* 
ness,  which  made  him  so  general  a  favourite 
with  young  people.  IVIr.  Hamilton  had  been 
accustomed  to  look  forward  to  the  society  of 
his  own  children,  as  a  relaxation  from  the  cares 
of  his  busy  life ;  therefore  he  always  expected 
to  be  at  those  times  enlivened  by  their  spright- 
liness  and  their  cordial  enjoyment  of  his  pre- 
sence. In  this  same  manner  Francesca  had 
won  his  love  and  admiration.      It  was  the 
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knowledge  of  this,  and  of  her  own  conscious 
ittbilit^  to  pleue,  owning  inwardly  with  bitter 
feeifa^herown  inferiority,  that  poor  Giulia  felt 
even  more  than  eTer  constrained  and  awkward 
in  Ha  presenoe.  She  ever  imagined  when  he 
^ke  of  Francesca,  descanted  npon  her  beauty 
'-ker  vivacity — that  he  was  making  compari- 
M8  between  them,  and  would  have  given 
worlds  to  exchange  places  with  her. 

Afi  for  MrSb  Hamilton,  although  all  grace- 
fid  UandnesB,  and  even  affection  towards 
Oiolia,  her  brilliancy  and  vivacity  were  too 
twight  for  her.  The  evident  manner  in  which 
^  ^predated  personal  attractions,  her  keen, 
^ck  observation^  and  witty  satire,  frightened 
^  deprived  her  of  everything  approaching 
to  a  feeling  of  ease. 

Towards  Annie  and  Gertrude,  GKulia's  be- 
aavioar  was  repulsive  in  the  extreme — she 
"^^ed  to  shun  and  receive  with  evidently 
]^ous  caution  and  shyness,  any  advance  to- 
wards intimacy  and  friendship,  which  with  the 
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frankness  natural  to  youth,  even  Grertrude  en** 
deavoured  to  establish  between  them.  Soon^ 
however,  offended  by  the  coldness  with  whidi 
her  attentions  were  received,  the  spoilt  young 
beauty  declared,  she  would  trouble  herself  no 
further  about  her. 

Perhaps  Gertrude  might  have  been  some* 
what  more  indulgent,  and  have  admitted  some 
excuse  for  the  ungracious  manner  in  which  her 
advances  were  received,  if  she  had  known  the 
real  cause  which  influenced  Giulia's  cold  man- 
ner,  that  the  poor  girl  existed  under  the 
power  of  a  spell — for  such  a  term  might  truly 
have  been  applied  to  the  power  which  the 
Italian  girl,  Nice,  had  acquired  over  the  in- 
fatuated Giulia ;  and  that  whenever  her  heart 
was  beginning  to  soften  under  the  genial  ray 
of  kindness  which  poured  upon  her,  a  pair  of 
glittering  black  eyes,  seemed  in  imagination  to 
gleam  reproachfully,  as  if  upbraiding  her  for 
having  broken  the  solemn  engagement.     In 
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Ae  sombre  library  at  Shirley  Hall,  the  night 
before  Lady    de    Crespigny'a    departure,   in 
^6  gloom    of   twilight,  and  amid  the  tears 
nd  aighs   of  a  parting  interview,  Nice  had 
drawn  from  her  a  solemn  promise,   that  nei- 
ther the  flattering  smiles — the  allurements  of 
the  world,  or   designing    friends,   should   in- 
duce her  to  suffer  any  other  to  gain  a  place 
in  her  heart,   or  to   usurp  in  any  way  her 
<^ce  of  confidante  and  friend ;  she,  who  was 
her  own  Nice — the  friend  of  her  early  youth 
**her  faithftil  and  attached  Nice  -her  bosom 
fiiendl    and  had  it  been  an  absent  lover,  or 
husband,  whose  jealousy  she  feared  to  create, 
the  young  ^1  could  not   have  watched  with 
more   nervous  guardedness   over   every  out- 
ward  demonstration   of  seeming  inconstancy 
to  this  vow — appearing    to   dread     lest     the 
very  wind  that  blew,  might  carry  to  the  ear  of 
Nice,  that  another  had  in  any  degree  created 
an  interest  in  her  heart.     Well  did  Giulia  re- 
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member  the  glance  those  dark  orbs  oould  afr- 
sume — those  looks  of  fiery  fierceness  and 
reproach  I 

It  was  not  without  a  struggle  to  prevent  it, 
that  this  separation  had  taken  plaoe.  Promp* 
ted  by  Nice's  commands,  Giulia  had,  a  short 
time  previous  to  her  departure  for  Town, 
requested  Mrs.  Grordon  to  make  her  desire 
known  to  her  guardian,  that  the  Italian  girl 
might  be  permitted  to  be  with  her  during  her 
sojourn  in  London. 

JVIrs.  Gordon  whilst  she  acceded  to  this 
request,  at  the  same  time  in  no  way  forwarded 
its  being  complied  with.  She  thought — al- 
though in  a  selfish  point  of  view,  she  would 
have  preferred  infinitely  being  left  alone  with 
her  little  Francesca — that  the  Baroness  would 
be  much  better  without  her  friend.  The 
Hamiltons  also  seemed  to  consider  this  addi- 
tion to  their  party  on  no  account  desirable. 
The  proposal  was  in  consequence  declined. 
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It  liad  been  a  promise   to  the  late  liady 
de  Crespignj,  that  Nice   should  be   sufiered 
to  remain   in  the  family  till  claimed  by  her 
Wki  and  as  that  uncle  seemed  at  present 
IB  no  haste  so  to  do^  never  haTing,  to  the 
knowledge  of  any  one^  held  any  intercourse 
with  his  niece,  since  his  strange  departure 
two  years  before,    in   the    family  she  must 
*till    remain,   and   under  the   circumstances 
of  her  case,  the   quiet   seclusion    of   Shirley 
Hall    must     be     more    suitable    and     pro- 
per for    her,   than    the   life  into  which  she 
Would  be  unavoidably  introduced  in  London. 

Xhis  plea  was  urged  to  the  Baroness,  for 
tbe  reason  of  the  refusal  to  her  request — 
wci  with  it  the  friends  were*  forced  to  be  con- 
tent Lady  de  Crespigny  would  not  always 
be  under  the  dominion  of  others,  was  the 
bright  prospect  to  which  they  looked  for  con- 
*oUtioD.  The  day  would  arrive  when  she 
■Wld  be  of  age. 

"And    then,    dear    Nice,"    Giulia    added. 
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^^  wherever  I  go,  you  shall  also  go;  none  shall 
separate  us  thenJ* 

*^  Then  T'  was  the  inward  reply  of  the  Italian 
girl,  as  she  turned  away  to  conceal  a  scomfiil 
curl  of  the  lip,  and  flash  of  her  dark  eyes^ 
'^  and  do  you  think,  dull,  passionless  drone, 
that  for  three  long  years,  whilst  you  crawl 
sullenly  and  apathetically  through  a  world  in 
which  you  dream  perchance  of  one  whom  yon 
can  never  attain,  I  shall  calmly  submit  to  a 
living  death,  a  foretaste  of  the  convent  to  which 
this  submission  may  lead  me — yes  truly,  a 
living  death  within  these  gloomy  walls,  my 
heart — my  talents  feeding  upon  themselves — 
existing  in  obedient  subservience  to  a  metho- 
distical  woman,  and  exposed  to  the  caprices 
of  a  spoilt  and  tiresome  child!  No,  poor,  weak 
tool — you  must  be  the  instrument  of  my  ag- 
grandizement. My  beauty  and  talents  were 
not  bestowed  upon  me  to  be  wasted  here — 
you  must  not  thus  escape  frotn  my  grasp,  or 
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700  perhaps  will  be  lost  to  me^  by  the  very 
oezt  breath  of  flattery  which  blows  upon  you. 
In  some  way  or  another  I  must  follow  you 
ere  long— you  must  not  learn  to  live  without 
me,  for  as  yet  I  cannot  act  without  you. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


"  Say,  why  are  beauties  praised  and  honored  most. 
The  wise  man's  passion,  and  the  vain  man's  toast  ? 
Why  deckM  with  all  that  land  and  sea  afford  ? 
Why  angels  called — and  anf^l  like  adored?'' 

Pops, 


Mrs.  Gordon  remained  to  see  her  niece  fairly 
launched  upon  the  world,  and  then  most 
gladly  escaped  from  the  whirl  of  a  London 
life  to  the  sober  stillness  of  Shirley  Hall — 
its  outward  aspect  gladdened  by  the  beauties 
of  spring,  as  was  its  interior  by  the  innocent 
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nurth  of  the  little  fairy-like  being  who  flew 
so  gladly  to  meet  her  on  her  return. 

But  it  was  with  no  smaU  degree  of  interest 

«nd  anxiety  that  Mrs.  Gordon  had  parted  with 

ker  eldest  niece.     The  day  before  her  depar- 

^  Giolia  had   been  presented  at    Court 

With  a  degree  of  anxiety  scarcely  less  tender 

uian  that  with  which    Mrs.  Hamilton  con- 

tonplated  the  effect  produced  upon  her  sylph 

*^c  Grertrude  in  her  sweeping  train  and  nod- 

^  plnmesy  did  Mrs.  Gordon  gaze  upon  the 

young  Baroness ;  but  her  solicitude  arose  from 

ft  different  cause.     She  thought  not  so  much 

of  what  the  world  would  think  of  her,  as  of 

^nat  would  be  her  impression  of  the  world. 

The  aunt  noted  the  cheek  of  the  young  girl 

flnsh--her  lip   tremble — her   eye  brighten  — 

when  after    a  timid    glance   at   the   mirror 

which  reflected  her  form,  she  saw  probably 

^^  some  surprise,  the  magic  power  of  dress, 

^  heard  the  usual  whispered  comments  of 

^hoee  who  superintended  her  toilette. 


■»  •* 
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'^  How  well   Lady   de    Creepigaj   looks 
How  becoming  are  the  white  plumes  in  her 
dark  hair  I    No  one  ever  became  a  court  dress 
better.*' 

Her  heart  beat  with  still  greater  delist, 
when  she  noted  the  unfeigned  satisfiEMstioii 
which  Mrs.  Hamilton  expressed  at  her  ap* 
pearance;  given  even  with  more  cordiality 
when  she  turned  her  eyes  on  her  own  fiiir 
debutante^  as  she  entered  the  room  in  all  the 
consciousness  of  beauty  ;  the  stately  dress  af- 
fording 80  pleasing  a  contrast  to  her  sylph 
like  form^  and  looking  with  all  the  superior 
advantage  which  a  blonde  possesses  by  day- 
light over  a  brunette. 

Mrs.  Gordon,  whose  observant  eyes  were  ever 
upon  her  niece,  immediately  noted,  as  Gertrude 
now  became  the  object  of  universal  admiration, 
the  countenance  of  the  Baroness  changed, 
and  she  turned  with  a  quick,  nervous  move- 
ment from  the  beautiftd  girl  to  the  reflection 
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^  her  own  form  in  the  large  cheval  glass 
wUch  stood  before  her. 

"  And  what  will  it  be  when  she  enters  the 
Wuonable  world?"  mused  Mrs.  Gordon. 
''What  bitterness  and  mortification  have  even 
^  most  fiiToured  by  nature  to  expect  to 
o^eet  with  there>  and  with  her  jealous  feelings, 
lK)ir  will  she  brook  slights,  engendered  by  the 
«?erior  attractions  of  others  ?" 

Mr&  Grordon's  long  separation  from  society 
Dttdeher  forget  that  there  are  other  qualifi- 
cations which  the   world  considers  far   more 
^^tractive,  than  the   most    perfect   loveliness 
either  of  mind  or  person.     With  much  anxiety 
she  awaited    Lady    de    Crespigny's    return 
^m  St.  James's^  dreading  lest  this  first  spe- 
cimen of  what  she  had  to  encounter,  in  the 
Hfe  into  which  she   had  just  entered,   might 
We  disagreeably    impressed  her  —  she    did 
return-^  and  with   amazement  her    aunt  re- 
garded her.     The  very  step — the  tone  of  voice 
—the    countenance  of   the  young  Baroness, 
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seemed  to  have  undergone  a  oomplete  ohangc 
— whilst^  in  the  demeanour  of  the  fair  Ge^ 
trude,  there  was  evidently  a  less  degree  of  con- 
fident satisfaction — less  appearance  of  tri- 
umphant superiority. 

The  truth  is,  that  lovely  as  she  was,  she  wac 
but  one  of  the  many  beauties  who  had,  thai 
day,  graced  our  English  Ckmrt — so  fiuned  fen 
the  loveliness  of  its  women— whereas,  in  hei 
own  family,  Gertrude  had  been  taught  t( 
consider  her  charms  pre-eminent;  she  hac 
seen  them  outshone— or  equalled  by  many— 
and,  although  occasionally  she  might  hav< 
detected  a  glance  directed  towards  her,  an< 
heard  an  inquiry  as  to  who  she  was,  yet  alas 
the  careless  answer,  ^^  Oh  I  a  Miss  Hamilton  f 
or,  "  I  really  do  not  know,"  was  not  calculate< 
to  satisfy  a  little  heart  boating  high  with  th( 
expectation  of  admiration  and  conscioni 
beauty. 

But  there  had  been  but  one  peeress,  in  hei 
own  right,  presented  that  day ! 
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Many  a  glance  of   curiosity^  of  interest, 
wrtcd  upon  the  young  Baroness  De  Crespigny. 

Frequent  mnrmnrs  of  her  name  floated  upon 
^  ear;  and  then,  how  many  a  high  and 
noble  of  the  land,  pressed  forward  to  request 
u  introduction— as  leaning  on  Mrs.  Hamilton's 
inn^  trembling,  from  the  mingled  feelings  ex- 
cited in  her  breast  by  the  novel  situation  into 
tliich  she  found  herself  so  suddenly  trans- 
ported—one,  that  seemed  to  her  delighted 
"wnd,  the  realization  of  the  wildest 
''caina  of  romance  in  which  she  had  ever  indul- 
ged, she  passed  from  the  presence  of  royalty — 
^  even  there,  whilst  others  were  suffered  to 
PUB  with  but  the  usual  form,  she  had  been 
detained  with  some  polite  notice  —  by  her 
^^Oie  attracting  the  attention  of  the  queen — 
W  grandfather  havmg  been  a  personal  friend 
^  &Torite  of  the  royal  family. 

CKoUa  had  returned  home  with  much  the 
•Jtte  d^ree  of  surprise  that  the  poet  must 
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have  experienced,    who  awoke  one  morning 
and  found  himself  famous. 

"  And  pray,  what  did  my  little  Gertrude 
do  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Hamilton  at  dinner^  when 
all  the  events  of  the  morning  were  detailed 
for  his  amusement,  and  Giulia's  success  was 
listened  to  by  him  with  good-humoured  plear 
sure. 

Mrs.  Hamilton,  whose  worldly  experience 
made  her  perfectly  wide  awake  to  the  power- 
ful advantage  possessed  by  the  Baroness  over 
her  own  daughter,  was  in  no  way  discomfited 
or  disappointed  ;  indeed,  at  this  moment,  a 
plan  had  entered  her  sanguine  brain,  and 
she  saw  no  reason  against  its  accomplishment 
— it  was  one  of  sufficient  importance,  to 
render  Gertrude''s  interest  for  the  time  being, 
a  secondary  consideration. 

"  Oh,  Gertrude !"  she  exclaimed,  in  an- 
swer to  her  husband's  question ;  "  she  did  very 
well  —  she  had  one  of  the  best  partis 
hovering     around     her,     almost      all      the 
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time,  and    who    escorted    her    to    the    car- 
riage. 

"  iVnd  who  was  that  ?"  asked  Gertrude,  with 
some  eagerness. 

"Upon  my  word,"  replied  her  mother, 
^the  gentleman  seems  not  to  have  made 
much  impression  upon  you—  why,  do  you  not 
know  it  was  Lord  Beverley  ?" 

"Lord  Beverley!"  she  exclaimed,  with  a 
pettish  toss  of  the  head ;  "  yes,  truly,  hovering 
tbout  me,  in  order  to  talk  and  laugh  with  you. 
Mama,  all  the  time." 

"  Yes,  darling,"  replied  the  mother,  **  but 
It  was  to  look  at  you,  and  to  say,  I  assure  you, 
JJwmy  flattering  things,  which,  of  course,  he 
^i  not  dare  to  address  directly  to  you, 
even  had  you  seemed  inclined  to  attend  to 
'^  —  no  wonder  he  talked  to  me, 
when  your  eyes  were  wandering  in  every 
direction  but  the  poor  man's.  But,  dear 
Annie,  how  pale  you  look  —  you  must 
beiUr 
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Poor  Annie ! — yes,  she  could  sit  uid  hear 
the  budding  hopes  and  joys,  and  triumphs  d 
others  dwelt  upon  with  the  same  youthful, 
hopeful  heart — and  she,  cut  out  from  theii 
participation — though,  perhaps  naturally^  more 
formed  for  the  enjoyment  of  life,  than  eithei 
of  the  two  young  girls,  who  were  beginniiig 
to  taste  from  the  cup  of  pleasure,  and  du 
could  listen  to  all  this  without  a  repinii^ 
or  envious  thought.  It  was  the  loss  of  hei 
beauty^  she  knew,  that  had  altered  her  po- 
sition. By  whose  hand  the  blow  had  been 
inflicted,  she  had  taught  herself  ever  to 
remember  —  she  had  learnt  to  endure  il 
as  coming  from  Ilim,  from  whom  she  me- 
rited nothing,  and  who  had  bestowed  upoE 
her  so  much.  But  how  often  is  it  felt,  thai 
whilst  there  may  be  always  found,  if  right!} 
received,  many  a  balm  and  healing,  even  ir 
the  severest  dispensations,  which  appear  U 
our  feeble  minds,  to  come  direct  from  the  haac 
of   God,   those  wounds  which   seem,  to    ou: 
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weak  senses,  especially  inflicted  by  the  in- 
tervention of  our  fellovir  creatures,  are  often 
nuie  difficult  to  bear.  Annie's  heart  was 
not  yet  sufficiently  nerved  to  endurance,  to 
kew  the  once-loved  name  of  that  being 
who  had  excited  in  her  breast  feelings  not 
wsBy  suppressed — and  who,  now  she  learnt, 
krf  80  easily  forgotten  her. 

She  depicted  him  in  her  imagination  all 
•nules— all  admiration  for  another — her  own 
•ister!- forgetful  of  those  flattering  marks  of 
Preference  he  had  once  lavished  on  herself. 
Un.  Hamilton,  it  is  needless  to  say,  had  no 
^  to  what  extent  his  attentions  had  been 
sdraoced,  when  she  had  thus  carelessly  spoken 
-although,  perhaps,  the  idea  now  darted 
through  her  quick  perceptions,  for  she  changed 
the  subject  —  it  was  too  late,  however,  for 
poor  Annie  left  the  table  in  tears, 

"A  wounded  spirit,  who  cao  bear  !'* 
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Mrs.   Gordon  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
Giidia  at  a  ball  given  by  the  Hamiltona  the 
night  before   her  departure,  and  to  observe 
the  change  effected  in  her  whole  demeanour 
by    the    influence   of   the    new    position    in 
which  she  now   felt  herself  placed    as    the 
courted  Lady  De  Crespigny  ;  and  it  re-called 
to  her  the   eflect   produced   on   the  mind  of 
her  niece,  when  under  the  spell  of  Fra  Paolo ; 
for,  though  Giulia  was  naturally  possessed  of 
a  composure,  even  of  a  dignity  of  deportment, 
which,    now    the    crusliing  feeling   of    infe- 
riority was  removed,  seemed  to  assert  its  autho- 
rity,  and  prevent   any  undue   appearance   of 
elation,    yet  IMrs.  Gordon,  wlio  knew  her  so 
well,  and  who   watched  her  with  such  keen 
interest,  could  easily   discern    the  tremulous 
exhilaration     which   fluttered    at    her    heart, 
lighting  up  her  eyes  and  imparting  even  a  glow 
to  her  pale  complexion. 

*^  Well,  dear  Giulia,  I  leave  you  in  a  world 
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M   80   utterly    joyless    and    hopeless,    as 

thit  which  you  seemed  to  anticipate  it  would 

pfOTe  to  yoo,''8aid  Mra.  Gordon,  when  retiring' 

^7  from  the  baU-room,  her  niece  followed 

her  for  a  feir  moments  to  her  apartment— for 

<lie  was    to   aet    off    early    on    the    mor- 
row. 

Gioiia  ooold  not  but  assent  with  conscious 
anileg. 

^  And  I  may  tell  them  all  at  home,  that 
J»tt  are  very  happy,  but  that  you  will  not  for- 
get those  you  have  left,  and  that  you  will  not  be 
*^  to  return  amongst  us— shall  I  tell  them 

"Oh I  yes,"  hastily  answered  the  young 
^ttoness,  no  doubt  thinking  at  that  moment 
tfthe  dance  for  which  she  was  engaged;  '^  you 
^  give,  dear  aunt,  all  my  presents  to  Fran- 
^^•ca  and  Nice." 

Giulia  paused,  as  she  pronounced  this 
'^  name,  and  her  countenance  underwent 
a  change. 

^L  I.  M 


242  TUB  BOSOM  FRIEND. 


ft 


I  may  tell  Nice,  I  suppoee,'*  said  Mm. 
Grordon,  smiling,  ^'  that  you  do  manage  to 
drag  on  your  miserable  existence  without 
her." 

Griulia  coloured,  but  said  with  some  appear- 
ance of  alarm, 

"  Tell  her,  I  will  write  to  her  very 
often  —  and  that  I  miss  her  very  much — 
and—" 

"  That  you  would  have  sent  her  many  more 
messages,"  interposed  Mrs.  Gordon,  '*  but, 
that  you  are  thinking  of  the  forlorn  cavalier, 
who  is  now,  doubtless,  seeking  in  every  diree^ 
tion  for  his  partner.  Well,  God  bless  you,  my 
dear  girl,"  she  added,  in  a  graver  and  more 
earnest  tone,  as  she  dismissed  her  with  a  ten- 
der embrace  ;  "  may  you  find  many  friends  in 
this  new  world  of  yours  ;  but  put  not  youi 
trust  too  firmly  in  any,  but  that  One,  who  can 
nione  guide  you  with  perfect  wisdom." 

As  Lady  de  Crespigny  proceeded   to  join 
the  dancers,  in  passing  through  a  deserted  an- 
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tMoom,  some  one  seated  on  a  couch  in  a  recess 
attracted  her  eye,  and  on  the  person  looking  up, 
Ae  saw  the  face  of  Annie. 

She  approached  to  ask  if  the  dance  had 
l^n,  and  was  told  that  it  had,  but  that 
ter  partner  having  heard  that  she  was  engaged, 
^M  now  dancing  with  Gertrude.  The  part- 
ner was  Lord  Beverley. 

GiuHa  perceived,  as  Annie  gave  her  this  in- 
fcnnatioii,  that  her  face  was  very  pale,  and 
™  the  traces  of  tears  were  on  her  checks. 
She  was  surprised,  and  turned  away  her  face, 
*s  rf  not  to  observe  it,  and  then  asked  whe- 
to  she  would  return  with  her  to  the  ball- 
room. 

**  Ifot  just  now,  Lady  de  Crcspigny,  thank 
P^i^  answered  Annie,  and  there  was  such  a 
"^p  tone  of  dejection  in  her  voice,  that  Giulia 
felt  shocked.  She  did  not  like  to  leave  her 
^niptly,  and  yet  scarcely  knew  how  to  carry 
^  the  conversation. 
M  3 
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**  Have  you  not  been  dancing  f^  she  begu^ 
merely  for  the  sake  of  breaking  the  sileno^ 
and  then  felt  that  she  had  uttered  exaedy 
what  she  ought  not  to  have  said,  ''  for  per- 
haps,**  she  thought,  "  nobody  has  asked  her 
to  dance,  and  that  is  the  reason  of  her  melaii-. 
choly.** 

But  she  was  mistaken.  With  Annie's  well 
disciplined  mind,  such  a  cause  could  scarcely 
Iiave  drawn  the  bitter  tears  from  her  eyes,  eten 
had  it  been  the  case — but  it  was  not  likely 
that  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  house  should 
be  thus  neglected— one  too,  whom  the  relent- 
less hand  of  the  dread  disease  had  not  robbed 
of  every  charm. 

No — even  he  had  danced  once  with  her  that 
night— but  oh  I  how  far  rather  would  she  have 
preferred  utter  neglect,  than  that  studied, 
constrained  attention  so  evidently  expressing 
the  words, 

"  Poor  girl,  I  would  not  for  the  world  hurt 
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JiMir  feelings  by  any  marked  change  or  want 
of  tttention — ^but  really  I  must  not  let  you 
wppose  that  I  can  now  mean  anything  serious 
— &r  with  all  your  amiability^  I  could  not 
Bttke  up  my  mind  to  marry  a  wife  disfigured 
hf  the  small-pox.'' 

And  then  to  see  him  turn  with  such  evident 
leEef  to  seek  her  sister's  pretty  face^  and  laugh 
tnd  chat,  his  eyes  following  her  steps  even 
vhibt  he  coldly  held  her  hand  in  the  dance — 
her  whole  frame  in  the  meantime  thrilliog  at 
the  touch,  or  uttering  cold,  abrupt  words,  in- 
tttentive  to  the  low,  trembling  answers.^ 

But  even  for  this  poor  Annie  was  thankful. 
It  was  the  first  time  since  the  change  in  her 
appearance  that  she  had  thus  met  him. 

She  thought,  poor  girl  I  that  after  the  first 
moment  of  weakness  on  hearing  his  name  men- 
tioned by  her  mother,  that  she  had  nerved 
her  mind  by  reason  and  proper  pride  for  every 
trial  which  she  might  expect;  but  alas,  for 
human  weakness,  to  witness  the  reverse  was 
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more  than  her  strength  could  bear^  and  to  fed 
the  shame  and  humiliation  of  this  weakness 
added  gall  to  the  bitterness  of  her  spirit  The 
agony  of  her  heart  produced  the  power  of 
conjuring  up  evil  thoughts  of  murmurings  to 
her  mind,  and  caused  her,  instead  of  shaking 
off  the  first  risings  of  the  morbid  feelings,  as 
had  ever  been  her  wont,  to  creep  into  solitude 
to  indulge  them— unmissed— unsought— as  once 
she  would  have  been— by  him  I 

Smarting  almost  to  madness  from  these  cmel 
reflections,  when  poor  Annie  was  addressed  by 
the  Baroness  with  the  question, 

"Have  you  not  danced  to-night?"  she 
exclaimed  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
with  a  smile  and  tone  of  voice  tinged  by 
the  bitterness  from  which  her  heart  was  suf- 
fering, 

"  Oh,  yes,  so  much,  that  I  ought  to  feel 
particularly  grateful  to  those,  who  have  taken 
compassion  on  me.  Yes,  Lady  de  Crespigny," 
she  continued,   whilst  the    bitterness    which 
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could  not  dwell  long  in  her  hearty  dispersed 
after  this  little  ebullition  of  temper^  ^'  you 
muBt  know  that  people  are  not  very  fond  of  an 
ugly  partner  in  a  ball-room." 

Griulia  coloured,  and  an  uneasy  feeling  arose 
in  her  heart. 

**  So  I  thought,'*  she  exclaimed,  "  but — "  she 
hesitated,  ''  they  dance  with  me.** 

**  Ah — ^but  you  have  rank— fortune,"  said 
Annie,  involuntarily,  not  able  to  repress  a 
flmile  at  the  serious  tone  in  which  those  words 
had  been  pronounced,  '^  and  you  will  find  that 
those  advantages  are  guite  sufficient  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world,  to  cover  every  other  defici- 
ency. And  I  assure  you,"  she  continued  in  a 
gay  tone,  noticing  the  effect  her  words  had 
produced  on  Giulia,  who  stood  silently  before 
her,  all  her  old  feelings  seeming,  by  her  dark- 
ening brow,  to  be  spreading  gradually  over 
the  young  peeress's  heart,  ^'  you  arc  beautiful 
for  a  Baroness." 
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"  A  Baroness  r*  exclaimed  Giulia  in  a  moodj 
tdne,  '^  I  would  gladly  dispense  with  the  titles 
if  for  that  alone  I  am  to  be  loved — ^but  loved 
I  never  was,  and  never  shall  be,"  she  nnu^ 
mured  unintelligibly.  '^  Annioi  I  am  worse 
off  than  you  are,  although  you  may  have  lost 
your  beauty,  for  still  you  are  loved — fondly 
loved  by  all — ^but  I — ^ 

*^  I  was  wrong/  exclaimed  Annie,  *'  very 
wrong  to  speak  as  I  have  done  to  you— to 
utter  from  an  impulse  which  was  faulty  in  the 
extreme,  insinuations  which  are  unkind — un* 
true ;  as  if  there  were  not  many  who  loved  you 
for  yourself  alone  I  I  was  most  wrong,  and 
most  ungrateful,"  she  added,  tears  filling  her 
eyes,  "  for  I  am  the  last  who  ought  to  dare  to 
say,  that  the  want  of  beauty  has  robbed  me  of 
the  affections  of  those  I  value — as  you  say, 
I  am  still  loved  by  many— dearly — tenderly 
loved.  And  therefore — "  she  added,  brushing 
away  the  tears  which  continued  to  gather  in 
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hr  eyes,  and  smiling  cheerfully,  ^*  I  will  lay 
to  my  soul  the  flattering  unction,  that  those 
who  have  changed  towards  me,  with  my  al- 
^eted  &ce,  were  not  worth  being  loved  by  me, 
ttd  learn  to  bless  the  amall-poz,  for  enabling 
ae  to  discover  the  chaff  from  the  wheat  in 
ay  list  of  friends." 

These  last  words  were  uttered  more  to  her- 
self  than  to  her  companion,  who  was  not  one 
to  whom  she  could  have  looked  for  sympathy ; 
die  was  therefore  startled  by  hearing  Giulia 
exclaim — 
'*  Was  there  any  one  who  did  change  ?" 
Annie  writhed  for  a  moment  beneath  the 
question,  and  then  answered  quickly  with  a 
mmL  smile, 

*•  Yes  I  so  Lady  de  Crespigny,  I  think,  I 
hive,  after  all,laidclaim  to  precedence  in  misery- 
yon  complained  of  the  misery  of  never  yet  hav- 
ing been  loved — is  it  not  worse  to  have  tasted 

M  5 
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that  happiness^  and  then  to  los0  it — the  love 
too  of  one  who  I  can  scarcely  make  up  my 
mind  to  class  among  the  chaff." 

^^  Oh^  no !''  sighed  Giulia  with  an  intensity 
of  tone  which  caused  Annie  to  turn  her  eyes 
upon  her  companion's  face  with  a  look  of  sur- 
prise. "  Once  to  have  felt  yourself  loved — 
really  loved— although  but  for  an  hour^  must 
be  a  delight  to  last  for  a  whole  life-time !" 

"  I  did  not  know  you  were  so  romantic, 
Giulia,"  said  iVnnic.  "  I  must  endeavour,"  she 
continued  with  a  sad  smile,  "  although  it  will 
be  difficult  for  one  so  unromantic  as  myself  to 
accomplish  it — to  exist  on  the  delights  of 
memory — to  feed  on  the  happiness  of  the  past, 
to  preserve  mc  from  starving  in  the  barren 
present.  But  this  is  a  new  theory  of  yours. 
Lady  de  Crespigny,  you  know  what  Dante 
says — 

*'  Nessun  maggiore  dolorc 
Che  ricorJarsi  del  tempo  felice 
Nvlla  miser  ia. 
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Bat  come  I — what  sentiment  in  a  London 
baU-room!  here  is  mama  too  looking  for  you, 
bow  she  would  have  laughed  if  she  bad  heard 
our  conversation  I 
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CHAPTER  XVL 


"  And  with  my  yean  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  8tiange  tumult  and  soft  pun. 
And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  Want ; 
But  undefined  and  wandering  till  the  day 
I  found  the  thing  I  sought-— and  that  was  thee.*' 

Btbc 


Two  years  have  pasaed^  and  again  we  ret 
to  our  Baroness^  and  find  her— the  secom 
her  London  season — in  a  crowded  ball  rooi 
St.  James*s  Palace. 
"  What  is  the  matter  with   Lady  de  C 
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figajr  whiqpered  one  of  the  company  to  his 
^eighbour^     '<  I  went  up  to  ask  her  to  dance 
jut  noWj  and  she  was  actually  in  tears,  so  I 
^'^'^fkde  my  escape  as  quickly  as  possible/' 
^^  What  the  little  demure  Baroness  ?'' 
*'  YeSy  and  a  handsome  young  cavalier  was 
^^^nding  close  to  her.** 

*^  Oh !  a  love  affidr  I  suppose." 

*^  Well  the  tears  seem  to  prognosticate  more 

^^coesB  to  this  suitor,  than  to  others  who  have 

^^Uide  the  attempt  to  win  her  Ladyship's  favor; 

(or  she  generally  turns  away  and  looks  sulky, 

^  any  unlucky  wight  presumes  at  all  beyond 

the  ceremonious  words  of  courtesy ;  I  believe 

nhe  is  afraid  of  interested  designs.     Ah,  there 

ahe  is,  looking  quite    bright   and    animated, 

upon  the  cavalier's  arm,  Mrs.  Hamilton  smiling 

sweetly  upon  them." 

**  Of  course,"  replied  the  other,  "  it  is  her 
son,  young  Hamilton,  just  returned  from  Spain 
with  dispatches ;  a  most  convenient  arrange- 
BMnt  for  a  younger    brother    with    two    or 
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three  sons,  to  have  a  young  Baroness  for  * 
ward." 

Our  readers  will  no  doubt  be  anxious  to  hear^ 
what  effect  time  had  produced  upon  our  heroine^ 
We  saw  her  upon  her  first  entrance  into  the 
world — elated  and  excited  by  the   new  posi- 
tion in  which  she  found  herself  so  suddenly 
placed;  but  when  that    '^ lightning  flash"  of 
excitement  had  passed    away,  she  began   to 
pause   and    analyse    that   which   she  had  at* 
first  enjoyed  in  happy  ignorance — for  surely, 
in   that   case,    "ignorance    is  bliss/*  like  the 
fingering  botanist,  she  destroyed  the  flowers, 
whose  scent  and  beauty  pass  away  quite  soon 
enough  of  themselves,  and  which  others  with 
less    foolish    wisdom    are    content    to  enjoy. 
Giulia  possessed  rank  and  aflluence,  but  not 
beauty ;    to   her   position   then    was   she  in- 
debted for  every  attention  and  favour  which 
was    bestowed  upon  her — and  though  proba- 
bly   she    would   have   been  ill  pleased  if  the 
deference  which  was  invariably  shewn  towards 
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ber,  had  been  withdrawn^  still  she  persuaded 
lienelf  to  look  on  every  action   with   suspi- 
fioQ  and   distrust.      Station    and    affluence 
uixnightwith  it  many  advantages — many  bless* 
Jiig8  which  might  have  ensured  contentment 
^  happiness  to  a  well    regulated    heart ; 
the  power  of  doing  good  was  hers — of  draw- 
^  upon  her  head  the  blessings  of  the  poor  ; 
sod  it  must  be  owned  this  power  she  did  not 
neglect     Though  certainly  not  a  beauty,  the 
young  Baroness  could  not  have  been  the  child 
of  her  parents,  and  not  have  inherited  some- 
thing   of  the   peculiar  grace  for  which  they 
had  both  been  remarkable-  -and  a  very  incon- 
siderable share  of  personal  attractions  will  suffice, 
ymed  to  the  influence,  which  high  birth  and 
fortune  seldom  fail  to  exercise.     Thus,  though 
the  Baroness's  cheek  might  be  less  fair,  her 
features  less  faultless  than  many  of  those  around 
her,  eyes  less  sweetly  soft,  or    brightly  beau- 
tiful, many  would  have  gloried  in  her  well 
diaped  arm  andbust— her  taper  fingers— and  mi]^- 
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nonne  feet ;  and  then  even  what  in 
have  been  deemed  stupidity,    insipidity,  ill- 
temper  or   pride,  in  the  little  Peeress 
considered  as  an  evidence  of  wisdom,  of 
bryo  talent    Poor  geniuses  flocked  to  her  fiir 
patronage,  and  literati  of  every   grade  dis- 
dained not  to  court  her,  to  enter  into  their 
clique;    so  that,  at  nineteen,  the  girl  who 
had     come     into    the    world     of    fiuhioiiy 
shrinking  from  the  expectation  of  slight  and 
neglect,  found  herself   in  a  position,   which 
must  have  more  than  fulfilled  the  sanguine 
hopes  of  the  most  confident  and  assured — but 
still  she  was  dissatisfied  and  unhappy.     This 
may  seem  unnatural ;  however  those  who  have 
studied  the  intricacies  of   the  human  heart, 
well  know  how  constantly  that  which  we  have 
looked  upon  when  far  off,  or  seemingly  out  of 
reach,  as  a  possession  too  exquisite  ever  to  be 
attained,  when  unexpectedly  and  suddenly  it 
is  acquired,  the  treasure  melts  into  nothing 
within  our  grasp,  and  still  more  so  if  amongst 
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the  duster  of  blesaiiigs  alreadj  attained,  there 

licb  ooe  desire  which  is  still  but  as  a  dream—* 

Mmething  to  be  hoped  for — ^longed  for. — Then 

will  that  want  be  dwelt  upon — nursed — shaped 

into  a  form  of  beauty  and  delight     Like  as 

wlien  we  fix  our  stedfast  gaze  on  one  of  those 

^MJght  stars  which  deck  the  firmament  of  night, 

41  others  seem   to  wax  dim  and  fade  from 

ooraighty  so  the  one  only  want  becomes  the 

din  all ;  its  attainment,  the  sole  means  it  is 

^KttgiQed,  of  constituting  happiness. 

What  wA  all  that  she  had  hitherto  tasted 
uut  vanity,  when  the  longings  which  had 
^ted  her  during  the  days  of  her  joyless 
^^uldhood  growing  with  her  growth,  and 
strengthening  with  her  strength,  was  still  un- 
s^iiBfied— She  might  have  imagined  perhaps 
^t  power-  -influence — ^and  station,  might  be 

{lorioas  gifts ;  but  they  had  never  been  the 

* 

fj^  for  which  she  had  panted — they  might 
'^▼e  been  brought  in.  merely  as  gildings  to 
^  fiuicied  picture  of  romance,  but  to  be  laved 
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was  the  ambition  of  the  young  girl  I  for  that 
she  had  pined  in  childhood— fo  be  loved 
as  she  saw  others  loved  was  the  longing  deaire 
of  her  heart;  and  the  want  of  this  love 
was  the  cloud  which  darkened  her  brow^  when 
we  first  met  her  in  the  earlier  years  of  her 
life. 

It  was  this  want  of  love,  which  at  that  tim^ 
crushed  her  spirit — but  now  the  feeling  had 
begun  to  wear  a  different  form^  and  dothe 
itself  in  other  vestments  more  dangerous 
and  exciting.  Perhaps  the  flame  of  ima- 
gination might  have  been  fanned  by  the 
works  of  fancy  in  which  she  had  been  so 
freely  allowed  to  indulge — however,  much 
greater  mischief  may  be  ascribed  to  the  still 
more  dangerous  effect  produced  by  the  exces- 
sive intimacy  of  Giulia  with  the  Italian  girl, 
more  especially  when  that  one,  precocious  in 
every  way— and  less  pure  in  mind,  with  con- 
summate art,  acquired  an  entire  and  arbitrary 
influence  over  the  weak,  but  more  innocent 
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nature  of  the  young  Baroness.  Parents  would 
do  veil  to  look  with  a  cautious  eye  upon  such 
friendships,  for  truly,  in  most  cases  they  are 
pernicums  evils ! 

In  Giulia's    case,    the    perilous  effect  of 
eTil  communication  was  most  fatal  to  her  fu- 
rore career.       Tendencies  morbidly  indulged, 
which  might  have  been  counteracted  by  the 
healthful  companionship  of  her  right  minded 
snnt    and    innocent    sister,    had    been    in- 
^^i^cased  and  strengthened  by  the  influence  of 
*ke  artful  Nice.     Although  Lady  de   Cres- 
Pgny's  junior  by  nearly  a  year,  she  possessed 
all  the  earlier  maturity  of  mind,  and  strength  of 
passion,    for    which     her     campatriotes    arc 
^stingaiahed ;  and  it  was  under  the  tutorage  of 
^^r  Italian  friend  that  those  morbid  feelings 
^cre  fashioned,   whence    sprang  in  Giulia's 
'''east,  a  fancied  passion  for  the  only  one  whose 
^dness  and  consideration  had  ever  excited 
^ntiments  of  gratified  afiection  in  her  cfaiUed 
young  heart— sentiments  which  it  is  so  easy 
for  imagination  to  conjure  up  into  a  warmer 
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feeling,  especially  when  the  absence  of  tnhfet 
aime  left  the  fancy  full  scope  to  revel  In  the 
charms  of  ideal  bliss,  investing  the  personi- 
fication of  her  thoughts  with  perfection,  which 
the  actual  presence  might  have  dispelled. 

The  vision  indeed  had  somewhat  faded,  on 
Oiulia's  entrance  into  all  the  unsentimental  re- 
alities of  a  London  world,  and  her  imaginative 
powers  might  have  been  blunted,  had  the  at- 
tractions which  surrounded  her  yielded,  her 
for  any  length  of  time,  satisfaction ;  but  those 
new  pleasures  soon  losing  their  power,  she  re- 
turned again  to  seek  that  old  world  of  fancy, 
till  all  around  became  dark  and  wearisome, 
and  still  the  dream  of  happiness  was  the  same 
— the  love  of  him  who  still  tarried  amidst  the 
blood-stained  laurel  groves  of  Spain.  But 
though  a  dream  may  long  be  sweet  to  dwell 
upon  for  itself  alone,  the  time  will  come, 
when  we  begin  to  long  for  its  realization. — So 
was  it  now  with  Giulia.     She  grew  weary  of 
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tbe  empty  vision  of  happiness,  and  had  half 
(ietermined  to  dream  no  more. 

She  bad  come  to  London  this  season^  with 
a  heart  throbbing  high  with  hope  and  expecta* 
twn.  Sir  and  his  attache  were  ex- 
pected home  immediately,  but  another  dispatch 
brought  the  intelligence  that  their  departure 
WM  unavoidably  postponed. 

It  was  but  a  short  time  after  this  disappoint- 

nient,  that  the  Hamiltons  and  Lady  de  Cres- 

pigny  were  at  a  ball  at  St.  James  on  the  night 

jQ6t  mentioned.  Li  a  most  misanthropical  mood 

Giulia  had  accompanied  her  friends— refusing 

to  dance  on  the  plea  of  a  headache,  and  having 

^n  separated  from  Mrs.  Hamilton,  she  en- 

looDoed  herself  on  a  couch  in  a  withdrawing 

r^HMD,  repulsing  by  cold  looks  and  monosyllabic 

■*>8W€rs,  any  endeavours  to  draw  her  into  con- 

▼eraation. 

It  was  unusual  for  the  young  Baroness  to 
^  seen  in  public  thus  absent  and  meditative, 
W  with  the  reputation  for  genius  which  she 
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had  acquired,  this  rather  unseasonable  deport^ 
ment,  in  one  so  young,  was  attributed  to  that 
cause  which  was  rather  interesting  than  other- 
wise. 

It  was  often  in  scenes  of  gaiety,  that  Griulia 
found  herself  more  than  ever  inclined  to  turn 
in  spirit  from  the  "  stir  unprofitable,  and  the 
fear  of  the  world  "  around  her,  to  that  vision- 
ary existence,  as  unprofitable — and  still  more 
vain,  wliich  she  cherished  within  her  breast 
But  those  who  observed  her  countenance  this 
night  must  have  concluded,  that  some  very 
dark  and  difficult  point  of  science  was  per- 
plexing her  mind,  for  never  had  her  brow  looked 
more  overcast,  as  if  with  care  or  weariness. 

The  truth  was,  besides  other  causes,  Giulia 
was  becoming  impatient  of  her  empty  dream ; 
it  seemed,  indeed,  fated  to  be  never  realized— 
but  as  she  felt  it  fading  away — only  the  more 
did  she  experience  the  dreary  vacuity  its  de- 
parture would  leave.  And  these  thoughts 
were  xcry  bitter  as  she  thus  sat  alone.     She 
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could  no  longer  drcam^  and  all  reality  seemed 
dark  and  cheerless.  She  must  resign  her- 
self to  the  fate  for  which  she  had 
been  bom  —  ^^  a  long,  long  night  without  a 
njorning," 

Like  one  who  has  wandered  long  with  san- 
guine heart,  far  in  the  search  of  some  hidden 
treasure — something  which  for  many  a  weary 
%  has  been 


"  A  hope— love 
Still  longed  for,  nerer  leen.* 


but  who,  at  length,  weary,  discouraged,  sinks 
down  on  the  way  side  in  despair,  so 
**^^t  GiuHa.  She  had  bent  her.  head 
^  push  the  jewelled  bandeau  from  her  brow, 
^O'^  really  aching  from  the  weight  of  the  joyless 
thoughts  which  pressed  upon  her  mind,  when 
suddenly  a  voice  thrilled  through  her  breast — 
*^^  as  it  were,  stiffened   every  fibre  of  her 
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body — for  her  hand  was  still  raised^  her  brow 
bent. 

'^  Giulia,  my  dear  Giulia  I '  she  next  heard 
uttered.  Her  arm  dropped,  and  with  a  long 
drawn  sigh,  to  recover  the  long  suspended  pow- 
ers within  her  breast,  and  with  the  blood  flow- 
ing again  from  the  heart  to  which  it  had 
been  suddenly  propelled,  she  raised  her  head, 
ashamed  and  provoked,  at  the  pitch  of  ner- 
vousness to  which  her  imagination  had  re- 
duced her  ;  for  it  was  only  Mrs.  Hamilton's 
voice  which  she  had  heard  —  yes,  Mrs. 
Hamilton's,  with  that  peculiar,  silvery  little 
laugh,  with  wliich  she  usually  accompanied 
her  words  when  pleased  or  amused ;  and 
Giulia  looked  up,  and  met — not  the  merry 
glance  of  her  dark  eyes,  but  one  from 
clear  blue,  as  the  summer  sky,  which  again 
stopped  the  beating  of  her  heart,  and  of 
every  i)ulse  in  her  frame.  She  gazed,  be- 
wildered  for   a   moment,   as   if   she  doubted 
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wlether  her  eyes  now  could  be  deceived  by 
iier  imagination,  as  before  her  ears  had  been. 
She  turned  them  on  Mrs.  Hamilton,  whom 
■he  now  also  saw  before  her  —  the  latter 
»nghed  joyfully — and  again  those  first  tones 
^ere  heard. 

''So  my  prophecy  is  fulfilled,  and  Lady 
^  Crespigny  has  forgotten  her  old  friend, 
Clwd  Hamilton  T 


**  Oh  I  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 
An  instant  snn-sbine  through  the  heart. 
As  it*  the  soul  that  minute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought, 
As  if  the  Tery  lips  and  eyes 
Predestined  to  have  all  our  sighs, 
And  never  be  forgot  again. 
Sparkled  and  spoke  before  as  then  !** 


^if  anice-bolt  had  suddenly  melted  in  Giulia's 
■^  there  gushed  from  her  eyes  a  shower 
*  tears ;  faster  and  thicker  they  soon  were 
Wing — ^her  hand  in  his — for  Claud  was  in 
^^er  instant    seated    by  her    side ;    and, 

▼OL.  L  N 
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whilst  shading  her  from  obaervatioi^  hia 
yoice>  which  seemed  now  as  if  it  had  been 
heard  but  yesterday,  instead  of  in 
their  parting  interview  four  years  ago^ 
was  whispering  in  her  car*  kind,  soothing 
words. 

And  when  those  tears  at  length  ceasedf 
almost  as  suddenly  as  they  had  begun,  as  boA 
unexpected  bursts  of  emotion  often  do,  Giolia 
was  surprised  to  feel  the  effect  they  had  pro- 
duced upon  her — There  was  none  of  the  ner- 
vous constraint — the  ecstasy,  more  pain  than 
])leasurc,  which  she  imagined  she  might  have  ex- 
pcrieuced  after  such  a  meeting.  She  found  herself 
soon  able  to  enter  into  conversation  with  feel- 
ings, such  as  she  had  never  experienced 
before,  of  that  calm,  delicious  pleasure  felt 
at  knowing  oneself  to  be  by  the  side  of 
a  dear  friend,  from  whom  we  have  been 
parted. 

Claud  explained  to  her  the  cause  of  his  un- 
expected arrival.    Despatches  were  to  be  for- 
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warded  to  England^  and  to  his  surprise  and 
pbtture,  he  had  been  appointed  their 
bearer;  that  being  obliged  to  consign  them 
inmiediatelj  and  personally  into  the  hands  of 
the  minister — whom  he  found  was  dining  at 
Carlton  House — ^he  had  proceeded  there,  and 
bd  been  detained  by  the  Begent ;  who,  with 
Iq8  wul  good-nature,  having  asoertained  that 
Ae  Haoiiltons  were  not  aware  of  their  son's 
vriyal,  planned  for  them  an  agreea- 
ble eurprise,  and  a  meeting  had  taken 
^lace  with  his  father  and  mother  in  a  private 
^artment 

**  There  I  have  been,"  Claud  continued, 
^'doseted  for  the  last  hour,  hearing  all  the 
^uoilj  politics ;  and  a  great  deal,  I  can  assure 
y^  of  Lady  De  Crespigny.  Why,  Giulia,'* 
ka  added,  **  may  I  still  name  you  thus  famil- 
^ji  what  a  favourite  you  seem  to  be  with 
■y  mother  T 

Qinlia's  face  s^lowed  with  pleasure,  and  her 


268  THE   BOSOM   FBIEN9. 

heart  beat  with  satiBfr.ction  at  these  words,  m 
she  murmured, 

"  Am  I  really ?' 

'^  Oh,  yes  I  she  has  been  lauding  you  up  to 
the  skies  I" 

^^  Indeed  I  she  should  not  so  have  raised  your 
expectations,^  exclaimed  Giulia,  with  a  mix* 
ture  of  surprise,  pleasure,  and  annoyance; 
^^  you  will  soon  discover  that  I  am  but  the  same 
as  I  ever  was." 

"  Oh,  no  !**  said  Claud,  "  not  the  poor,  low- 
spirited  little  girl,  who  used  to  mope  in  the 
gloomy  library  at  Shirley  Hall!  Oh,  no  I  from 
what  I  hear  of  you,  you  must  be  very  different 
— but  this  reminds  me— how  is  that  sweet, 
little  sister  of  yours — is  she  as  pretty  and 
merry  as  ever  ?  What  a  pet  she  used  to  be  of 
mine !  And  my  dark  Italian  friend  and  in- 
structress, with  her  very  soft  voice  and  pecu- 
liar eyes,  which  I  have  never  forgotten — is  slie 
still  with  you,  or  has  she  been  carried  off*  to  the 
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cooTent  —  the  thoughts  of  which,  she  seemed 

to  relish  so  little  V* 

"  }Rce  is  in  London,*'  said  Giulia,  slightly 
tdoaring. 

**  Indeed  I  By-the-byc,  did  I  not  hear  some 
^Dge  story  about  a  Catholic  priest  getting  in 
amongst  you,  and  doing  all  sorts  of  mischief? 
I  am  glad  he  was  chassid  as  soon  as  possible. 
Ton  do  not  know,  Giulia,  what  a  horror,  all 
that  I  have  seen  abroad  of  the  wretched  bigotry, 
itypocrisy,  and  ignorance  of  the  Koman  Catho- 
des, has  given  me  of  that  religion,  and  particu- 
hriy  of  their  priests.** 

Giulia  again  coloured,  and  then  turned  pale ; 
but  Claud's  eyes  were  now  wandering  in  search 
^  lu8  mother,  who  had  left  them  to- 
gether immediately  on  beholding  the 
Dieeting  which  had  surprised  her  in  no  small 
^ee. 

^'  Shall  we  go  now,  and  look  after  some  of 
"^  party  ?**  Claud  Hamilton  exclaimed,  "  my 
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mother  insisted  on  my  asters  dancing  — ' 
which  I  was  flattered  to  see  they  were  loth 
to  do.  They  will  be  quite  jealous  of  our 
long  conversation  —  they  used  always  to 
be  a  little  so  of  my  Shirley  sisters,  as  I  used  to 
call  you  all.  Poor  Annie  is  sadly  altered  —  it 
shocked  me  greatly— but  she  is  a  dear  girl,  and 
must  always  be  lovely  in  my  eyes,  if  she 
is  still  the  same  in  heart — and  what  is  beauty 
after  all  ?  Ah  I"  the  youug  man  continued, 
"  there  is  my  beauty.  I  never  saw  any  one 
like  my  mother ;  really,  she  seems  to  have 
grown  younger  and  more  delightful  than  ever  T* 
And  he  drew  Lady  De  Crcspigny's  arm  within 
his,  and  advanced  with  her  to  meet  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton, who  was  approaching  them  all  bright, 
radiant  smiles ;  whilst  in  her  bearing  to  Giulia, 
there  was  added  to  her  usual  kind  manner, 
something  of  gentle  affection,  to  which  Guilia's 
heart  assented  gladly ;  and  strange  was  the 
change  which  a  few  moments  had  wrought 
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upon  her  feelings— -now  they  were  all  softened, 
brightened;  every  object,  every  circumstance 
wliich,  80  short  a  time  before,  would  have 
Men  hardly  on  her  heart,  was  now  viewed  with 
ebeerfiihiess  and  hope. 


273 


THE  BOSOM  FBIEHD. 


CHAPTER    XVn. 


Tou  are  meek  and  humble  mouth'd  ; 
Tou  »ign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming; 
With  meekness  and  humility  ;  but  your  heart 
Is  crammM  with  arrogancy,  spleen  and  pride. 

Shakkipearc. 


The  Marclicsa  di  Lantc  and  her  son  were 
members  of  one  of  those  families  at  enmity 
with  the  usurping  powers,  who  had  at  the 
period  in  question  gained  dominion  in  their 
own  country — for  this  cause  they  had  emi- 
grated to  England  for  protection  and  safety. 
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They  occupied  apartments  in  Mivart's  Hotel, 
and  it  is  in  one  of  these^  a  drawing-room, 
darkened  so  as  to  exclude  the  searching  rays 
of  the  bright  May  sun,  that  we  find  them. 

The  Marchesa  was  reclining  upon  a  couch, 
she  was  evidently  in  delicate  health — her  age 
might  be  about  fifty.    Ever  since  her  sojourn 
in    England,     pining     for    her     own  luxu- 
rious country,  and  lamenting  the  hardships  of 
her  lot,  had  been  her  occupation.     She  was  not 
alone — ^her  complaints  had  been  poured  forth 
into  the  ears  of  a  young  countrywoman.    At 
one  gUnce  it  was  impossible  to  mistake  her, 
^ho  sat  somewhat  behind  the  Marchesa,  per- 
forming to  perfection  the  duty  of  an  interested 
^^    sympathising    listener — a    duty    which 
"y  the  bye  requires  a  little  tact  and  clever- 
^^,  by  chiming  in  occasionally  in  the  softest 
*^d  s.veetest  accents,  ejaculations  of  sympa- 
^y — ^interest — horror  or     surprise,     accord- 
"^  to  the  several  communications  of  the  nar- 
'^tor ;  but  in  the  tightly  compressed  lips — 
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bent  brow— and  fixed  eye  of  the  young  prl — 
it  was  evident  that  matters  were  occupying 
her  mind^  more  deeply  interesting  to  her  than 
the  puerile  causes,  which  called  forth  the  fretfol 
murmurings  of  her  companion. 

The  girl  was  attired  in  the  extreme  of  sim- 
plicity—a plain  white  dress,  a  string  of  lacge 
ebony  beads,  to  which  hung  a  cross  of  the 
same  material — her  sole  ornament.  She  wu 
however  highly  attractive  to  the  eye  of  a 
stranger,  from  the  peculiar  style  of  her  beauty 
— for  beautiful,  few  would  not  have  scrupled 
to  call  her,  though  it  was  not  of  that  character, 
which  seems  to  draw  our  hearts,  whilst  we 
gaze,  with  a  gentle,  irresistible  control;  the 
loveliness  of  her  we  describe  was  rather  of 
that  cast,  which,  whilst  it  fascinates  the  eye, 
cither  causes  the  heart  to  recoil,  or  attracts  it 
with  a  passionate  sway,  painfully  fatal  to  the 
victim. 

But  we  need  not  pause  more  minutely  to 
pourtray  her  picture,  as  the  readers  will  have 
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onlj  to   image    to    themselyes    the    Italian 
girl    of     Shirlej    Hall,    though     now     we 
rcoognize  Nice  in  all  the  matured  beauty   of 
^bteen— that    roey   time    of    life,    marked 
bvever     in     her    case     in    its     ripening 
Qstnre,  by  the  strengthening  qualities  of  a 
Buad,  whose     early    sparks    nourished    into 
Ibine,  though  concealed  and  stifled  long  by 
the  opposing    powers    of   secretiveness  and 
pJicjr,  were  forced  by  circumstances  to  rest 
content  with  the  trivial  underworkings,  which 
^opportunity  had  only  yet  allowed  them.     Now 
^der  a  different  aspect  of  afbirs,  the  energies 
^  her  mind  seemed  ready  when  required  to 
I>ur8t  forfh,  in  order  to  undertake  the  work  for 
^hich  they  were  adapted. 

It  had  been  a  difficult  task  for  the  girl  to 
^^^  the  vehement  temperament  of  her  character 
^▼er  the  long  delay  of  the  falfilment  of  her 
^^^nt  wishes ;  she  panted  for  scope  and  op- 
P^unity  for  action.  Her  hope  for  a  long 
^e  had  centered  in  the  Baroness,  and  all  the 
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influence  she  had   acquired  oyer  her  friea^ 
was  put  in  force  to  work  her  purpose,  and  onl] 
the  more  eager  did  she  become,  when  her 
ceming  eyes  began  gradually  to  perceive  tha^ 
her  influence  was  in  danger  of  some  diminiL— ' 
tion.     She  saw  that  while  contact  with  the 
world  had  given  her  more  confidence  in  herself; 
it  had  also  made  her  more  su&picious  of  others, 
more    tenacious   of   any  attempt     at    being 
overruled      by     her     friend.        Nice,       WM 
satisfied  that  her  power  was  far  from  being 
gone,  but  she  had  need  of  more  manoeuvring 
than  heretofore,  and  with  a  greater  degree  of 
ardour,   tliirstcd    for   the    fulfilment    of    her 
desires. 

The  long  separation  from  Giulia  was  the 
circumstance  which  slie  considered  most  detri- 
mental to  her  influence.  The  Baroness  not 
only  spent  her  seasons  in  London,  but  after-* 
wards  accompanied  the  Hamiltons  in  their 
visits  to  the  country  seats  of  their  friends. 
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Tired  at  length  by  the  repeated  promises  of 
Irfidy  de  Crespigny  to  effect  a  visit  for  her  to 
I^ondon,  and  provoked  by  the  failure  of  her 
hojpes,  ahe  became  at  length  quite  dispirited. 

It  was  long  since  Nice  had  heard  from  her 
uncle  the  priest ;  the  last  intelligence  she  had 
i^eceived  of  him  was,  his  being  in  Ireland,  but 
It  was  his  intention  soon  to  visit  England, 
"^'^g  been  appointed  superior  to  a 
convent  lately  established  in  this  country, 
^^ch  resorted  to  by  a  commuuity  of  emi- 
fif^ts.  The  young  girl  had  ihe  constant  terror 
ranging  over  her  head,  of  a  summons  to  form 
^Jie  of  their  number. 

Ilie  cloven  foot  began  to  show  itself  by  out- 
"''euiings  of  her  irritated  temper ;  as  far  indeed 
^  it;  could  leave  any  possible  excuse  for  ex- 
**^iting  itself,  for  there  was  something  in  the 
^^,  firm,  but  invariable  kindness  of  Mrs. 
^^i^on's  demeanour  towards  her,  which  ren- 
d«x^^  it  diflScult  to  find  a  pretext  for  any 
cbxxllition  of  the  fierce  passions  which  strug- 
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gled  in  her  breast.  Francesco,  scarcely  ever 
was  out  of  her  aunt's  sight ;  so  carefully  did 
Mrs.  Gordon  guard  the  flower,  whose  purity 
she  determined  no  deteriorating  breath  should 
sully^  from  the  effects  of  Nice's  companion- 
ship ;  but  the  domestics  began  openly  to 
complain  of  her,  and  the  enmity  between  Mrs. 
Rivers  and  herself  threatened  to  break  out 
into  open  war — ^this  was  at  the  commencement 
of  th^  London  season.  Claud  Hamilton  was 
expected  home! 

Suddenly  Nice,  as  if  an  evil  spirit  within 
her  breast  had  been  allayed,  again  relapsed 
into  meek  submission — hope  had  darted  into 
her  heart,  but  from  a  quarter  most  unexpected. 
She  had  received  the  dreaded  letter  from  her 
uncle,  but  it  contained  that  which  made  her 
heart  beat  with  joy  and  excitement. 

It  informed  her,  tliat  there  was  now  a  noble 
family  in  England,  over  whose  minds  the 
priest  possessed  all  the  control  and  influence 
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of  a  confesaor  and  spiritual  father.  For  their 
benefit  he  had  devised  a  pkn,  and  he  informed 
ber,  that  even  she  might  be  an  assistance  to 
^  scheme— he  had,  therefore,  arranged  mat- 
^  accordingly.  She  was  almost  inmiediatelj 
^  he  received  as  companion  to  the  Marchesa 
<KLante. 

It  was  some  time  before   Nice  could  per- 
suade herself,  that  this  could  be  anything  but 
*  dream.     But  a  letter  most  surely  had  arrived 
^dressed  to  Mrs.  Gordon  from  the  Marchesa 
^^rself^  stating  that  she  had  received  the  sanc- 
'^on  of  the  Signora  Nice's  uncle,  to  request 
^'^t  she  might  be  sent  to  her  in  London,  as  a 
^^panion  to  her  in  her  present  weak  state  of 
•health  and  nerves. 

^Mrs.  Gordon,  for  her  own  part,  could  not  but 

^utemplate  this  proposal  with  satisfaction;  and 

^ulia,  when  informed  of   the  circumstance, 

^*^vight  of  the  arrival  of  her  bosom  friend  in 

^udon,  with  feelings  it  was  difficult  exactly 

^  define. 
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The  communication  hitherto  carried  on 
between  the  Hamiltons  and  the  di  Lante 
family  had  been  bounded  to  the  distant 
terms  upon  which  people  live  in  London. 
They  had  exchanged  visits^  and  the  son  had 
danced  occasionally  with  the  Miss  Hamiltons. 

The  Marchese  had  been  introduced  to  the 
Baroness^  and  she  had  remarked  that  he 
oftcD  of  late^  stood  gazing  on  her  with  strange 
attention,  and  sometimes  would  approach  as  if 
to  address  her — but  generally  it  ended  by  his 
turning  away  with  a  sort  of  movement  of 
impatience^  almost  amounting  to  a  shudder, 
apparently  changing  his  purpose. 

Since  the  arrival  of  the  Marchesa's  young 
friend,  the  intercourse  of  the  two  families  had 
much  advanced  in  intimacy.  The  Baroness's 
carriage  might  be  seen  daily  before  ACvart's 
Hotel,  and  detained  long  enough  in  attendance 
to  wear  out  the  patience  of  the  most  Job-like 
coachman  in  London.  In  that  time  more  went 
on  than  Giulia's  friends  were  aware  of,  or  per- 
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^apa  they  might  have  been  less  at  ease  upon 
^e  subject.      Nice  had  been  introduced  hj 
-t^y  de  Crespigny  to  the  party  in  Portman 
Square,  and  had  impressed  Mrs.    Hamilton 
^v^tii  the  idea,  that  she  was  a  humble^  unob- 
girl,  but   at  the  same  time  too  striking 
appearance  to  be  placed  on  a  familiar  foot- 
in  the  house,  her  one  single  visit  having  evi- . 
dently  been  productiye  of  mischief— the  nature 
^  ^hieh  will  be  seen  hereafter. — Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton therefore,  seeing  that  the  Baroness   was 
ttever  satisfied,  till  she  had  seen  her  friend  in 
^^  course  of  the  day,  encouraged  her  visits  to 
*livart's  Hotel,  in  preference  to  those  of  Nice 
•^  her  own  house. 

^ice  found  her  friend  favourably  disposed 

^    yield  herself   again  to  her  former    influ- 

*^cc.     In  the    state  of    gloomy    depression 

^   spirits,    in    which    the    Baroness    had    of 

*te  indulged,    she    had    wearied   of  ^herself 

**^  all  around  her — it  was  therefore  a  sort  of 

'^litf  to  have  a  new  resource  to  which  she 

^d  fly  and  receive  fancied  solace  from  the 
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sympathy  of  the  friend  of  her  youtbj  although 
the  real  nature  of  this  sympathy  might  have 
seemed  merely  to  consist^  on  the  part  of  thte 
comforter^  in  heightening  the  already  suffi- 
ciently glowing  colours^  in  which  Griulia  was 
pleased  to  invest  her  vain  imaginations— and 
this  constituted  the  charm  of  Nice's  friendBhip 
Whilst  pursuing  the  means  most  calculated 
to  ensure  her  own  interest^  she  was  not  for 
getful  of  that  task,  which  had  been  imposed 
upon  her  ability^  and  to  fulfil  it  to  the  best  d 
her  ability,  she  considered  herself  bounds  botl 
by  duty  and  interest. 

During  some  part  of  each  of  Lady  de  Ores- 
pigny's  visits  to  Mivart's  Hotel,  the  group  whiol 
we  arc  now  about  to  describe,  might  generall] 
be  seen  to  occupy  the  apartment,  to  whichj 
at  the  commencement  of  the  chapter,  we  in 
troduced  our  readers.  The  Marchesa  redin 
iog  languidly  on  her  couch— Giulia  seated  ii 
her  well  arranged  carriage  dress,  but  main 
taining  the  cold,  shy  deportment  usual  to  he: 


THE  BOeOM  FBIBND.  283 

wlieD  not  exactly  at  her  ease  —  whilst  on 
i  seat  by  her  side>  but  generally  soon 
pQsbed  a  little  in  her  rear^  might  be 
seen  a  young  man  of  about  the  age  of  twenty 
one,  of  darky  haughty  appearance — it  was  U 
Marchese  di  Lante.  His  eyes  were  generally 
liveted  with  a  sullen,  moody  expression  on  the 
fourth  person  of  the  group,  the  Italian  girl, 
Nice,  who  having  seen  the  two  latter  thus  ar- 
'Uiged,  as  if  she  considered  her  duty  per- 
fonned,  would  place  herself  exactly  opposite, 
busying  herself  apparently  with  some  piece  of 
^ork,  her  eyes  bent  upon  it ;  only  raising  them 
"^enly  to  fix  upon  the  Marchese  a  glance 
^^  which  he  seemed  to  shrink,  as  from  a 
ugfatuing  flash,  though,  as  if  fascinated,  he 
Withdrew  not  his  earnest  gaze. 

^OB  they  would  sit  for  some  time,  scarcely 
*^y  more  lively  conversation  diverting  the 
'"^  than  the  sleepy  drawl  of  the  Marche8a,eli- 
^^^^  now  and  then  a  soft,  respectful  remark 
''^  Nice,  and  the  notice  which  civility  de- 
^"^ded,  from  Lady  de  Crespigny. 
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Afl  for  the  son,  rousing  himself  occasio: 
ally  from  his  abstraction  with  evident  effort^  I 
would  address  the  Baroness  in  an  absent  an 
constrained  manner,  but  after  the  exchange  c 
a  few  murmuring  speeches,  they  both  would 
come  to  a  stand  stilL  Giulia  wondered  why 
Nice  made  such  a  point  of  beseeching  her  tc 
undergo  every  day,  what  seemed  to  giveai 
little  pleasure  to  others  as  to  herself.  Anc 
indeed  it  did  not  seem  that  any  end  was  bein{ 
ensured,  or  matters  proceeding  in  the  manne 
likely  to  procure  for  Nice,  the  commendatioi 
of  the  master  who  had  set  her  to  do  the  worl 
which  it  was  his  pleasure  should  be  accom 
plished,  and  which  the  course  of  the  stor 
will  reveal  to  the  reader. 


TOE   BOSOM   FRIEND. 


285 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


**  The  cold  in  clime,  are  cold  in  bloud. 
Their  lore  can  scarce  detenre  the  name. 
But  mine  ii  like  the  Lava  flood 
That  boils  in  Etna's  breast  of  flame." 

Btkon's  Giaoub. 


*iow  is  it  that  your  friend  Lady  de  Cres- 

P^ff^y  does  not   come  to-day  ?*'  enquired  the 

''**^ixhe8a  of  Nice,  as  the  usual  time  for  the 

*^^one88*8  visit  passed  away,  and  Giulia  ciuue 
not. 

^  lam  ignorant  of  the  cause  of  her  absence. 
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Signora,"  answered  the  Italian  girl,  as  at  the 
same  time  she  darted  a  glance  towardfl  the 
window,  much  at  variance  with  the  meek  tone 
of  her  reply,  "  but  probably,**  she  continued, 
"  the  Baroness  has  been  delayed,  and  will  be 
here  at  a  later  hour." 

"  Nice,"  the  Marchesa  resumed,  **  I  have 
been  thinking  deeply  upon  the  subject,  and  I 
am  of  opinion  that  matters  are  not  proceeding 
as  rapidly,  or  in  as  satisfactory  a  manner  as 
they  ought  to  *  do,  with  regard  to  my  son's 
views  respecting  the  young  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny.  I  see  no  advancement  of  intimacy 
between  di  Lante  and  your  friend,  nothing 
beyond  the  formal  act  of  sitting  every  day 
for  half  an  hour,  side  by  side,  like  two  icicles. 
I  cannot  sec  how  that  is  to  expedite  the  affair. 
Your  uncle  says,  it  must  be,  and  his  word  is 
always  law ;  he  told  me,  he  had  prevailed  on 
Phillippo  to  consent,  but  now  he  is  quite  fero- 
cious whenever  I  mention  the  subject,  and 
says  he  will  not  be  hurried  into  swallowing 
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^e  gilded,  but  bitter  pill,  for  to  auch  he  likens 
A  marriage  with  your  friend ;  and  indeed  far 
*^oiiBe,  he  declares  he  hates  her,  and  speaks 
mildly  and  foolishly  on  the  subject. 

-^ice  turned  her  head  ftway,  and  a  smile  of 
scornful  meaning  curled  her  lip- 
'^  I  am  sure,"    continued    the    Marchesa, 
^ough  she  may  not  be  beautiful,  la  Giulia 
^  Very  amiable,  is  j^e  not,  mia  Nice  ?    You 
^ould  tell  him  all  this,  and  describe  the  ex- 
^^t  of  her  riches,  the  grandeur  and  elegance 
^   her  palazzos.     Ohl    how  charming  is  the 
^^ticnpation,   of  finding    myself   out  of   this 
fttnoky  city,  surrounded  by  all  the  luxuries  of 
that  charming  Shirley  Hall,  of  which  you  so 
^Aen  speak." 

A.  noile  crossed  the  features  of  Nice  as  the 
remembrance  of  the  gloomy  old  mansion  flitted 
"rfore  her  recollection. 

**  I  will  do  my  best,  Signora  La  Marchesa," 
■he  ag^  humbly  answered,  ^^  and  my  uncle, 
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you  know^  will  soon  be  here^  afid  he  can  do  all 
things." 

"  He  can  indeed/'  said  the  Marchesa  with 
solemnity^  and  reverence  in  her  manner,  '*  he 
has  the  power  of  even  taming  Phillippo*8  fiery 
spirit,  and  bending  it  to  his  wilL  I  wish  in- 
deed he  would  come.  I  am  sure  we  have  done 
all  we  can.  But  hush!  here  is  Phillippo 
coming  up  stairs.  1  am  going  to  prepare  for 
my  drive,  but  you,  cara  Nice,  must  stay  at 
home,  to  wait  for  your  dear  friend,  and  keep 
Phillippo  in  until  she  comes ;  do  all  you 
canto  expedite  matters,  and  save  me  the  trouble 
of  any  further  suspense." 

Nice  bowed  her  head  in  sign  of  obedient 
assent,  whilst  a  scornful  glance  shot  from  her 
glittering  eyes,  as  the  Marchesa  left  the  room. 
She  remained  alone,  but  not  for  long;  in 
another  moment  the  door  opened,  and  the 
young  Marchese  entered,  and  having  first  cast 
a  hurried  glance  around  the  room,  uttered  a 


TUB   BOSOM   FRIEND.  289 

^fdziaDiOy**   and    impetuously    drawing    a 

**^  to  Nice's  side,  flung  himself  into  it,  and 

*^^*^  her  hand,   raised   it    fervently  to  his 

■^ice  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face,  in  which 

^^f%  concentrated  all  their  fiery  power,  whilst 

'^Qi*  soft  voice  she  murmured,  her  hand  still 

This    will    never    do,    IVIarchese  —  my 

*  AYell,  what  of  him  ?"  the  young  man  ex- 

'^^^'JCied  passionately.     "  Let  him  come— I  will 

^*1  lum  that  I  love  you,  that  I  renounce  all 

^^    ambitious   views    he    entertains    on   my 

«^iialf,  that  I  will  henceforth  bow  to  no  power 

"^t  that  of  love — the  ardent  love  that  burns 

^  nay  heart  for  the  beautiful  Nice." 

£ather  open  the  gates  of  the  convent,  and 

With  your  own  hands  place  the  veil  upon  the 

head  of  her,  who  it  will  hide  for  ever  from 

your  sight.     Do  you    for  a  moment  imagine 

Vol.     I  o 
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that  the  most  devoted  love  in  the  world  would 
weigh  a  feather's  weight  in  his  eyes,  when  not 
only  the  interest  of  your  family  is  at  stake, 
but  also  that  of  the  Holy  Church  herself.  He 
considers  your  union  with  the  Baroness  de 
Crespigny  of  vital  advantage  to  the  church, 
as  well  as  to  the  house  of  di  Lante,  for  whom 
he  wishes  the  accession  of  a  rich  English 
Baroness,  and  the  church  would  thus  secure  a 
member  in  herself,  and  her  descendants.  One 
word  then  of  your  love,  and  farewell  for  ever 
to  Nice/' 

At  this  moment  a  carriage  was  heard  to 
stop  before  the  door.  The  Marchese  again 
seizing  the  hand  of  the  beautiful  Italian  girl, 
exclaimed  in  a  low,  passionate  tone, 

"  Then  tell  me  one  word— give  me  one 
smile  at  least,  in  assurance  of  your  love,  and 
on  that  I  will  exist  till—" 

Nice  withdrew  her  hand  and  pushed  away 
her  chair  —  for    steps    were    heard  ascending 
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the  stairs  —  but  she  smiled^  and  whether  or 
not,  it  was  intended  for  the  assurance  re- 
quired by  the  Marchese,  so  he  seemed  to 
interpret  it,  for  with  an  impassioned  ^*  Grazia 
Nice  adorataf  he  arose,  and  then  sunk 
upon  a  more  distant  seat,  just  as  the  door 
was  thrown  open  and  the  Baroness  was  an- 
nounced. 

"  You  are  late  to-day.  Lady  De  Crespigny," 
said  Nice,  after  receiving  the  embrace  with 
which  her  friend  had  hurried  forward  to 
greet  her;  she,  merely  rising  from  her  seat> 
demonstrating  none  of  that  respectful  humiHty 
generally  observed  by  the  Italian  towards  her 
soperiora. 

''  Yes,  dear  Nice ;  and '  I  cannot  stay  now 
to  explain  the  cause,'*  Guila  answered,  bow- 
ing at  the  same  moment  to  the  Marchese 
who  she  now,  for  the  first  time  perceived. 
*'  They  aore  waiting  for  me  in  the  carriage ; 
and  I  merely  came   in  now,  to  bring  you  an 

o3 
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invitation   from    Mrs.    Hamilton,   to   dine  in 
Portman  Square   this   evening.      You  must 
indeed — you  will  meet  an  old  friend,  one  whom 
you  will  be  so  glad  to  see." 

Nice  during  this  speech,  was  looking  fixedly 
at  her  friend.  She  saw  at  once»  that  one  of 
those  changes  had  taken  place  since  last  they 
met,  in  Giulia's  state  of  mind-— such  as  is 
often  seen  during  life— by  an  event  or  inci- 
dent the  most  trivial,  which  has  given  as  dif- 
ferent a  color  to  the  whole  existence,  as  a 
movement  of  the  kaleidescope  does  to  that 
which  we  view  in  its  interior. 

The  quick  eye  of  the  Italian  girl  in  a  glance 
descried  the  ill  concealed  excitement  of  her 
look  and  manner,  the  unusual  animation  of 
her  countenance,  her  meaning— conscious  smile, 
above  all,  the  colour  which  came  and  went 
in  torrents  to  her  face  as  she  spoke,  and 
Nice  asked  no  further  question,  but  saying, 
with  the  Marchesa's  permission,  she  would  do 
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ieweJf  the  honava  of  accepting  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton's invitation,   she  suffered  Giulia  to    de- 
ptit 

"  Has  Sir ^  arrived  from  Spain  ?"  she 

abruptly  enquired,  after  having  for  a  few  mo- 
ments sat  plunged  in  thought ;  and  when  she 
lifted  up  hcrr  eyes,  with  an  impatient  look  of 
enquiry,    the    pasnonate    gaze  of  the  Mar- 
cheiie  was  fixed  upon  her  countenance. 

«  Who  ?— What  ?— Ah,  I  understand,''  he 
0taonnered«-8tartled  by  an  expression  upon 
his  beloved's  countenance,  which  he  had  never 
befiire  beheld  in  its  undisguised  character. 
"  Yc8— no — ^I  remember — " 

"Who?— speak  di  Lante,"  cried  Nice,  in 
aa  authoritative  tone  of  voice,  for  she  felt  no 
need  of  feigned  meek  humility,  in  the  pre- 
aence  of  one,  who  she  saw  was  as  a  slave 
befbroher. 

''  iEBs  name— ah,  I  know  it  not,  Nice,  but 
I  will  diew  you  if  you  wish  it ;"  and  taking 
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up  a  paper,  he  cast  his  eyes  over  it,  and  then 
commenced  reading  in  his  foreign  accent — 

^^  Last  evening,  dispatches  under  the  chaige 
of  Mr.  Claud  Hamilton  to—" 

^^  Basta  /"  cried  Nice,  and  she  arose  with  a 
peculiar  smile  upon  her  lips.  The  Italian 
observed  it,  and  his  hot  blood  boiling  up,  as  a 
sudden  thought  flashed  upon  hns  mind^  he 
placed  his  hand  upon  her  arm  as  she  advanced 
towards  the  door,  fiercely  exclaiming — 

"  And  wherefore  does  this  news  affect  you  ? 
what  of  hitJi  ?'* 

"  Him — what  do  you  mean  ?"  cried  the  girl, 
tiiming  towards  the  Marchese  with  an  air  of 
offended  dignity. 

"  Forgive  me  Nice,  but  what  of  that  Afr. 
Hamilton  ?'' 

"  Ah,  is  that  all  ?  I  will  tell  you.  She-the 
Baroness — your  future  spouse,"  and  she  smiled 
sarcastically,  "  loves  this  Claud  Hamilton,  or 
rather  dreams  she  does  so ;  I  have  much  now 
upon  my  hands,  for  woe  to  mc,  if  by  any  ne- 
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**  Ah,  that  deceit  should  Bteal  such  gentle  shapex. 
And  with  a  risor  vision  hide  deep  vice." 

SH4KSP^RE. 


Thb  family  were  assembled  in  the  drawing- 
room  in  Portman  Square,  when  the  young 
Italian  girl  was  announced,  and  made  her  re- 
verence to  the  party  with  her  usual  modest 
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There  are  few,  at  least  of  novices 
society,  who,  on  entering  a  room  filled  wi 
comparative  strangers,  do  not  feel  some  d^;r 
of  that  embarrassment,  which,  in  the  mc 
bashful,  confiises  the  vision  and  prevents  the 
for  the  first  few  moments  from  distingnidu 
severally  the  persons  and  objects  around.  Fi 
there  are  who  possess  sufiicient  presence 
mind,  to  enable  them  to  exercise  that  kee 
ness  of  perception.  Phrenologists  dass  und 
tie  head  of  individuality— that  is  to  say,  t 
}iowcr  of  being  able  at  one  coup  dCcBU 
take  in  collectively,  and  individually,  eve 
object  around.  But  the  faculty  was  higl 
developed  in  Nice — in  one  glance,  ere  huml 
curtseying  she  bent  her  eyes  to  the  groui 
not  only  every  person,  but  their  exact  positio: 
and  the  expression  even  of  their  countenanc 
were  distinctly  observed. 

There  sat  Mrs.  Hamilton  with  her  scru 
nisinjj  glance  turned  quickly  upon  her,  i 
she   rose  to  greet  the  new  comer — the  dau{ 
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ters  talking  and  laughing  with  their  father, 
I^ord  Beverley  standing  near  Mrs.  Hamilton 
l^iuiing  against  the  mantel-piece,  with  a  care- 
bnt  somewhat  graver  expression  than  was 
wont ;  and  Giulia — not  the  Giulia  with 
L«  clouded,  absent  countenance,  which  had 
^characterized  her  demeanour  from  her  earliest 
yc^nth — but  Giulia  serene  and  happy — her 
encircling  little  Greorgie's  waist,  her  eyes 
Mit  down  smilingly  upon  him,  as  he  leant 
^Ximfidingly  against  her  playing  with  her  watch. 
-^121  she  was  listening  to  another  who  sat  by 
h^r  side,  passing  his  fingers  through  his  little 
h^^other^s  curling  locks. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  this  was 
C5laud  Hamilton.  Just  before  Nice's  arrival, 
^^^ulia  had  been  speaking  of  her  friend  with 
affection,  and  Claud  Hamilton  was  one 
those  who  found  enjoyment  in  giving  grati- 
'^^sation  to  others ;  to  please  Giulia  therefore, 
h^  greeted  the  young  Italian  with  all  the 
^v^iuik  warmth  of  manner  by  which  he  had 
B  3 


4  THE  BOSOM  FBXKKDm 

been  distinguished  of  old,  and  dinner  being 
that  moment  announced,  he  gave  her  his  an 
and  whilst  the  repast  lasted,  paid  her  all  i 
attention,  which  his  kind  heart  prompted  hi 
to  shew  to  the  companion  of  his  boyish  da] 
not  only  on  her  own  account — but  for  t 
gratification  of  Giulia,  who  seemed  to  nnd< 
stand  his  motive,  and  to  be  grateful  for  it* 

And  Nice  perceived  and  understood  all  tl 
and  still  more.  She  saw  that  Mrs.  Hamill 
was  labouring  under  excitement  and  anxie 
with  a  two  fold  aim  in  view.  She  had  discovei 
one  of  the  schemes,  in  the  single  visit  i 
had  before  made  in  Portman  Square,  wl 
to  iVlrs.  Hamilton's  evident  displeasure,  i 
notwithstanding  all  her  graceful  manoeu*^ 
to  attract  him  to  the  pretty  Gertrude's  si 
the  fickle  Lord  had  devoted  himself  with 
parent  absorption  to  her  humble  self — att 
tions  which  the  wily  girl  perhaps  might 
have  thought  unworthy  of  bcmg  tur 
to    some  account,  had  it  not  been  that  y 
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^i^e    clear-flightedness  in  discerning   deai^ns^ 
Poefleaaed  usually   by  those   not   very  singlc- 
**^i2ided    themselves,    she    had    fancied   some 
■*^f)tive   to  lurk  in  his  conduct  towards  lier- 
^^Ify  and  shrewdly  guessed  that  she  had  been 
Lcsen  by  his  Lordship  as  a  convenient  and 
Fe  subject,  on  which  either  to  exercise  him- 
solf  in  flirting,  or  for  more  serious  reasons — 
pezh^  as  a  means  of  extricating  himself  from 
l^i«  situation  with  regard  to  the  Hamiltons, 
"^^luch  certainly,  if  he  had  no  serious  intentions 
'W^th  regard  to  the  daughters,  was  becoming 
3ii&  inconvenient  position  for  him ;  Lord  Bever- 
ley however  still  continued  to  frequent  the 
House,  and  people  began  to  talk  and  wonder 
^wliether  the  fair  Gertrude  was  ever  to  become 
I^y  Beverley;   some  even  hinted  that  the 
^^dnating  mother  was  his    attraction,    and 
^^^itiida],  ever  eager  to  lay  hold  of  the  greatest 
wourites    of   the    world,    neglected    not  to 
^'^^uate  whispers,  too  ridiculous  however  to 
8^  much  credence,  that  his  attention  or  affec- 
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tion^  or  whateyer  it  might  be  called,  was  not 
unretumed,  and  that  it  was  under  cover  of  aasi- 
duity  to  the  daughter,  that  MrsL  Hamilton 
carried  on  the  flirtation.  This  abeurd  mmoor 
having  by  chance  readied  Mr.  Hamilton's  ean^ 
he^  for  his  wife's  amusement^  repeated  it  to 
her, 

''  Well,  so  far  they  are  right,"  she  ssid  after 

having  laughed  heartily  at  the  communication, 

*^  my  admiration  for  Lord  Beverley  is  certainly 

extreme — so  extreme^  that  I  am  determined 

to  make  him  my  son-in-law.     He  shall  not 

escape  me  I  am  resolved;  I  only  wish  he  would 

be  quick  and  make  up  his  mind,  or  some  one 

else  will  be  pouncing  upon  Gertrude.   To  have 

allowed  her  to  refuse  one  rich  baronet  for  his 

sake  is  quite  enough  ;  any  more  such  deeds 

would  be  tempting  Providence." 

^^  Well,  dearest,  I  leave  it  all  to  you  ;  I  am 
quite  sure  you  always  know  what  you  are 
about— but  one  question  let  me  ask — are  you 
certain  of  Gertrude's  feeUngs  T* 
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**  Feelings,  mj  dear  Gkorge ;  joung  ladies 

^^w  iniieh  better  how  to  many  now-a-days, 

than  in  our  young  times,  when  silly  Annie 

^>^U]ie  refused  a  Marquis's  eldest  son,  to  wed 

^<iertain  GkN>ige  Hamilton  —a  younger  brother ! 

^  assured  that  Gertrude,  with  all  her  pretty, 

^^^Qrnfiil  ways,  has  much  more  sense  than  you 

^▼e   her   eredit  for,  add  is  ready  to  love 

iiHire  wisefy,  if  not  so  iMi/  as  her  mother ;"  and 

^(la.  Hamilton  8  eyes  glistened  though  they 

^Buled,  as  she  lifted  them  affectionately  to  her 

Inisbaiid's  face. 

However,  as  time  rolled  on,  Mrs.  Hamilton 
began  to  be  impatient,  for  matters  did  not 
proceed  in  the  satisfSEUStory  manner  she  had  at 
Alt  anticipated.     Gertrude,  who  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the   season  had  displayed  no 
reluctance  to  the  idea  of  the  fulfilment  of 
her  mother's  plans,  began  to  be  aroused,  and 
to  shew  that  she  had  no  inclination  to  be  trifled 
with.      Lord  Beverley  had  flirted  with    the 
beautiful  Italian  girl,  (though  this  bye  the  bye. 
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Mrs.  Hamilton  hoped  might  be  pique)  but 
worse  than  all,  Claud  seemed  inclined  to  ex- 
amine into  the  state  of  affairs;  and  should  the 
investigation  not  prove  satisfactory  to  his 
sensitive  feelings^  Mrs.  Hamilton  dreaded  lest 
the  whole  business  might  be  marred  by  any 
premature  steps,  taken  by  her  less  worldly,  but 
strictly  honorable  son,  whose  feelings,  where 
his  sisters  were  concerned,  were  anxious  and 
tenacious  in  the  extreme. 

This  was  one  of  the  sources  of  uneasiness 
which  the  keen  eyes  of  Nice  discerned  in  Mrs. 
Hamilton.  The  crafty  girl  soon  decided  upon 
the  part  she  was  to  act.  She  plainly  saw  that 
it  was  her  interest  to  appear  no  stumbling 
block  in  her  hostesses  eyes  ;  and  if,  ere  this 
evening,  her  subtle  perception  had  turned  to 
the  mighty  suggestions  of  ambition,  which 
the  EarFs  attentions  might  have  engendered 
in  her  mind,  what  did  it  signify  to  her  now, 
when  the  flame  of  passion  which  had  been 
nursed  in    secret    silence    for    years— stifled 
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Aough  not  extinguished — again  seemed  to 
blaze  forth  in  full  foice  in  the  presence  of  the 
iwovered  object  of  her  love  ?  Without  an 
cffint  then  she  was  able  to  set  about  her  task 
^  ingratiating  herself  in  Mrs.  Hamilton's 
<¥uuon»  by  her  modest  and  cold  discourage- 
ment of  any  attention  which  this  evening 
^^  Beverley  might  direct  towards  her.  The 
other  source  of  Mrs.  Hamilton's  solicitude  was 

m 

m^otJeas  evident,  and  it  excited  in  Nice's  breast 
tt  mudi  interest,  as  the  other  subject  had  been 
•  ^natter  of  perfect  indifference  to  her — this 
w««  the    evident  eagerness,   veiled  under  au 
MBumed  carelessness,  that  Claud  should  devote 
Ubaelf  as  much  as  possible  to  Giulia.      She 
noted  the  mother's  countenance  how  it  bright- 
ened, when  she   saw   her  son  paying  to  the 
Baroness  kindly  attentions,  the  calm  natur 
of  which  Nice  perfectly  understood,  and  which 
did  not  trouble  her  for  a  moment,  although  a 

fierce  pang  shot  through  her  heart,  when  she 

B  5 
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thought  of  what  might  be  the  result  of   a 
woman's  manoeavrea. 

''  Nice  r  said  Claud  in  the  course  of  that 
evening,  <<  have  70U  heard  of  the  important 
office  to  which  I  have  been  appointed!^ 

Nice  half  started — ^was  he  then  again  to 
leave  the  country?— but  she  commanded  her- 
self^ and  only  lifted  her  eyes  enquiringly  to 
his  face  whilst  he  oontinued  to  talk. 

'^  I  have  been  boasting  of  my  acquire- 
ments in  the  Spanish  language,  and  my 
mother,  determined,  I  suppose,  to  make  me 
of  some  use,  suggests  my  becoming  family  in- 
structor. Lady  de  Crespigny  has  honoured 
me  by  consenting  to  become  my  pupil,  and 
you  really  ought  to  give  me  this  opportunity 
of  paying  my  debt  of  gratitude  for  your 
instructions  in  Italian,  by  joining  our  class." 

"  You  are  very  good,"  Nice  answered  hum- 
bly, "but—" 

"  Oh,  we  shall  manage  it,"  Claud  continued, 
"  so  you  may  consider  the  plan  fixed." 
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Ginlia  expressed  pleasure  at  the  arrange- 

^enty  and  Mrs.  Hamilton  smiled  agreeably  on 

^e  prospeot,  as  the  mutual  desire  of  her  son, 

*&d  noble  young  guest;  and  before  Nice  de- 

pvtedyitwas  arranged  that  the  Marchesa^  whose 

consent  must  be  proptiated^  should  be  called 

^pom  the  next  day  by  some  of  the  party, 

^im3  talked  into  good  humour  and  acquiescence. 

**  Lady  de  Creq^igny  is  a  great  favourite 

^th  the  Marchesay"  Nice  insinuated,  as  a  hint 

to  CKuUa  that  she  reHed  on  her  being  the  one 

^  arrai^    the   business.    It   would   neyer 

*^^er  to  allow  any  circumstance  to  inter- 

f^  with  the    visits  of    the    Baroness     to 

Mrrart*s  Hotel— now  more  than  ever   neces- 

auyl 

^  Our  friend  Nice  has  become  very  hand- 
some,*^ remarked  Claud  to  Giulia»  when  she  had 
departed. 

As  no  one  but  GKulia  gave  any  token  of 
assent  to  this  remark,  he  turned  to  his  mother 
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and  sisters^  and  asked  if  they  did  not  adnure 
her. 

'^  A  regular  Italian  face  f  Mrs.  Hamilton 
remarked  evasively. 

Annie  confessed  that  she  did  not  like  her 
countenance,  though  her  face  certainly  was 
very  beautiful,  and  Gertrude,  with  a  laugh, 
said  she  considered  her  very  handscHne^  but 
hegging  Giulia's  pardon,  there  was  someihiiig 
in  the  expression  of  her  eyes,  that  always  made 
her  think   of   a  glittering  stiletto. 

"  And  your  forgiveness  also  I  must  crave 
Lord  Beverley,  for  my  remark,''  she  added. 

"  lly  forgiveness  ?'*  he  said  abruptly. 

"  Ob,  yes  !  I  see  the  stiletto  eyes  have 
pierced  your  heart.     I  wish  you  joy." 

"  Thank  you !"  he  answered  coldly,  his  eyes 
at  that  moment  being  fixed  absently  on  a  little 
implement  such  as  Gertrude  spoke  of,  which 
happened  to  be  in  the  hands  of  Annie — who 
sat  quietly  working— the  sight  of  which  had 
probably  suggested  the  idea  to  her  sister. 
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But  as  the  eyes  of  the  fair  sempstress  were 

suddenly  lifted  for  a  moment  to  his  face^  with 

*  ^uiet,  firm  glance  of  graye   rebuke.  Lord 

^yerlejf  started  as  if,  in  reality,  the  little  in- 

'^niinent  had    given    him    a    wound.      This 

S^^^uoe  of  reproof  was  not  for  her  own  wrongs 

*^tlio6e  she  had  forj^ven ;  but  in  the  careless 

ool<i    words    to    her    sister,    she    saw    that 

^^v^ards  her  abD,  the  same  game  would  be  re- 

P^a^ted. 

**  What  have  I  said  ?  of  what  am  I  accused?" 
I'Ortl  Beverley  exclaimed,  rousing  himself  and 
ti&x-iuDg  to  Gertrude. 

**  Accused  ?"  she  replied  with  a  curl  of  her 
pretty  lip,  "  it  is  your  own  conscience  that 
n^'^ist  accuse  you,  for  after  all  your  admira- 
tion of  the  beautiful  Nice  is  no  great  crime." 
**  Admiration,  IViiss  Gertrude  ;  I  am  tired 
^  only  admiring — I  admire  no  one  now — I 
^'^'y  love,  when  it  is  too  late/' 

-The  subject  was  becoming  embarrassing  to 
^  i^arties.     The  two  last  sentences  had  been 
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uttered  in  a  tone  scarcely  audible,  as  Lord 
Beverley  stooped  to  raise  something  fiKHoi  the 
ground,  yet  they  discovered  on  the  usually 
fashionably  composed  countenance  of  the  Earl, 
an  expression  which  convinced  his  hearers^ 
that  what  he  had  just  uttered  were  not 
merely  idle  words.  Gertrude  laughed  and 
changed  the  conversation. 
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CHAPTER    II. 


"  Lore,  fMii«,  smbitioni  avarice— 'tu  the  nme, 
Eecfa  idle— and  all  ill<*and  none  the  worst — 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name.'' 

Cbildr   IIabolo. 


Tbb  Spaniflh  lessons  commenced.  The  Mar- 
chesa  made  no  objection,  when  the  Baroness, 
acccnnpanied  by  one  of  the  IMBss  Hamiltons, 
paid  her  a  visit  the  following  day,  and  made 
the    request    that    Nice   might   be   spared 
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for  one  hour  every  morning  in  order 
to  study  the  SpaniA  language  with  the  young 
party — so  Nice  was  daily  with  the  merry  group 
of  students.  Any  improvement,  howeyer, 
of  the  pupils  might  be  attributed  to  the  assid- 
uity and  quickness  of  the  young  scholars^ 
rather  than  to  the  master^s  teaching— for  in 
that  art^  Claud  was  no  great  adept  —  but  then 
he  declared  that  his  sisters  laughed  at  him,  and 
treated  him  with  no  sort  of  respect ;  in  short, 
there  was  more  laughing  and  talking  going 
forward  than  learning,  in  the  study  in  Portman 
Square.  Giulia  alone,  serious  in  her  desire  to 
learn  the  language,  remonstrated.  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton laughingly  proposed  that  she  should  take 
a  private  lesson,  and  Claud  declared  that  he 
was  quite  willing  to  give  up  his  insubordinate 
pupils,  and  thus  shew  that  it  was  their  fault 
not  his,  that  he  did  not  make  the  most  skilful 
instructor  in  the  world. 

Giulia    at    first    hesitated,  and    seemed  to 
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^w  back,  but  at   last  consented  to  the  ar- 

'^uigement,  pleading  for  Nice  to  be  also  ad- 

iiutted  to  the  lesson. 

'*  Oh,  certainly,  I  have  no  objection  —no 

'^^t  to  find  with  her  as  a  pupil,  except  that 

*^I  do  not  half  like  her — and  never  did,"  he 

^c^duded,  as  CKulia,  being  suddenly  called 

•'^Hy,  left  the  room. 

**  I  don't  know  what  it  is — she  is  beautiful 
*^l>ut  there  is  something  in  that  Italian  girl's 

**What  they  call  the  mal  occhio  of  Italy, 
I  should  lliink,"  said  Gertrude,  who 
*^^ined,  certainly  to  have  no  great  partiality 
*^  Nice. 

fiowever,  so  matters  were  arranged  —  and 
•  very  di£ferent  lesson  the  next  proved  — 
▼^^7  different  in  its  effects  and  purposes,  at 
^^<t«t,  to  the  pupils.  The  handsome  young 
^"tor  pursued  his  single-hearted  object  of 
obliging  the  friend  of  his  early  years  —  glad 

^  be  able  to  gratify  her  taste  for  languages. 
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in  a  manner  he  thought  more  agreeable  to  her, 
than  had  she  taken  lessons  of  a  regular  hired 
master,  and  he  took  good-natured  pride  and 
pleasure  in  her  progress.  He  waB»  seemingly, 
perfectly  unconscious  either  of  the  designa  of 
one  of  his  pupils  upon  himself,  or  the  wounds  he 
was  inflicting  on  the  heart  of  the  other.  In 
vain  the  thrilling,  piercing  glance — the  in- 
sinuating smile,  or  artful  sigh,  the  peculiar 
tone  or  meaning  words  I  We  do  not  pretend 
to  insinuate,  that  a  man  like  Claud,  who  had 
lived  in  the  world — who  was  not  unacquainted 
with  the  nature  of  woman's  wiles,  did 
not  sec  the  flashing  glances  which  darted 
from  brilliant  black  eyes — ^but  they  fell  harm- 
less on  his  heart,  for  he  was  guarded  from 
the  fascinations  of  a  beauty,  in  whose  every 
gesture,  passion  was  so  strongly  expressed,  by 
an  antipathy,  which  had  ever  existed  in  his 
mind  towards  the  Italian  girL 

And  as  little  did  Claud  appear  to  compre- 
hend the  reason  of  the  downcast  eye,  the 
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trembling  Toice,  the  changing  cheek  of   the 

oilier  pupil  —  gtill   the  lessons    continued. 

To  Ginfia,  struggling  In  vain  against  the  weak-* 

iM  those  moments  of  intimacy  only  served 

to  increase,  they  soon  became   a   purgatory, 

^  die  DOW   saw  that  any  attempt   on  her 

pvt  to  put   a  stop   to  them,  displeased  her 

fi^Ksd,  who  possessed  so  entirely  the  knowledge 

tf  W  eecret,  and  knew  so  well  how  to  construe 

^  every  action. 

It  had  once  been  rather  a  relief  to  Giulia 
to  feel  that  there  was  one  in  the  world  to 
whom  she  could  pour  forth  the  history  of 
^  cherished  fancy ;  but  when,  by  slow  de- 
P^  after  the  first  arrival  of  Claud,  she 
°%tti  to  experience — as  if  in  retribution  for 
wfonner  vain  imaginings— the  reality  of  love, 
'^  shame  and  sorrow  at  her  own  weakness, 
^^  iiicreased  by  the  dread  of  its  being  dis- 
^^fed,  Nice  saw  it  aU ;  but  far  from  pitying, 
^  Boomed  her  weak  friend  for  the  sufferings 
*«endured. 
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Did  she  not  love — jeff,  love,  as  the  cdd, 
dull  heart  could  never  love  —  yet  she  suf- 
fered not  in  the  manner  she  did — she  was  not 
sad  and  depressed^  but  only  the  more  fierce 
and  excited ! 

Nice  could  as  little  understand  the  feelings 
of  her  friend — who  weak  as  she  might  be, 
still  possessed  the  softer  feelings  of  a  woman— 
as  the  strong  resisting  thistle^  might  be  sup- 
posed to  appreciate  the  shrinking  of  the  sen- 
sitive plant,  at  the  touch  of  a  human  hand. 

"  Love — the  flower  which  doses  up  for  fear 
When  rude  and  selfish  spirits  breathe  too  near" 

was  not  hcr's. 

It  was  Nice's  pleasure  that  these  lessons 
should  continue,  and  she  therefore  managed 
that  it  should  be  so — she  was  not  afraid  of 
Giulia's  standing  in  her  way ;  she  looked  upon 
her  as  one  whom  Claud  could  never  love. 

Emboldened  by  the  experienced  power  of 
her  attractions  upon  one  victim,  whom  she  had 
enthralled  in  a  few  days,  she  thought  it  would 
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require  but  time,  and  the  greater  exertion  of 
^»  arts  to  subjugate  the  less  excitable  young 
Englidunan.  Absorbed  in  her  own  schemes 
^d  interest,  she  had  become  rather  less  ener- 
ptic  in  those  of  her  uncle,  and  in  her  en- 
aeaYours  to  further  the  accomplishment  of 
"^  purpose,  when  a  report  reached  her  ears. 

It  was  the  Marchese  who  informed  her  of 
^  with  the   utmost  delight    painted   on     his 
^Untenance.     It  was  rumoured,  he    said,  in 
^"6  fashionable  world,  that  Lady  de  Crespigny 
^*8  likely  to  be  persuaded  to  bestow  herself 
"Pon  her  guardian's  eldest  son.     It  was  a  very 
"*^ely   story  to  have    been    circulated — still, 
"^Ough  Nice  smiled  in  scorn  upon  the  suppo- 
^^lon,  there  was  something  in  it  which  dis- 
pleased her,  and  moved  her  to  take  some  more 
*^ive  step. 

She  wrote  to  her  uncle,  and  informed  him 
^  the  report  that    was  afloat,   and    recom- 
mended his  immediate  presence   in   London, 
^e  knew  well  what   influence  he  possessed 
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over  every  mind,  and  also  that  the  remen^ 
brance  of  his  visit  had  ever  retuned  its  ii 
pression  upon  the  mind  of  the  Baroness. 
still  turned  pale  at  the  mention  of  his  nam^ 
This  advantage  must  not  be  neglected,  but  l^^ 
made  the  most  of. 

With  very  different  feelings  another  ha/d 
heard  the  rumour.  With  secret  satisfaction  it 
reached  Mrs.  Hamilton's  ears — although  she 
knew  there  was  little  or  no  truth  in  it — as  to 
any  share  at  least  that  Claud  had  in  the  aflbir ; 
SO9  she  smilingly  assured  those  who  ventured  to 
question  her  on  the  subject — still  she  was 
far  from  satisfied  as  to  the  real  state  of 
affairs. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  certainly  a  pattern  to 
all  in  her  situation,  as  a  woman  who  lives  in 
the  world  of  fashion — (only  to  such,  let  it  be 
plainly  understood  I)  All  she  did,  was  done 
with  such  delicacy,  at  the  same  time  with  such 
skill ;  there  was  no  blundering  attempt  to  press 
matters  before  the  proper  time,  by  the  use  of 


THE  BOSOM  FBIEND.  23 

'^^i^&cedyOr  awkwardly  concealed  manceuTres. 

Sbe  let  things  go  quietly  on  their  own  way, 

^^th  merely  a  gentle  touch   now  and  then, 
^^  Bet  them  in  a  right  direction,  instead  of 
^be  bold,  palpable  moves  which  too  often  send 
tte  actors  entirely  off  the  proper  line. 

Xhe  mother  beheld  her  unconscious  son,  as 
*^^^  as  these  reports  had  not  reached  his 
^^^B,  continue  his  kind  brotherly  attentions 
^o^rards  the  Baroness;  riding — ^walking  with 
'^^^  as  with  his  sisters,  and  he  would  dance 
^t\\  her,  or  sit  by  her  side  in  public 

^Che  state  of  Giulia's  feelings  had  not  es- 
^l>cd  Mrs,  Hamilton's  keen  perceptions,  and 
**^  discovery  greatly  encouraged  her  in  her 
•*^*^giiine  views.  It  was  upon  this  she  relied 
^^^^•t,  as  a  means  by  which  to  lead  her  son 
^^t^tive  to  her  wishes — on  this  and  his  extreme 
***fection  for  herself — she  knew  well  that  for 
"^^  Bake  he  bad  ever  been  ready  to  make  any 
"^csrifice. 

I)ut  with  Claud,  she   was  aware  that  she 
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had  to  deal  with  one,  who,  like  his  fiGither, 
was  the  very  soul  of  honour  and  right  feel- 
ing, to  whom  she  must  not  breathe  of  worldly 
interest  and  consideration,  If  she  wished  not  at 
once  to  scare  him  from  this  good  fortune.  She 
roust  not  breath  a  word  on  those  points, 
upon  which  she  did  not  scruple  to  dilate,  when 
speaking  to  her  daughters ;  for  men,  she  said, 
were  so  proTokingly  tenacious — at  least,  those 
with  whom  she  had  to  deal !  and  truly,  if  there 
existed  one,  who  seemed  to  have  preserved  un- 
impaired these  principles  of  honour,  which  the 
world  is  wont  so  soon  to  tarnish,  it  was  Mr. 
Hamilton. 

His  wife  had  never  dared  to  whisper  to  him 
a  hint  of  her  present  scheme.  She  knew  that 
the  slightest  idea  of  design  in  this  case  would 
excite  his  disgust  and  displeasure. 

If  it  were  so  with  him — what  would 
it  be  with  the  son,  possessing  as  he  did,  all 
his  father's  opinions,  or  prejudices,  for  so  Mrs. 
Hamilton    called    what  in  reality — although 
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die  often  found  them  inconvenient — she  could 
not  choose  but  admire.  Therefore  it  was  to 
no  woricQy  point  of  her  son's  character  that 
die  ooold  direct  her  aim ;  rather  must  her 
^n^es  be  directed  to  the  unselfish  nature  of 
his  dispodtion,  and  the  strength  of  her  influ- 
enoe  over  bis  mind. 

Matters  however   approached   their    crisis 
sooner  than  she  had  anticipated. 


VOL.  H 


26 


THE  BOSOM  FBIBMIX 


CHAPTER  III. 


**  A  married  life,  to  itpeak  the  best 
Is  all  a  lottery  confest ; 

♦  *  ♦ 

'Tis  an  important  point  to  know 
There*!  no  perfection  here  below. 
♦  «  ♦  ♦  • 

Man's  an  old  compound  after  all, 
And  ever  has  been  since  the  fall." 


COTTOV. 


Claud  Hamilton  had  been  at  home  some 
weeks,  when  one  day  he  entered  his  mother's 
dressing-room,  and  threw  himself  on  tf  sofa  by 
her  side. 
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After  a  few  momcntB  of  silence,  he  ex- 
clainaed, 

"  Mother,  I  have  been  vtty  mDch  nnBo^ed 

"  Indeed — how,  dear  Clmid,  what  has  hap- 
pened r  she  enquired. 

**  People  are  audi  foolB,"  he  exclaimed  im- 
Petnonaly,  "  «uch  idiots*  and  busy  bodieB  I  I 
''•d  heard  before,  that  there  waa  some  foolish 
'^Port  about  the  Baroness  and  myself,  but 
■"^  not  know  that  it  waa  so  generally  be- 

*'  Oeoi^e,  dear,  do  not  make  such  anoiae," 
***4  Mrs.  Hanultcm,  turning  to  the  child,  who 
^^a  playing  in  the  room ;  as  a  little  feint  to 
^^  the  manifestation  of  any  too  great 
'"'^^teat  in  the  eubjeot  thus  suddenly 
'^^tifccbed. 

**  But  I  did  not  know,  Claad,"  she  continued, 

*iiai  it  had  gone  so  far,  afl— " 

**  It  is  really  very  provoking,"  interrupted 
c  3 
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Claud  Hamilton,  speaking  rapidly,  '^that  a 
man  cannot  be  kind  and  attentive  to  a  ^1 
whom  he  has  known  from  a  child,  without 
such  ridiculous  nonsense  being  circulated.** 

These  words  grated  somewhat  unpleasantly 
on  Mrs.  Hamilton's  ears,  but  she  said  very 
calmly, 

^'  And  what  have  you  heard  which  has  so 
excited  you?" 

Claud  then  told  his  motlier,  that  he  had 
Ijcen  congratulated  upon  his  intended  marri- 
:ige,  as  if  it  had  been  considered  ii  settled  affair, 
l)articularly  from  the  circumstance  of  Lady  de 
Crcspigny,  not  having  appeared  in  public 
lately. 

And  true  it  was  that  Giulia's  sick  heart, 
now  become  insupportably  painful^  had  made 
her  shun  gaiety,  and  remain  almost  entirely  at 
home. 

"  Now  really,"  Claud  continued,  "  on  my 
own  account,  I  care  not  for  this  folly,  but  it 
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^^y  reach  Giulia*s  ears  also,  and  then  in  what 

^eiy  disagreeable  position  it  would  place  us 

*^^th^  considering  how  we  are  situated ;  how- 

^^^t',  I  took  care  flatly  to  contradict  it,  an<l 

^^Sged,  Lady — to  spread  about  that  I  had  done 

^^ ;     I    also    assured    L how    grateful 

-■-    ehoold  feel,  by  his  exerting  himself  in  my 
*5^vour,   concerning  this  appointment,   which 
^'^A  half  promised  to  me — and  he  said  he  would 
do  all  he  could.'* 

*'My  dear  Claud  T  exclaimed  his  mother, 
^  a  tone  marking  how  little  she  approved  of 
the  proceeding. 

**  Yes,  dear  mother,**  continued  her  son,  im- 

sgioiog  that   it  was   dismay  at  the   idea  of 

losing  him   again   so   soon — ^*  I   consider   it 

^J  duty ;  howeyer  reluctant  I  feel  to  the  idea 

of  being  separated  from  you  all  again,  after 

00  long  an   absence,  this  is   not   a  time  to 

think  of  idling  at  home.    In  the  critical  state 

of  public  affidrs,  when  my  father  may  soon  be 

oat  of  office,  with  all  the  expenses  attendant 
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on  80  large  a  family^  it  would  indeed  be  a  dn 
for  me  to  neglect  the  means  of  attaining 
this  lucrative  Bituation,  though  it  should  take 
me  to  America  for  two  years.'' 

"  America  for  two  years  I**  What  a  blow  to 
all  Mrs.  Hamilton's  prospects  for  him  I 

She  looked  grave  and  thoughtful,  as  she 
sat  meditating  some  bold  stroke;  the  time 
having  now  arrived,  when  some  decisive  mei^ 
sure  became  imperative. 

Claud  endeavoured  to  change  the  subject, 
and  to  restore  cheerfulness  to  the  countenance 
of  his  fondly  loved  mother,  over  which, 
he  never  could  endure  for  a  moment,  to  see 
a  cloud. 

Mrs.  PLimilton's  determination  was  soon 
taken. 

Remembering  the  fresh,  guilelessness  of  her 
son's  disposition— his  openness  and  sincerity, 
she  thought,  that  after  all,  the  best  policy, 
as  well  as  the  least  trouble  to  herself,  would 
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^  at  once  to  be  sincere  and  explicit — so  the 

next  moment  she  exclaimed — 

^'  My  own  dear  Claud,  I  know  of  a  scheme 
vhich  would  be  so  infinitely  more  agreeable 
and  advantageous  than  this  horrid  appoint- 
OBcnt,"  Mrs.  Hamilton  paused  a  moment, 
looking  somewhat  nervously^  but  smilingly 
uto  his  &oe,  whilst  he  waited  all  attention 
fcr  her  to  continue.  "  My  dearest  Claud — 
^bat  IS  there  to  prevent  your  confirming 
^  excellent  plan,   the  world  has  so  kindly 

(ludked  out   for  you,  by  wooing   our  young 

Bttxmess — winning    her,   I  am    sure    would 

be  no  di£Scult  task." 
Claud  looked  first  enquiringly  into  his  mo- 

tker^B  face,    to  ascertain   whether  or  not  she 

were  gpeaking   seriously,  and    then   coloring, 

^  a  slightly  offended   and   astonished  tone, 

merely  said, 

'' My  dear  mother,  what   an  absurd  idea !' 
•od  turned  away. 

"  ^^y     absurd,    Claud  ?"    she    answered. 


«*^uiiiciuti  .^ne  Knew  her  sonwoi 
ward,    and  now,  merely  waited 
tunity  to  combat  them  with  her  p 
quence. 

"  Dear  mother/'  the  young  m 
a  smile,  at  the  quiet  maimer  i 
last  question  had  been  spoken;  ' 
calmly  as  if  you  were  merely  pi 
I  should  ask  the  Baroness  to  da 
of  requesting  her  to  become  my 
life  ;  but  you  are  only  joking,  mothi 
it  won't  do." 

"  Claud,  I  am  not  joking,'^  sin 
earnestly ;  ^  this  is  not  a  sudden 
can  assure  you ;  it  has  long  floate 
imagination,    as  one  of   my  most 


/»•» 


«♦!-.-      • 
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dared  to  mention  the  subject,  had  I  not  of 
late  began  almodt  to  suspect,  that  such  a 
wish  on  my  part,  would  not  surprise  or  dis- 
please you  very  much." 

**  Mother,  for  mercy's  sake,  what  do  you 
mean  ?  I  am  sure  1  have  afforded  you  no  cause 
for  such  a  suspicion." 

"  Beally,  my  dear  boy,  I  cannot  give  you 
credit  for  possessing  so  small  a  share  of  the 
vanity  inherent  to  your  sex,  as  to  imagine  that 
you  could  have  been  perfectly  blind  to  the 
glaring  fact,  of  the  state  of  the  little  Baroness's 
heart,  which  has  been  so  sorely  wounded  by 
your  beaux  yeux — and  when  you  have  con- 
tinued so  remorselessly  to  deepen  and 
widen  the  wound  with  such  gentle 
cruelty  —  such  kind  attention  —  what  is  one 
to  thinkr 

Claud  coloured  and  looked  deeply  an- 
noyed, though  he  tried  to  laugh,  when,  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  speech,  he  said. 
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"  What  nonsense !  1  am  sure  you  belie 
Giulia  cruelly.'* 

"  No,  indeed^  Claud,  your  sisters  will  tell 
you  the  same  story — tliey  are  as  well  aware 
of  the  fact  as  I  am — and,  indeed,  who  oould 
help  perceiving  it  ?  I  never  saw  any  one 
look  80  truly  miserable  as  poor  Griulia  has 
done  lately;  she  neither  eats  or  sleep— and, 
in  short,  is  as  perfect  a  specimen   of 

*  She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  &c.,  &c/ 

as  I  ever  beheld.*' 

"  If  this  i&  true,  mother,  it  was  very 
wrong  indeed  of  you,  not  to  warn  me  of  it 
before ;  God  knows,  I  would  rather  have  cut 
off  my  right  liand,  then  that  this  should  have 
happened.  It  is  making  me  out,  indeed  a 
brute,  to  imagine  that,  with  the  least  suspi- 
cion of  such  an  idea,  as  you  have  just 
suggested,  I  should  not  have  acted  very  dif- 
ferently. I  have  ever  hitherto,  almost  considered 
Giulia  in  the    light    of    a  sister,"  continued 
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Claudy  pacing  the  room  with  agitated 
steps ;  ^^  when  a  cold,  dull  child,  I  used  to 
take  pleasure  in  being  kind  to  her,  because 
she  was  neglected  by  others  —  and  she  is 
one,  who  I  should  never  have  suspected  of  sus- 
ceptibility." 

"  Grod  knows,  Claud  I  you  must  consider 
she  is  not  your  sister  —  nor  is  she  a 
child  —  and  remember,  Etna  lies  beneath 
the  snow/' 

"  You  are  Job's  comforter,  mother  —  how- 
ever, I  do  still  hope  that  you  are  mistaken. 
I  shall  go  down  to  Brighton  for  a  few  days," 
he  added,  abruptly,  after  Mrs.  Hamilton  had 
suffered  him  to  pace  the  room  hurriedly  for 
some  minutes,  in  order  that  be  might  digest 
the  new  ideas  she  had  introduced  into  his 
mind. 

^'  Do  think  over  this  business,  dear,"  JVIrs. 
Hamilton  at  length  said,  seriously  and  per- 
suasively ;  '^  it  is  a  matter  which  concerns  us 
all  so  greatly ;  the  happiness  not  of  one,  but 
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the  welfare  of  so  many  is  implicated  in  it  — * 
and,  above  all,  yourself;  although,  I  well 
know,  that  is  the  last  person  of  whom  you 
ever  think." 

"  No,  indeed,  mother,  this  is  not  my  in- 
tention; but  rather  to  put  a  stop  to  this 
unpleasant  business,  before  it  goes  any  further 
— for  even  if  I  do  not  get  the  appointment, 
Guilia  will  be  soon  returning  to  Shirley ;  and 
I  cannot  persuade  myself  there  can  be  any- 
thing 80  very  serious  in  her  feelings 
towards  me,  but  what  will  not  soon  eva- 
porate —  nothing  to  render  it  incumbent 
on  me  to  make  such  a  sacrifice  of  myself, 
as  to—" 

"  Hush,  hush  I  dear  Claud,"  interrupted 
Mrs.  Hamilton,  feeling  how  disagreeable 
might  be  the  remembrance  of  those  words 
some  future  day ;  "  do  not  so  hastily  reject 
all  thoughts  of  a  step,  the  vital  importance 
of  which,  to  yourself  and  family,  you  cannot 
at  present  imagine." 
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'^  Mother  r  exclaimed  the  young  man,  much 
agitated,  **  it  may  be  as  well,  perhaps,  to  come 
to  the  point  at  once— which  wiU,  I  am  sure, 
settle  the  matter  finally,  and  shew  you  the 
impossibility  of  this  scheme,  on  which  you 
have — I  am  annoyed  and  grieved  to  see^so 
set  your  mind." 

Mrs.  Hamilton  looked  alarmed. 

*^  I  do  not  love  Giulia,"  Claud  continued ; 
**  and  never,  for  any  worldly  consideration, 
would  I  be  so  base  as  to  marry  a  womain  I 
did  not  love.  I  know  what  you  would  say, 
mother,"  —  for  he  guessed  pretty  well,  the 
arguments  she  would  use  upon  the  occasion ; 
"  however,  I  think  I  am  quite  young  enough 
to  be  allowed  to  wait  a  little  longer  before 
it  is  necessary  for  me  to  marry  at  all ;  cer- 
tainly, I  feel  no  inclination  to  hurry  myself 
into  a  mariage  de  canvenance — the  principles 
of  which  I  condenm,  as  much  as  I  should 
dislike  the  affair  in  itself.  My  dear  mother, 
if  we   are   to  be  thus   bartered  for  worldly 
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considerations,  what  becomes  of  our  advan- 
tage over  royalty,  in  our  freedom  as  regards 
the  disposal  of  our  hearts  ?  I  am  sure,  if  we 
only  glance  at  the  present  watched  state  of 
affairs  in  Carlton  House,  we  ought  to  be 
thankful,  that  love  alone  need  influence  us, 
fortunate  subjects — in  the  choice  of  a  part- 
ner for  life ;  if  the  affections  of  the  heart 
are  to  be  set  aside,  and  expediency  and  interest 
substituted  in  their  place,  then — " 

*^But  dearest  Claud,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Hamilton  faintly,  "  there  is  at  least  love  on 
one  side,  and  it  would  be  different  if  you  had 
ever  conceived  any  other  attachment ;"  and  she 
looked  with  half  timid  enquiry  into  her  son's 
face. 

"  Oh,  you  want  to  dive  into  my  secrets," 
Claud  said  laughingly ;  "  but  you  may  set 
your  mind  at  ease  on  that  point,  mother  mine  ! 
My  heart  has  never  yet  received  any  severe 
wounds — only  very  harmless  injuries  from  the 
dark  eyes  of  the  Spanish  ladies  ;  but  it  is  my 
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dream  of  joy,  that  some  day  I  may  meet  with 
a  fair  one,  as  much  like  my  beautiful  mother 
as  possible,"  and  he  kissed  her  affectionately, 
"  one  who  I  may  be  able  to  love,  and  who 
will  return  my  love.  Well  Georgie,  I  hope,** 
he  continued  rising  as  if  the  conversation 
were  at  an  end,  *^  I  hope  you  are  edified  by 
my  discourse ;"  for  the  child,  having  been 
obliged  to  cease  his  noisy  game,  had  re- 
mained crossed  legged  on  the  sofa,  beguiling 
the  time  by  brandishing  his  whip,  and  listening 
most  attentively  to  tlie  dialogue  going  on 
between  his  mother  and  Claud. 

A  little  play  now  followed  between  the 
brothers — and  then  Claud  glanced  at  his 
mother  ;  she  sat  silent — looking  most  unfeign- 
edly  dejected  and  crest  fallen. 

It  may  seem  that  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  made 
less  use  of  her  powers  of  rhetoric  and  persua- 
sion, than  might  have  been  expected  from  the 
ardent  interest  she  felt  in  the  cause;  but  the  fact 
was,    that   the    straightforward,    undisguised 
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manner  in  which  her  son  treated  the  proposal^ 
seemed  to  put  to  shame  the  worldly  feelings 
of  the  mother's  heart  She  looked  upon  her 
noble  son^  inwardly  gloried  in  his  generous  sen- 
timents,  and  the  truth  of  all  he  said  came  home 
to  her  heart.  It  would  indeed  be  a  sacrifice, 
for  one  so  young — so  good—  so  noble— so  truly 
formed  for  the  heart's  purest  affections,  for 
ever  to  shut  up  their  source  by  the  seal  of  a 
cold,  calculating  marriage. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  felt  this,  and  she  lost  all 
courage  to  bring  forth  the  flash  of  eloquence 
and  rhetoric,  she  had  prepared ;  but  at  the  same 
time,  she  felt  only  deeper  disappointment  and 
mortification  at  the  sight  of  her  darling  vision 
melting  into  air  -  and  at  feeling  that  she  herself 
was  losing  strength,  though  (alas!  alas!  for 
degenerate  human  nature)  not  inclination  to 
support  her  scheme. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  knew  not  at  that  moment  how 
much  more  this  passive  re8ignation,(for  which  she 
deeply  blamed  herself)  tended  to  the  success 
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of  her  wishes,  than  would  have  done  the  most 
detennmed  and  skilful  perseverance.  If  she 
had  continued  her  worldly  entreaties  and  argu- 
ments, Claud  would  have  been  perhaps  only 
the  more  confirmed  in  his  view  of  the  matter. 
But  he  could  not  bear  to  witness  the  subdued 
and  disappointed  air  of  the  mother  whom  he 
almost  idolized — who  had  ever  been  his  beau 
ideal  of  perfection  in  a  woman. 
'  Placing  himself  therefore  again  by  her  side 
as  she  sat  —her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  he 
said,  taking  her  hand  affectionately  within  his  ; 

*^  Do  not  look  so  grave,  dear  mother;  tell  me 
what  makes  you  so  anxious  about  this  most 
extraordinary  plan  T 

Mrs.  Hamilton  lifted  up  her  head,  with  a 
brightened  expression. 

**  Claud,"  she  exclaimed,  ^*  I  am  sure  you 
know  your  mother  too  well  to  think,  that  for 
her  own  selfish  gratification  alone,  she  would 
urge  upon  you  anything  against  which  your 
heart  rebels ;  truly  would  every  advantage  it 
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affords  be  cancelled,  if  accompanied  by  repugn 
nance  on  your  part  My  darling  son,  I  only 
ask  you  not  to  be  rash,  not  to  reject  without 
due  consideration,  a  prospect,  which  one  day 
you  may  repent  having  so  precipitately,  I 
may  add,  so  weakly,  disregarded.  My  dear 
boy,  only  view  the  subject  in  its  proper  light. 
Here  is  a  young  Baroness — no  brilliant  beauty 
I  confess  I — but  at  the  same  time  no  fright ; 
and  look  round  and  tell  me,  where  is  the  do-* 
mcstic  happiness,  solely  depending  on  the 
possession  of  loveliness  ? — This  young  Peeress 
is  talented,  amiable,  for  I  am  certain  that 
Giulia  conceals,  under  a  somewhat  reserved 
deportment,  intrinsic  merit,  which  drawn  forth 
by  the  happiness  and  affection  of  domestic 
life,  are  what  any  man  might  be  proud  of. 
Well  then,  amiable  and  clever  we  know  she 
is,  and  above  aU — and  this  is  the  greatest 
recommendation  in  my  eyes — she  has  the  taste 
and  heart  to  love  with  pure   disinterestedness 
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my  own  dear  son/'  Tears  started  to  the 
mother's  ejes,  and  were  soon  rolling  down  her 
cheeks. 

Claud  sat  mute  and  motionless,  and  looked 
pale  and  agitated. 

'^  Oh,  Claud/  Mrs.  Hamilton  continued, 
<<  you  will  be  disappointed  if  in  this  cold  and 
bitter  world,  you  expect  to  find  many  in- 
stances of  such  a  love— a  love  like  hers— poor 
Giulia's  I  it  is  a  rare  and  precious  gem,  reject 
not  thus  heedlessly,  that  which  you  may  never 
find  again.  This  is  the  state  of  the  case, 
Claud;  what  has  it  to  do  with  any  private 
mercenary  considerations  on  your  part  ?  and 
with  regard  to  others — '* 

"  But,  mother,  I  love  her  not,"  groaned  poor 
Claud. 

**  Not  at  this  moment,  perhaps,**  replied  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  "  but  you  have  never  tried  to  do 
so ;  and,"  she  continued  in  a  voice  of  agitated 
earnestness,  which  had  in  it  a  slight  shade  of 
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reproach,  "  it  is  all  very  well,  dear  Claud|'jfco 
talk  of  feeling  and  inclination;  it  would 
indeed  be  delightful  if  we  could  think  alone 
of  indulging  every  impulse,  but  we  cannot 
unfortunately  live  entirely  for  ourselves— for- 
get all  interest— all  happiness  but  our  own. 
Claud,  to  come  to  the  truth  without  further 
discussion,  you  know  we  are  for  from  rich ;  we 
live,  in  consequence  of  the  position  in  society 
we  are  obliged  to  maintain,  far  above  our  in- 
come. Just  now  our  circumstances  are  pecu- 
liarly difficult.  Henry's  Sandhurst's  education 
— Archie  just  gone  to  an  expensive  school  — 
the  governess  ~  your  elder  sisters,  who  cost 
not  a  little  just  now,  requiring  as  they  do  so 
much  dress,  &c.,  &c,  during  this  London 
season.  Perhaps  you  will  say  we  ought  to  do 
less,  but  you  know  your  father  would  rather 
starve  himself,  than  see  one  of  his  children 
deprived  of  any  advantage  which  might  bene- 
fit them  ;  and  God  knows,"  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears,   "  this  is  not  from   any   worldly 
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pride  it  springs  from  his  indulgent,  affectionate, 
unselfish  heart.  At  this  present  time/'  Mrs. 
Hamilton  continued,  '^  I  know  he  is  much 
harassed  by  pressing  money  matters— you 
have  remarked  that  you  did  not  think  your 
father  was  in  particularly  good  spirits.  I  un- 
derstand every  shade  of  his  countenance,  every 
tone  of  his  dear  voice,  and  know,  that  under 
aU  his  seeming  cheerfulness  when  among  us, 
he  is  far  from  himself.  I  almost  fancy 
he  looks  ten  years  older  within  these  last  few 
weeks,'*  and  Mrs.  Hamilton's  countenance 
shewed  plainly  the  genuine  emotions,  which 
even  worldliness  had  never  for  a  moment 
diminished — feelings  of  anxious  devoted  love 
for  her  husband  ! 

Claud  sat  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hands 
and  was  still  silent. 

'^  Dear  Claud,"  his  mother  continued,  in  a 
voice  of  unfeigned  emotion,  ^*  you  must  for* 
give  me  if  I  seem  to  overlook  in  the  slightest 
degree  your  feelings,  in  pressing  the  consider- 
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ation  of  this  affair  upon  you,  but  it  is  a  stake 
of  such  vital  importance,  for  not  only  is  your 
own  welfare,  but  the  happiness  and  prosperity 
of  so  many  concerned  in  it*  Oh  I  what  a 
relief  would  it  be  to  your  father's  mind^  to 
feel  that  you,  at  least,  were  well  provided  for 
— such  a  thing  for  you — for  your  sisters «- in- 
deed for  aU  I'' 

Again  she  paused,  and  laid  her  soft  hand 
caressingly  on  his.  Claud  lifted  up  his 
head,  arose  looking  very  grave  and  very 
pale,  said  it  was  time  to  dress,  and- spoke 
a  few  careless  words  to  one  of  his 
sisters,  who  entered  the  room  at  that 
moment. 

And  this  is  not  an  exaggerated  picture,  of 
the  manner  in  which  many  a  marriage  is  ar- 
ranged !  Sad  to  say,  it  is  an  over  true  one.  We 
fear  that  if  there  was,  a  behind  the  scenes,  in 
nine  cases  out  of  ten,  where  a  listener  might 
hear    the    discussions   which    generally   take 
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[dace  before  a  marrige  is  settled,  tbey  would 
be  convinced  tbat  we  paint  from  life.  Yes, 
it  may  be  a  melancholy  idea,  but  so  it  is,  that 
many  an  ardent  and  free  young  spirit  is  talked 
— yes,  literally  talked  into  marriage — 

Many  a  young  creature  whose  hopes  of  hap- 
piness in  the  married  state  are  high,  who  has 
panted  for    the  joys  of  companionship  with 
an  idol  of  its  fancy — all  perfect — all  delight- 
ful— ^has  this    dream   of  years,   at    once  re- 
morselessly overthrown — amother's  or  father's 
hand  destroying  the  beautiful  fabric  by  some 
plan  of  prudence,  and  without  a  pang  is  the 
beautiful  edifice  demolished ;  for  parents  think 
only  of  the  substance,  and  have  outlived  all 
remembrance  of  the  shadow,   which  perhaps 
they  once  cherished  also  in  their  young  and 
unworldly    days.      And    there    is    always    a 
weapon  which  parents  can  wield  for  the  pur- 
pose desired — some  tender  chord  to  harp  upon 
— if  the  victims  are  callous  to  their  own  in- 
terest, there  is  always  a  corps  de  reserve ;  some 
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touching  of  feelings — some  relationship— some 
working  upon  the  generous  ductile  heart  of 
youth.   All  this  is  fact — not  fiction.  Marriages 
are  oftener  than  people   imagine — mariageB  de 
convenance — and    instead    of   wondering  that 
there  are  so  many  unhappy  wedded  pairs,  the 
marvel  in  our  opinion  is,   that  there  are   so 
many  happy  ones.     We  speak  not  in  reproof^ 
but   in   sorrow,   for   the   infirmity   of  human 
nature ;  for  so  it  is  with  all  alike,  and  so  we 
know  it  will  be,  as  long  as  the  business  con- 
tinues, of  marrying,  and  giving  in  marriage. 
After  all,  though  there  are  very  few  marri- 
ages made  in  these  our  days,  according  to  the 
dictates  of  nature,  perhaps  it  is  as  well ;  for 
many  of  what  are  called  love  matches,  are  for 
the  most  part  sorry  concerns,  generally  turn- 
ing out  mixtures  of  poverty,   disappointment 
—  oft times,  misery! 

Claud  Hamilton  dined  at  Carlton  House 
that  evening.  The  Hamiltons  were  great 
favourites   of  the   Regent.      Almost   immedi- 
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ately  upon  entering  the  Royal  presence,  hk 
was  startled  by  his  august  host  addressing  him, 
with  that  degree  of  interest  in  the  affairs  ot 
others,  which  he  so  peculiarly  possessed. 

"  Well,  Sir,  when  is  it  to  be  ?  come,  don't 
deny  it— never  let  such  an  opportunity  slip— 
a  capital  stroke  for  you—I  put  it  into  your 
mother's  head  the  first  night  of  your  arrival ; 
I  shall  expect  to  hear  before  long  that  it  is 
all  settled — "  and  the  Prince  passed  on. 

Poor  Claud  !  he  thought  all  the  world  had 
conspired  against  him— even  he  who  was  him« 
self  suffering  annoyances  and  heartburnings, 
from  his  own  sad  specimen  of  a    mariaffe  de 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


"  I  would  not  pry  into  tby  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity  ;  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  church  to  Heaven.' 

Byron's  Manfrbd. 


How  happily  unconscious  was  Giulia  the  next 
morning,  when  she  beard  that  Claud  was  going 
to  Brighton  for  a  few  days,  that  she  was  in 
any  way  connected  with  his  departure,  for  he 
altered  not  his  sudden  determination  to  leave 
London. 
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She  heard  the  intelligence  unmoved ;  her 
love  was  then  of  that  hopeless,  crushing  kind, 
which  renders  the  heart  insensible  eilj^er  to 
fdeasure  or  pain>  in  the  presenee  or  absence  of 
its  object. 

But  had  she  known  all,  what  ag(my  and 
shame  would  have  been  her  portion  I  As  it 
was,  even  when  Claud  entered  the  drawing- 
room  to  take  leave,  she  merely  felt  her  heart 
beat  quicker. 

He  had  bid  adieu  to  his  sisters— to  his  mother, 
who  had  avoided  another  private  interview 
with  her  son,  and  now,  as  he  approached  the 
Baroness,  she  turned  away  to  avoid  the  ap- 
pearance of  observing  him. 

Claud  advanced  towards  Giulia,  and  his 
feelings  were  most  uncomfortable  as  he  did  so. 
He  had  not  seen  her  since  his  conversation 
with  his  mother — ^he  scarcely  dared  to  look  at 
her,  or  speak,  lest  his  voice  should  appear 
changed — he  put  out  his  hand,  with  a  hasty 
gaze  at  her  countenance,  and  she  gave  hers 
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in  silence  too — it  was  cold,  but  trembled  not 
in  his  grasp. 

Her  fiEu^e  was  very  pale,  her  eJtpression  of  that 
fixed  and  joyless  cast,  which  he  had  remarked 
of  late,  but  considered  only  as  the  demonstra*- 
tion  of  the  gloomy  character  of  her  childhood. 
But  now  the  quiet,  hopeless,  dejection  of 
her  demeanour  touched  his  lieart ;  he  viewed 
it  under  a  new  light. 

There  are  few,  if  any,  whose  vanity  (if  not 
other   feelings)   is   not    somewhat    pleasingly 
touched,  by  the  idea  of  being  loved ;  and  though 
Claud   possessed   us   little  as  possible  of  this 
predisposition— which  begging  their  pardon,  is 
generally  more  largely  developed  in  his  own 
sex,  than  in  that  of  the  other — we  will  not  say 
that    it    was    not   a   little    gratified    vanity, 
mingling  with  the  milk  of  humim  kindness-^ 
with  which  his  heart  over-flowed — that  caused 
it  to   soften,   as  the  thought  passed  through 
his  mind,  that  Giulia  loved  him,   loved  him  too 
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with  that  unobtrusive,  modest  love,  which 
could  excite  no  repellent  feeling  in  his  brea^'t, 
but  rather  fill  it  with  gratitude — with  pity  !— 
PUy ! — when  a  man  begins  to  pity — truly  he 
is  not  far  from  a  warmer  feeling* 

Claud  pressed  her  cold  hand  which  returned 
not  his  pressure — a  slight  shade  of  colour  alone 
demonstrating  that  she  noticed  it.  But  ah ! 
she  did  indeed  feel  it,  and  felt  as  it  were,  the 
sun-beam  of  the  glaoce  which  accompanied  it. 

**  But  'twas  a  gleam-— a  fairy  gleam 
-  Which  toon  had  passed  away, 
Like  tiiat  whieh  on  a  wintry  mom 
Doth  brighten  all  as  May— 
For  one  brief  moment-^ben  'tis  gone 
And  att  siaemfl  atill  more  drear-* 
So  her  poor  dark,  and  lonely  heart 
More  desolate  did  appear.** 

Oiulia  paid  her  usual  visit  to  Mivart's  that  day. 
She  was  shewn  into  the  sitting  room,  where 
she  generally  held  her  confidential  interviews 
with  her  friend,and  where  she  had  lately  found 
the  young  Marchese,    whose    presence    was 


*- 
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almost  a  relief,  now  that  her  mind  was  bot- 
dened  with  a  feeling  which  she  shrunk  firom 
having  scrutinized,  by  the  keen  eyes  even  of 
her  bosom  friend.  But  this  day  the  apartment 
was  unoccupied  on  her  entrance,  even  by  Nice 
—and  she  sat  for  some  time  alone  in  a  state 
of  dreamy  stupor,  into  which — when  the  pre- 
sence of  others  did  not  rouse  her  to  some  ex- 
ertion—H9he  now  generally  sank. 

At  length  a  sound  met  her  ears— the  closing 
of  the  door !  She  slowly  lifted  up  her  eyes. 
They  wandered  at  first  with  a  sort  of  bewil- 
dered expression,  over  the  dark  figure  of  a 
man,  who  stood  before  her,  whilst  a  voice 
stern,  though  musical,  murmured  over  her  a 
blessing. 

It  was  Fra  Paolo. 

Giulia  arose,  a  kind  of  mysterious  awe 
stealing  into  her  breast,  as  his  identity  darted 
upon  her  perception. 

The  Priest  fixed  his  penetrating  glance  upon 
her,  and  after  a  moment's  silence  he  spoke— 
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"  Lady  de  Crespigny,  I  rejoice  to  see  once 
more,  her  for  whose  soul's  welfare  I  have  wept 
— and  prayed— and  chastened  myself  with 
fasting  and  penance.  May  I  find  that  my 
prayers  and  stripes  have  not  been  un- 
availing ;  that  the  craftiness  of  man,  and  the 
art  with  which  they  lie  in  wait  to  deceive 
weak  mortals,  has  not  been  permitted  to  pre- 
vail against  you;  but  that  the  saints  and 
Holy  Virgin  watching  over  my  daughter,  have 
preserved  safe  to  her,  the  treasure  of  her  de- 
parted mother's  faith — ^the  only  true  faith  by 
which  she  can  be  saved.  Though  its  profession 
may  have  been  hidden  in  the  heart,  from  the 
eyes  of  those,  who  would  fain  wrest  it  from  you ; 
yet  I  pray  that  it  is  still  there — uncorrupted — 
and  ready  to  be  shewn  forth  boldly — when  t!ie 
truth  and  honour  of  our  Holy  Mother  Church 
requires  it.  Daughter,  is  it  so  ?*'  and  he  fixed 
a  stem  penetrating  glance  upon  the  pale  coun- 
tenance of  Giulia. 

Religion  can  assume   no   very  strong  and 
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palpable  form  in  a  mind  distempered  or  ill- 
regulated.  The  heart,  after  vain,  sha- 
dows, 

^  Disquieting  itnelf  in  Taio," 


starts  aloof  from  that  pure,  calm  voice,  which 
offers  to  the  earthly  mind,  no 

'*  Fab  J  gleam — no  rapture  high  I** 

In  Giulia's  case,  the  influence  which  the 
subtle  Priest,  in  his  visit  to  Shirley  had  ac- 
quired over  her  mind,  had  never  entirely  lost 
its  power ;  nor  associated  with  him,  the  im- 
pression of  a  religion  which  he  had  presented 
in  so  imposing  and  exciting  a  manner  to  her 
young  imagination. 

Still  this  h«^d  been  much  confused  with  the 
purity  and  truth  of  the  doctrines  with  which 
her  aunt  had  subsequently  striven  to  imbue  her 
mind ;  but  the  fact  of  living,  as  she  had  done 
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latterly  so  much  with  the  world,  and  the  peo- 
ple of  the  world,  had  dimmed  more  than  ever, 
the  ideas  of  truth  in  her  mind,  and  weakened 
its  power  over  her  heart. 

Sometimes,  when  her  soul  yearned 
with  an  undefined  longing  for  that  peace 
which  the  world  cannot  give^  the  gracious 
words. 

'^Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  are  weary 
and  heavy  laden,**  sounded  in  her  ear ; 
and  her  spirit,  as  it  were,  struggled  to  fly 
to  Him,  who  called  it  with  such  gracious 
words. 

But  there  was  not  faith  to  lead  her  spiritual 
eyes  to  discern,  who  would  have  given  her  rest, 
and  she  would  then  strive  to  prostrate  herself 
in  imagination  before  the  golden  crucifix,  and 
the  pictured  form  of  the  meek  Virgin— as  once 
before  she  had  knelt  in  her  mother's  cham- 
ber. 

But  from  these  images  her  heart  ascended 
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not  to  Uim,  to  whom  the  wonhippen  of 
idols  profess  to  lead  their  fbllowera ;  it 
rather  descended  to  the  creature  with  which 
these  emblems  were  associated;  and  with  a 
mysterious  awe^  how  different  to  the  feel- 
ing with  which  the  meek  diedple  of  Chiiat 
strives  to  inspire  those  he  would  lead  to  hia 
master's  love,  Giulia  would  remember  the 
solemn  mien  of  the  priest,  all  the  solemnity 
and  mystery  with  which  the  thoughts  of 
that  dark  man  were  connected ;  and  she  would 
lose  sight  of  the  Creator  in  the  idea  of  the 
proud,  usurping  creature. 

And  now  he  stood  once  more  before  her, 
in  all  the  saintly  dignity  of  deportment  he 
could  so  well  assume ;  so  particidarly  striking 
to  one,  living  as  she  had  done,  so  long  amongst 
tlie  light  and  earthly-minded — amongst  those 
to  whom  outward  sanctity  was  unknown- 
crushed,  burdened  as  she  had  felt  before  with 
a     sorrow     from    which,  she   could  not  seek 
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relief^  through  the  pity  or  sympathy  of  her 
equals.  Pride  seemed  to  vanish  before  the  sur- 
prise— ^the  awe  of  his  superior  presence  : 
— •  she  sunk  on  her  knees  at  his  feet  mur- 
muTMig^ 

**  Father,  I  know  not,  I  know  nothing,  but 
that  I  am  weak,  and  sinful,  and  miserable  — 
weary  of  the  world,  of  myself.  Oh  I  give  me 
—give  me  peace  T 

A  smile  illumined  the  countenance  of 
the  priest;  not  the  smile,  alas  I  with  which  angeb 
cheer  the  worn  soul,  who 


*'  Faint  with  its  abort  flights  and  flutterings, 
Would  seek  a  refuge  in  its  parent  breast.'* 


but  the  smile  of  one  who  sees  before  him,  weak, 
irresolute —smarting  under  the  stings  of  vexa- 
tion and  disappointment,  a  ready  victim  to 
human  influence  and  power. 


60  THE  BOSOM  FaiKND. 

The  priest  took  a  crucifix  from  his  breast, 
and  pressed  it  to  her  lips. 

"  Here — ^here,  there  is  peace  T  be  murmuredy 
'^  on  this,  my  daughter,  fix  your  gaze,  whilst 
in  humble  penitence,  you  pour  forth  your  sins 
and  weaknesses  before  me.  I  will  absolve  you 
from  their  guilt.  Only  believe,  and  peace  will 
enter  your  souL" 

Giulia  paused.  Alas!  it  was  but  earthly 
feelings  which  prompted  her  hesitation,  ere  she 
thus  acknowledged  herself  separate  from  that 
faith,  wliich  receives  remission  of  sins  from 
God  alone. 

Was  she  to  be  separated  from  the  communion 
of  hiiu  she  loved — was  she  to  declare  herself 
one  of  that  religion,  of  which  he  had  professed 
his  abhorrence  ? 

"  Father,"  she  faltered,    "forgive   me — not 


now  ! 


Fra  Paolo  did  not  press  the  point,  but  rais- 
ing her  from  tlie  ground,  led  her  to  a  seat — 
and  Nice,  at  that  moment,  entered  with  the 


*  *^ 
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bumble  deportment— wbich^  of  late,  she  had 
somewhat  laid  aside-^-and  seated  herself  by 
Giulia's  side. 

The  agitation  of  this  interview,  had,  as  it 
were,  burst  the  bands  which  had  confined  her 
pent  up  feelings,  and  a  torrent  of  tears  relieved 
her  over-charged  heart— under  whose  softening 
influence,  her  heart  lent  itself  passively  to  the 
power  which  the  priest  ftiled  not  to  exert,  to 
enthral  her  unstable  soul. 

Before  the  departure  of  the  Baroness,  the 
young  Marchese,  under  the  commanding  sway 
of  Fra  Paolo's  orders,  entered  the  room  with  a 
sullen,  downcast  air. 

The  priest  took  Griulia's  band,  and  placing  it 
within  that  of  the  young  man,  said  in  a  solemn 
tone, 

^^  My  children,  on  your  united  efforts  in  her 
service,  the  Holy  Mother  Church  has  built 
many  hopes.  I  exhort  you  to  love  one 
another." 

* 

Giulia^   unconscious  of  his    real  meaning. 


(li'iliii  «K  parted  with  the  <.l:aln  ot 
power  fastened  to  her  mind  ;  which,  a 
day  successively  for  the  next  week, 
peated  her  interviews  with  the  pries 
more  and  more  around  her  morbid  ima 
The  power  of  love  and  priestcraft  vi 
contending  for  mastery.  Never  was 
in  such  a  state  of  perplexity  as  poor 
But  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 

The  weak  body  cannot  long  suf 
moved  the  tumult  of  the  mind  withia 
when  Giulia  was  b^innii^  to  gase 
afiright^  for  rescue  from  the  power  w 
lectual  superiority  of  the  tempter, 
priest's  startlii^  designs  bad  been  grad 
vealed  to  her  perception— of  wbicb» 
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heart  shrunk  with  loathing,  illness  came  to 
her  relief,  and  she  sunk  languid  and  exhausted 
on  a  bed  of  suffering,  entirely  brought  on  by 
nervous  excitement. 


j  i 


CHAPTER  \ 


••  Now,  I  tee 
The  mystery  of  your  lonelineia, 
Your  MUt  tera  head.    ♦        ♦ 
*  *  ♦ 

*        Then,  I  confeig, 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  he«v 
That  before  you,  and  nsit  vnto  hig 
I  loTe  your  son.        •        +        ♦ 

Arx't  Well  Th. 


In  the  meaatUDe,  Mrs.  Hamilton 


fjt\     nt\     all      VTft       l«AW     WX^mmwj^mm  J.^    J 
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quently — a  channel  of  communication^  she 
deemed,  perhaps,  even  more  favorable  to 
such  a  purpose,  than  any  further  attempts  at 
personal  influence  to  forward  the  case — for  she 
could  pour  forth  on  paper,  pathetic  appeals  to 
his  affectionate  heart,  and  trust  to  the  soften- 
ing power  which  absence  ever  possesses,  to 
heighten  and  enhance  their  effect  upon  a  son,  as 
devoted  as  was  Claud  Hamilton. 

His  mother,  dwelt  too— and  she  could  do  so 
with  truth— on  the  increasing  inroads  which 
her  unfortunate  attachment  was  effecting  upon 
Giulia's  health  and  spirits,  and  she  now  wrote 
to  say,  that  the  poor,  dear  girl,  was  absolutely 
confined  to  her  bed  by  an  attack  of  nervous 
debility.  It  must  be  allowed,  that  it  was  with 
something  like  triumph  at  her  heart,  that  she 
made  the  communication ;  and,  whilst  with  the 
care  and  tenderness  of  a  mother,  she  nursed 
the  invalid,  she  could  scarcely  regret  an  indis- 
position which  might  tend,  not  only  as  an 
assistance  in  the  fulfilment  of  her  own  wishes,  but 
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afford  an  effectual  cure  to  the  malady 
which  was  consuming  the  energies  of  her  young 
friend. 

Claud  Hamilton  also  wrote  to  his  mother^ 
but  briefly;  he  but  once  touched  upon  the 
matter  so  interesting  to  her^  and  that  waa  in  a 
manner  rather  puzzling  and  incomprehensi* 
ble. 

"  There  is  no  occasion^  dear  mother,**  he 
said,  "  to  dwell  so  much  upon  this  subject. 
I  think  it  was  sufficiently  discussed  in  our  in- 
terview before  my  departure ;  for  the  present, 
spare  your  pretty  fingers  all  the  trouble  you 
give  them  concerning  it." 

The  letter  received,  after  he  had  heard  of 
Giulia's  illness,  was  addressed  to  Annie.  ISfany 
kind  expressions  of  regret  were  expressed  in 
it,  and  almost  affectionate  messages  to  the 
poor  sufferer.  It  also  contained  an  intimation 
of  his  having  fixed  his  return  for  the  Friday 
following. 

**  Do  not  however  let  me  disturb  Seymour," 
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he  added,  alluding  to  a  young  Clergyman,  a 
friend,  who  was  occupying  his  apartment 
during  his  absence.  "  I  can  easily  get  a 
room  at  an  hotel,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to  put 
him  to  the  expense  of  going  into  lodgings.** 

Mrs.  Haihilton  took  the  letter,  and  went 
with  it  to  Giulia's  bed-side.  She  held  an- 
other in  her  hand — ^it  was  from  Mrs.  Grordon. 

When  burdened  by  sorrow  or  depression, 
and  all  seems  dark  around  us,  we  oftimes 
feel  a  longing  desire  for  the  presence  of  those 
who  are  not  of  this  world.  The  worldly  may 
be  as  outwardly  kind  and  affectionate  in  their 
sympathy  and  efforts  to  soothe,  but  the 
diseased  heart  requires  the  aid  of  one,  who  is 
the  disciple  of  Him,  "  who  beareth  our  sick- 
nesses, and  healeth  our  infirmities."  And  thus 
when  Giulia's  friends  pressed  around  her  dur- 
ing her  illness,  her  thoughts  turned  yearningly 
to  the  gentle  being,  whose  maternal  tenderness 
she  had  never  sufficiently  prized  when  it  was 
offered,  nor  heeded  her  counsels ;  which,  had 
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she  followed,  might  have  strengthened  her 
mind,  and  the  misery  and  weakness  from 
which  she  now  suflfered,  have  been  thence 
avoided. 

"  Aunt  Gordon— dear  aunt  Grordon  !^  waa 
the  exclamation,  which  now  faintly  escaped 
her  lips. 

Her  kind  guardian  happened  to  be  in  the 
room,  when  it  was  uttered  Mrs.  HaDoilton 
had  hinted  to  him  her  suspicions  of  the  cause 
of  Giulia's  illness,  as  a  preparation  for  what 
she  hoped  would  follow,  and  although  it  wais 
rather  difficult  to  make  him  imderstand  such 
excessive  susceptibility  in  one  he  had  always 
considered  as  not  of  the  melting  order,  the 
knowledge  of  her  feelings  added  greatly  to 
the  kind  anxiety  with  which  he  proceeded  to 
make  a  hasty  visit  to  his  ward,  before  leaving 
the  house  for  the  business  of  the  day ;  and  on 
hearing  these  words  sighed  forth  he  said, 
soothingly, 

'*  Well,  dear  Giulia,  we  will  send  for  Mrs. 
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Grordon  to  see  you,  a  little  trip  will  do  her 
good." 

Before  he  went  abroad  that  morning,  Mr. 
Hamilton  accordingly  wrote  a  few  lines,  in*- 
forming  the  aunt  of  her  niece's  illness,  and 
urging  her  to  pay  them  a  visit.  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton made  no  objection  to  this  plan,  but  at  the 
same  time  felt  that  the  unworldly,  single-mind* 
edncss  of  the  good  lady  would  be  rather  mdl 
a  propos  just  then,  when  plots  and  intrigues 
were  thickening  around. 

But  in  her  hand  she  held  the  answer. 

"  I  have  brought  you  some  most  agreeable 
medicine,  Giulia,'  Mrs.  Hamilton  exclaimed 
with  a  cheerful  voice,  as  she  stood  all  smiles 
by  the  bed-side.  "  Here  is  a  letter  from  your 
aunt ;  she  will  be  here  to-day." 

'*  To-day !"  Griulia  exclaimed  with  some  ea- 
gerness, 

**  Yes,  and  not  only  your  aunt ;  she 
proposes  bringing   with  her   your  dear  little 


70  THE  BOSOM  FRIBNO. 

sister  Francesca;  she  requires  a  vLnt  to  the 
dentist^  or  some  such  pleasant  thing ;  and  your 
good  aunty  who  has  till  now  been  so  jealous 
of  allowing  our  London  smoke  to  breathe 
upon  this  beautiful  flower,  of  whom  we  have 
heard  so  much,  and  who  we  are  all  so  dying  to  see, 
has  at  length  made  up  her  mind  to  expose 
her  to  its  pollution  for  the  sake  of  her  pretty 
teeth.  Are  you  not  delighted,  dear  Giulia? 
And  Claud,  he  will  be  back  on  Friday ;  how 
glad  he  will  be  to  see  the  little  thing !" 

Giulia's  brow  contracted  with  a  movement 
as  if  of  pain.  After  a  slight  pause  she  mur- 
mured— 

"  I  think  it  is  hardly  worth  while  bring- 
ing her  so  long  a  journey,  for  I — I  must 
return  to  Shirley  Hall  in  a  very  few  days — 
indeed  as  soon  as  my  aunt  has  rested  after  her 
journey." 

"  Leave  us,  dear  Giulia  ?  Oh,  no  indeed, 
we  cannot  allow  that — but  here,  I  have  another 
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letter^  with  something  in  it  for  you/'  and  Mrs« 
Hamilton  read  to  Giulia  those  parts  of  Claud's 
epistle  relating  to  herself.  An  hysterical  sob 
from  the  young  girl  as  she  lay,  her  face  buried 
in  the  pillow^  was  her  only  comment 

Mrs.  Hamilton  took  the  cold  hand  which 
was  convulsively  pressing  the  coverlet,  in  the 
endeavour  to  restrain  her  emotion. 

**  You  will  not  go  and  leave  us,  Giulia,"  she 
said  again. 

Oh  yes — oh  yes,**  was  the  gasping  reply. 
No,  Griulia,  my  own  dear  daughter;  Claud 
will  never  allow  that  just  now." 

"  Daughter !    Ckud  I" 

Griulia  sprang  up,  and  gazed  wildly  around 
on  Mrs.  Hamilton. 

"  What,  what,"  she  faltered,  "  do  you 
mean?"  and  tiien  covered  with  confusion,  as  if 
fearful  of  having  betrayed  her  secret,  she 
buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  sobbed  out, 

"  Leave  me,  leave  me." 


€€ 
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^'  N09  dearest  6iulia»  do  not  aend  me  from 
vou,  nor  seek  to  hide  from  me,  that  which 
only  makes  me  love  and  admire  you,  and 
causes  me,  for  Claud's  sake,  to  rejoice.  Why 
be  ashamed  of  a  feeling  so  pure  and  beautiful? 
Wliy  should  jou  not  love  Claud,  when  he  lovea 
you  t 

"  Loves  me,**  Giulia  murmured,  "oh  no !" 
"  Yes,  my  love ;  why  should  there  be  any 
longer  concealment  between  us  ?  It  is  for  me 
to  be  the  interpreter  of  my  son's  feelii^ 
towards  you,  and  for  his  sake,  and  mine,  if 
not  for  your  own,  I  must  implore  you,  dear 
Giulia,  not,  from  the  impulse  of  any  fake 
])ride,  to  dash  for  ever  the  dear  hopes  I  have 
formed  for  him.  Forgive  me,  Giulia,  I  would 
not  have  presumed  to  speak  thus  openly  on  a 
subject  60  delicate,  had  I  not  dared  to  hope, 
that  not  only  my  son's  interest  but  your  own 
happiness  was  also  implicated."  Pride !  oh  her 
heart  was  too  softened  for  pride— too  weak  to 
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•pnrn  u  flattering  and  illusive  words  which 
^*ne  to  her  ear, 


"  Like  the  sweet  south 

That  breathes  upon  a  bed  of  violets, 

Stealing  and  giving  odoor/ 


t> 


^^iighope  I— and  hope  alone  was  bliss  to  her 
^^P^nding  heart.    She  fell  upon  Mrs.  Hamil- 
^  bosom,  and  weeping  soft  relieving  tears, 
^y  oonsented  to  the  reception  of  the  truth 
^11  that  she  had  said — whilst  Mrs.  Hamilton, 
^^  now  that  she  had  indeed  gone  too  far 
^top  short,  continued  to  pour  into  Giulia's 
^^[hted  ear,   words   which   made   the   dark 
^^Idseem  to  pass  away,  and  a  Paradise  of 
"^htness  to  open  before  her  eyes.     She  heard 
^t  even  her  union  with  the  idol  of  her  heart, 
bad  not  been  unthought  of— that  it  had  been 
tpcken  of  by  him.      She  heard   of  his  senti- 
ments and  scruples  upon  the  subject  of  a  mar- 
riage,  which  might   in   the  eyes  of  the  world 
seem  mercenary — his  horror  of  such  an  idea  ! 

VOL.    IL  E 
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She  hecrd  all  thai  ooold  giye  her  hope;^  and  ID 
her  heart  with  new  and  delightfid  fliooghlai — 
She  remembered  she  had  the  power  not  cmly 
of  conferring  domestic  happiness^  but  worldly 
benefits  on  him  she  lored  so  weD,  bestowing 
all  she  possessed  so  fireely  and  joyfully  upon 
him.  She  heard  all,  erery  little  detail  into 
which  j^frs.  Hamilton  conld  difinse  a  shade  of 
tmdi,  to  make  np  for  the  hise  gilding  witb 
which  her  commnnications  were  (breed  to  be 
suiroundedy  she  heard  all  but  the  words — 

"  Mother^  I  love  her  notT 

But  iu  the  midst  of  this  bliss,  a  somewhat 
startling  interruption  took  place.  Mrs.  ELamil- 
ton  had  for  some  time  been  scanning  anxiously 
an  object  which  had  caught  her  quick  eye — it 
was  a  small  crucifix  suspended  round  Giulia's 
neck  and  which,  in  her  agitation,  she  had 
allowed  to  escape  from  her  bosom.  By  de- 
grees, unpleasant  suspicions  had  begun  to 
suggest  themselves  to  her  mind,  which  at 
length  broke  forth  into  the  exclamation  of — 
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«  My  dear  Giulia,  tell  nie,  irtlf  do  ffft  W*far 
thatcmdOx?' 

Giulia  started  violently^  aiidgit^W  dreadfoHy 
peie. 

**  You  have  no  leaning  towards  Boillan  Ca^ 
tkolicism  I  hope,  my  dealrc^d/ she  continued^ 
seriously, ''  I  trust  not  indeed';  Aat  t^oiild  lie 
ardownfalto  all  our  haj^ikesiSl-  1  haver  often 
beard  Claud  declare  that  hd  Wduld  never 
nuirry  one  who  differed  in  religion  fh>m  him- 
sel^  and  against  the  Roman  Catholic  faith,  her 
has  a  decided  prejudice.  Tell  me  GHiulia,  that 
my  suspicions  are  unwarrantable ;  rtfUst  you 
have  not  allowed  your  Italian  firiend,  in  any 
way  to  tamper  with  your  religious  feelings, 
fi»  if  that  be  the  case^ — " 

"  Oh,  no,  no  1"  interrupted  the  Baroness  "  I 
will  tell  you  all,  dear  Mrs.  Hamilton."  And  to 
one  who  held  as  it  were,  the  key  of  her  most 
treasured  secret,  it  required  little  efibrt  to 
dhiw  from  the  agitated  girl,  the  whole  history 
of  the  priestly  influence,  under  which  she  had 

B  3 
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lately  been   eziBting.      iVIrs.    Hamilton  was 
shocked  and  disgusted  by  the  detail  of  this 
crafty  plot,  but  Giulia*s  shame  and  agitation 
restrained  in  a  measure  her  expressions  of  in- 
dignation,    and    she  acceded  to  her  ardent 
prayer,  that  the  affair  might  be  kept  secret 
— divulged   to    no    other    ear.     With  tears 
Giulia  assured  Mrs.  Hamilton  that  alas  I   her 
heart  was  too  much  weighed  down,  beneath 
the  load  of  earthly  feelings,  to  be  in  a  state  to 
allow  any  particular  tenets,  to  hold  vital  influ- 
ence over  it,  and  as  if  to  illustrate  the  truth 
of  this  assertion,  Giulia  unfastened  the  crucifix 
from  her  neck,  and  placed  it  in  IVIrs.  Hamil- 
ton's hand.     At  that  moment  a  note  was  pre- 
sented to   her  from   Nice,   and    she    turned 
somewhat  pale,  when  her  eyes  fell  upon  the 
hand-writing. 

Several  notes  had  arrived  from  the  Italian 
girl  since  Giulia's  illness,  imploring  permis- 
sion to  be  allowed  to  come  to  her  and  watch 
over  her:    but   these  had  been  answered  by 
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Mis  Hamilton^  saying  that  as  the  most  per- 
fect quiet  had  been  ordered  for  the  invalid^  and 
Lady  de  Crespigny  had  already  so  many  nurses 
to  attend  upon  her^  Mrs.  Hamilton  must  beg 
she  would  postpone  her  visit  until  the  Baroness 
was  somewhat  recovered — Mrs.  Hamilton 
had  ever  mistrusted  the  Italian  girL  Giulia 
was  too  ill  to  have  the  slightest  energy  to 
combat  these  proceedings^  even  had  she  felt 
any  inclination  to  do  so;  but  now  she  glan- 
ced over  an  epistle^  filled  with  all  the  pro- 
testations of  that  passionate  tenderness,  with 
which  the  Italian  language  is  so  abundantly 
supplied— painting  in  glowing  colours,  the 
agony  of  mind  she  endured,  at  being  debarred 
from  administering  to  her  friend  those  tender 
cares,  it  had  once  been  her  pleasure,  that  she 
should  bestow  upon  her ;  Giulia's  heart  smote 
her,  and  the  Italian's  influence  over  her  mind, 
was  again  exerting  its  mysterious  force.  With 
deep  but  timid  earnestness,  she  entreated  Mrs. 
Hamilton  to  allow  Nice  to  visit  her. 


nv 
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^^  You  need  not  f^sfit/'.iike  saiii,  igknuni^g  lit 
the  crucifix^  '^  and  with  trpth  I  oan  asBore  fOUt 
that  never  has  Nice  takeu  anj  part  in  influ- 
encing me  on  the  subject  of  religion.  ** 

If  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  not  thought  that,  for 
the  present^  she  had  taken  upon  herself  a 
greater  degree  of  authpi^ty  oyer  )iQr  future 
daughtepr,  than  the  state  of  affidrs  justified, 
she  would  have  gone  still  further— hai^e  veo- 
tured  to  warn  her,  that  perhaps  a  boBomfrimi 
might  form  as  dangerous  a  foe  to  her  matrixno- 
maX  prospects,  as  a  difference  in  religion,  and 
have  urged  her  to  begin  by  degrees  to  wean 
herself  from  an  incubus  so  distasteful  to  a 
loyer.  But  for  the  present  Mrs.  Hamilton 
ft}>stained  from  any  further  interference,  and 
gave  a  reluctant  consent  to  admit  the  Italian 
girl ;  however,  first  coming  to  an  imderstand- 
ing  with  Giulia  that  all  that  had  passed 
between  them  that  day  should  be  a  sealed  sub- 
ject. 

Ere  long  the  friends  were  reunited,    and 
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Nice  was  still  seated  by  Giulia's  side^  when  a 
light  young  form  bounded  into  the  room,  and  a 
sister's  arms  were  thrown  round  her  neck,  and 
a  sister^s  sweet  voice  sounded  in  joyous  accents 
on  her  ear. 


CHAPTER   VI. 


"  The  flanh  of  that  dilating  eye 
Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  bj. 
Though  varyinfTy  indistinct  its  hue, 
Oft  win  her  glance  the  gater  rue, 
For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 
Which  speaks  itself  unspeakable 
A  spirit  yet  unqueird  and  high, 
That  claims  and  keeps  ascetadancy."* 

,Tbb 


All  was  light  and  brilliance  in  the 
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which  although  rather  late  in  the  season,  was 
numerously  attended  by  all  the  elite  who  had 
remained  in  London. 

At  first,  however —though  with  her  wonted 
grace  and  affability,  she  performed  the  hon- 
ours of  the  evening  —the  fair  hostess's  coun- 
tenance, to  those  who  understood  its  varia- 
tions, gave  tokens  that  she  was  suffering  from 
some  inward  anxiety  which  robbed  her  of  the 
pleasure  of  the  moment. 

Her  cheek  was  flushed — her  dark  eye  turned 
to  the  door  at  every  fresh  entrance,  as  if  ex- 
pecting the  arrival  of  some  distinguished 
guest,  without  whose  presence  the  entertain- 
ment would  not  be  complete ;  some  even 
whispered  that  the  Regent  was  expected. 

But  at  length,  those  who  had  watched  Mrs. 
Hamilton's  movements,  might  have  seen  a 
start  of  pleasure,  a  lighting  up  of  her  eyes — 
her  face  redolent  with  smiles— as  she  hurried 
forwards  towards  the  door,  to  greet  a  newly 
arrived  guest. 

£   5 
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It  was^  however^  her  aon^  Claud  HamilUm  I 
S^^  bad  only  returned  to  London  late  thut 
evenings  and  as  he  was  going  to  occupy  an 
apartment  at  an  hotels  had  not  yet  been  seen 
by  any  of  his  family — ^indeed  his  mother  4id 
not  know  that  he  had  arriyed* 

Claud  Hamilton  was  a  great  favourite  with. 
931,  old  and  youngs  and  his  progress  irom  the 
door  was  at  first  much  impeded  by  those  who 
pressed  round  to  greet  him ;  but  he  appeared 
graver   than  was  his  wont^    and    seemed    to 
avoid  meeting  the  anxiously  scrutinizing  gaze 
of  his  mother^  who  stood  amidst  the  cluster  of 
persons    surrounding   him  — and  who^  though 
with  seeming  carelessness,  she  joined  in  the 
conversation,  was  evidently  watching  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face. 

But  at  length  his  view  across  the  room  was 
unimpeded,  and— the  dancers  having  also  just 
dispersed  at  the  conclusion  of  a  quadrille — 
for  a  moment  he  cast  his  eye  upon  a  little 
group  opposite— without  seeming  to  observe 
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the  nervous  glance  with  which  Mrs.  Hamilton 
would  have  also  directed  him  to  the  spot— and 
then  he  quietly  approached  it. 

There  Giulia  was  seated,  dressed  rather 
i  VinvaUde — a  costume,  certainly  not  always 
becoming.  However,  the  deep  red,  India 
ahawl  in  which  she  was  enveloped,  was  not 
unsuited  to  her  complexion,  and  a  circle  of 
the  de  Crespigny  diamonds  shone  brightly  in 
her  dark  hair. 

The  young  Baroness  had  never  looked  so 
well;  she  was  evidently  thinner  from  the  effects 
of  the  mental  and  bodily  ailments,  from  which 
she  had  been  suffering ;  but  her  usually  pale 
cheeks  were  rather  flushed,  the  red  glow  lend- 
ing its  aid  to  increase  the  brightness,  mingled 
however,  with  somewhat  of  languor,  with 
which  her  serious  eyes  were  lighted  up.  Her 
countenance  too,  bore  no  trace  of  its  usual 
gloomy  abstraction — it  was  that  of  one,  who 
has  been  suddenly  relieved  of  some  torturing 
anxiety  by  a  ray  of  bright  hope— 
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"  Hope  that  thrills  so  keco 
Along  each  bounding  vein." 

one  drop  of  which  b  sufficient  to  intoxicate 
the  weakened  spirit,  which  in  the  new  delight, 
scarcely  desires  greater  hiiss ;  for  if,  as  it  some. 
time  chanceth — ^&om  the  height — 

"  Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go, 
As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight, 
In  our  dejection,  do  we  nnk  as  low.** 

and  in  the  reverse — from  the  depths  of  dejec- 
tion, we  arc  often  as  suddenly  lifted  to  the 
height  of  joy — ^joy  alas  !  often  doomed  to  sink 
again  as  quickly. 

Many  eyes  were  turned  on  the  striking 
figure  which  stood  at  the  Baroness's  side.  It 
was  the  Italian  girl,  her  tall  form  erected  to  its 
full  height,  her  eyes  bent  humbly  downwards, 
then  sud  Jenly  raised  w  hen  any  sound  without 
reached  her  ear,  vNith  an  eager  glance  in 
which  the  fierce  glare  of  the  tiger  watohing 
for  its  prey,  could  scarcely  be  restrained. 
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Nice  was  dressed  with  her  usual  simplicity, 
in  white,  but  adorned  on  this  occasion  with 
the  costly  pearls,  that  day  received  from  her 
friend,  as  a  birth-day  gift.  A  chain  and  cross 
of  pearls,  himg  round  her  neck,  and  a  string 
of  the  same,  twined  round  her  jetty  hair. 
-  The'se  Giulia  with  her  own  hand,  had  placed 
upon  the  girl,  on  their  descending  together  to 
the  ball-room,  for  Nice  had  arrived  early  in 
Portman  Square,  and  had  repaired  to  Lady  de 
Crespigny's  apartment  which  she  was  also  to 
share  with  her  that  night. 

Mrs.  Hamilton's  consent  to  this  proposal 
had  deen  wrung  from  ber,  by  Giulia^s  earnest 
entreaties,  in  order  that  Nice  might  not  be 
forced  to  go  away,  at  the  early  hour,  at  which 
she  would  have  been  otherwise  obliged  to  ac- 
company the  sickly  Marchesa,  who  with  her 
son  was  at  the  ball  that  night. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  had  no  tangible  reason  which 
she  could  use  as  a  pretext  for  not  including 
the  Marchese  from  this  entertainment— and  di 
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Lante  dliewed  no  sjmptom  of  farthering  bj 

his  assistance  the  scheme  of  Fra  Paolo,  for 

he  seemed  carefidly  to  aToid  all  pioximit)r  to 

the  Baroness. 

The  eyes  of  the  dark  Italian,  might  how* 

ever  have  been  seen  stealthily  watching  OTery 
look  and  moYement  of  her  companion,  bat 
when  their  eyes  did  meet,  she  returned  his 
impassioned  unpleasing  gaze  with  one  of  im- 
patient scorn. 

It  was  indeed  curious  to  watch  the  two  girk 
when  they  first  became  aware  of  Clauds 
proximity,  to  behold  the  different  effect  which 
the  passion  of  love  wrought  upon  the  different 
temperaments.  The  one  with  her  features 
kindliDg,  as  with  the  reflection  of  some  hidden 
fire,  drawing  herself  up  higher  and  higher,  as 
if  she  would  have  seen  above  the  heads  of 
those  who  hid  him  from  her  sight — whilst 
Giulia,  her  head  bent  down  upon  her  bosom, 
with  closed  eyes,  and  suspended  breath, 
seemed  as  if  she  awaited  a  moment  which  was 
to  decide  her  fate  for  ever. 
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Notwittirtaiiding  theso  overpowering  emo- 
tipiiB,  she  must  have  called  to  her  aid*  the 
•trQDgth  and  dignity  of  a  woman'Q  pridet  f<»r 
wheii  Claud  stood  before  her^  though  h^r 
heart  might  flutter  high  within  her  breast,  she 
was  enabled  to  meet  him  with  a  smile  tolera- 
bly composed,  and  with  words  of  greeting,  not 
too  tremulously  uttered. 

And  Claud  I  was  it  that  he  had  suddenly 
made  up  his  mind  to  fulfil  his  mother's  sug- 
gestion, and  try  to  love  her^  or  that  something 
ii;^  her  present  mamier  and  appearance  inter- 
ested his  feelings,  and  touched  his  heart? 
Perhaps  he  contrasted  with  the  bold,  passion- 
ate glance  with  which  he  was  receired  by  the 
Italian  girl,  the  womanly  dignity  that 
prompted  the  yoimg  Baroness  to  conceal  the 
sentiments  which  he  had  been  told  she  enter- 
tained towards  him;  whatever  might  have  been 
his  inward  feelings  they  certainly  had  the 
effect  of  causing  him  to  turn  to  her  with  a 
sensation  of  relief. 
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He  was  soon  seated  bj  her  side,  gazing 
kindly  into  her  shrinking  eyes— speaking  to 
her  in  tones,  which  her  fluttering  heart  now 
ventured  to  believe,  expressed  feelings  which 
in  a  measure  answered  to  those  which  beat  so 
warmly  in  her  own  breast. 

And  Nice !  for  one  moment  she  stood  by 
their  side — another  glance  she  cast  on  Claud, 
but  oh !  how  different  in  its  character  from 
the  last— and  then  she  glided  away  to  a  little 
distance;  and  whilst  the  Marchese  crept  to 
her  side,  inattentive  to  his  silent  looks  of  passion, 
she  watched  the  pair  with  feelings,  no  famt 
index  perhaps  of  those,  with  which  the  great 
enemy  of  mankind,  once  gazed  upon  the  hap- 
piness of  the  inhabitants  of  paradise.    For 
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Hell  has  no  fury  like  &  woman  scorned," 


and  had  she  not  beheld  scorn  on  the  counte- 
nance of  Claud,  as  he  turned  from  her  to 
smile  on  her  dull,  unlovely  friend  ? 
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Were  then  worldliness  and  ambition  to  con- 
quer— and  the  strength  of  beauty  and  passion  to 
fiul  ?  For  love  I  it  could  not  be  love  which 
warmed  his  heart  towards  the  dull,  passion- 
less  thing  by  whom  he  now  sat ;  and  as  the 
supposition  that  so  it  might  be,  rushed  like  a 
flame  of  fire  to  her  heart — 
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Each  passion  dimmed  her  £tce 
Thrice  changed  with  pale  ire,  envy,  and  despair." 


So  dreadful  was  the  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance, that  he,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
it,  trembled  at  its  appearance. 

But  the  next    moment,   she    remembered 
herself, 

"  Each  perturbation  smoothed  with  outward  calm/ 

and  soon  a  fierce  expression  of  joy  illumined 
her  face — for  lo  I  the  "  Paradise  of  fools,'*  as 
with  an  inward  smile  of  scorn,  she  termed  it 
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—  she  saw  was  about  to  he  disturbed,  and  in 
as  effectual  a  manner  as  if  her  own  Jnoid  had 
forged  the  thunderbolt  which  was  te  scatter 
the  new  bom  happiness  of  her  friend. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


**  Band  of  living  Flowers  I  O  taintless  wreatbei 
•  :|e  4e  9|e  9|e  9|e 

O  sweet  unfolding  buds'  that  blush  and  breathe 
Of  innocence  and  love  1  I  scarce  may  dare 
To  gase  upon  I     What  soft  gleams  of  hair ! 
What  peaceful  foreheads  I  and  what  heavenly  eyes ! 
Boeoms  so  tweet  will  never  harbour  caic ; 
Such  Jpiritual  breath  was  never  made  for  sighs  1 
For  you  still  breathe  on  Earth  the  gales  of  Paradise.** 

WiLSO*. 


The  ball-room  had  become  nearly  empty, 
mort  of  the  throng  haying  gone  to  lupper,  or 
dkpor^ed  in  the  anti-rooms.  Nice  still  sat  in 
the  recess,  the  Marchese  with  downcast  looks. 
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by  her  side  ;  Giulia  and  Claud  alfio  occupied 
the  same  seat,  when  suddenly  a  door  leading 
into  another  apartment  was  thrown  open— a 
burst  of  fairy-like  merriment  resounded,  and 
the  next  moment,  there  tripped  into  the  room, 
a  train  of  children. 

**  Like  Angels  sent  by  Spring— to  usher  in  the  Tear." 

Never  is  the  sight  of  these  joyous  innocent 
beings  so  refreshing  to  the  eyes  and  heart,  as 
when  they  appear  like  natural  flowers  amidst 
the  forced  and  sickly  scented  exotics  of  a 
green-house — the  brows  unruffled  by  passion— 
undimmed  by  sorrows,  or  sin ;  for  although 
sin,  alas !  may — nay !  must  be  there,  its 
power  yet  sleeps — unawakened  by  the  world's 
exciting  contact.  Relics  they  seem  of  human 
loveliness — such  as  graced  Paradise. — 

**  Cheerful  and  unchanged." 

In  the  midst  of  a  fallen  world,   stained  with 

fear  and   strife,  rife  with  storms  and  evil  and 

passions. 

This  was  a  group  of  especial  beauty,  com- 
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posed  of  the  younger  Hamiltons,  and  several 
other  children;  those  fairest  specimens  of 
the  flowers  of  the  world,  with  their  free 
and  proudly  graceful  forms — their  flowing 
curls — their  bright  open  countenances. 

No  eye  could  fail  to  turn  to  gaze  upon  this 
beautiful  cluster — no  tongue  to  express  its 
admiration ;  and  as  Claud  and  Giulia  beheld 
the  joyous  train  they  both  uttered  an  excla- 
mation of  admiring  pleasure  at  the  sight. 

But  there  was  one  among  them,  who  seemed 
to  be  the  Queen  Bee  of  the  group,  for  all 
strove  to  press  forward,  in  order  to  gain  the 
nearest  place  by  her  side,  every  eye  to  seek  a 
glance  of  hers,  to  light  up  still  further  joy  and 
and  glee  in  their  young  hearts. 

There  was  something  about  the  little  girl, 
different  from  the  others  altogether —not  only 
because  her  bair  fell  in  jet  like  shotrers  amongst 
their  golden  looks,  but  because  in  her  cheek, 
there  was  less  of  the  bright  carnation  which 
flushed  theirs.     It  was  tinted   with  the  hue. 
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with  which  marble  is  aometimes  tinged;  tsoii 
which)  we  may  have  seen  chosen,  in  conse^ 
quence—  as  giving  more  the  appearance  of  life  <^ 
by  some  of  the  great  masters,  for  the  sculpture 
of  the  hmnan  form. 

There  was  a  nameless,  but  distinetiye 
charm  in  her  air  and  gesture — something  so 
wildly  beautiful  in  her  dark  eyes,  and  bound- 
ing form,  as  holding  one  of  the  youngest 
children  in  each  hand,  she  sprung  suddenly 
forward,  as  if  in  playful  defiance,  endeavour- 
ing to  escape  from  her  other  import  Dnate 
playfellows ! 

She  was  not  tall,  and  her  form  as  child-like 
as  that  of  some  of  her  companions — although 
she  was  the  eldest  of  the  little  party — and  in 
her  face,  might  be  seen  mingling  beautifully 
with  the  innocent,  careless  mirth  of  childhood 
— the  sweetness  of  girlhood's  dawning  thought 
and  feeling. 

The  young  girl  was  dressed  with  greater 
simplicity  than  any  of  the   rest ;  no  ornament 
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was  added  to  her  white  mufilin  frock,  save  one 
little  piece  of  vanity  alone— a  carnation-colored 
ribbon  snood — such  as  at  that  time  began  to 
be  worn,  confining  her  hair,  and  tied  in  a  bow 
on  one  side,  shewing  that  some  vain  nurse  or 
mother,  had  thought  it  necessary  to 
add  an  iota  to  her  beauty,  by  outward 
adorning. 

The  little  procession  had  thus  reached  the 
centre  of  the  room.  The  leader  now  paused. 
She  had  caught  sight  of  the  occupants  of  the 
apartment ;  her  eye  wandered  over  Giulia  and 
Claud ;  she  stood  for  a  few  moments,  as  if 
wavering  between  a  feeling  of  frank  confi- 
dence, which  led  her  to  approach  them,  and 
some  slight  restraining  timidity  —  perhaps 
caused  by  the  words  of  admiration  which 
caught  her  ear.  All  this,  from  the  first  open- 
ing of  the  door  had  passed  in  a  momexrt :  and, 
immediately  after  Claud's  exclamation,  at 
first  sight  of  the  pretty  group,  another  more 
energetic  had  burst  from  bis  lips ;  his  eyes  at 
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the  same  time^  fixing  themselves  upon  the  ob- 
ject of  his  admiration. 

^'  How  beautiful  I  how  charmingly  beautiful  I 
What  is  she?    T\Tio  is  she ?" 

The  answer  came  in  a  voice,  deep  and 
knell  like. 

"  It  is  my  sister,  Francesca  I" 

"  Francesca  I  how  excessively  stupid  of  meT 
and  in  another  moment,  Claud  had  risen,  with 
extended  hands,  he  hastily  approached  the  little 
girl,  and  took  hers  in  both  his,  saying,  as  he 
looked  with  glad  and  warm  affection  in  his 
face — 

**  What  I  my  friend,  Francesca !  my  little 
wife,  and  I  not  to  know  her  at  first.  To  think 
you  were  in  the  house,  and  not  to  have  seen 
you  before ;  and  do  you  remember  me — 
Claud  Hamilton,  with  whom  you  used  to 
have  such  sport,  and  who  you  loved  as  well  as 
he  loved  you  ?  Ah !  I  hope  yon  have  not 
quite  forgotten  him.'' 

"  Oh,  no !''  she    answered  freely,   and  her 
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sweet  eyes  brightened  with  muittatiaii^  as  she 
lifted  them  towards  him — '^Oh^nol  I  have 
not  forgotten  you.*^ 

The  other  children  pressed  around  to  witness 
the  meeting,  and  Georgie  exclaimed*  taking 
hold  of  a  piece  of  ribbon  whieh  hung  round  her 
neck,  and  shewing  two  lodcets  which  were  sus- 
pended to  it — 

'^  You  gaye  her  this  Claud ;  this,  the  blue 
one— she  told  me  so." 

^'  Ah  r*  exclaimed  Claud,  *'  how  kind  at  her 
to  keep  it  all  this  time — and  my  hair  in  it  still ! 
IV^ell,  I  am  glad  she  did  not  throw  it  away,** 
Claud  continued,  with  half  real,  half  aflEected 
gratification. 

But  bludiing,  and  with  a  pretty  little 
half  ashamed,  half  sly  smile,  she  said,         , 

"  No ;  this  is  not  your  hair  —  it  is  aunt 
Gordon's." 

"  Oh,  cruel  Francesca  I  So  you  did  then 
throw  mine  away!"  Cland  reproachfully  ex- 
claimed. 

VOL  II.  F 
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"  Oh,  no — I  did  not,"  she  said,  eamestlj  en- 
deavouring to  exculpate  herself;  '^  I  gave  it  to 
Giulia,  because — " 

"Ah,  very  well!"  Claud  interrupted  has- 
tily; slightly  colouring  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, as  he  dropped  the  locket,  of  which,  he 
had  taken  hold ;  and  raising  his  head,  his  eyes 
fell  upon  Giulia,  who  had  joined  the  group, 
and  whose  face  he  saw  crimsoned  with  con- 
fusion. 

Claud  turned  again  to  Francesca,  but  it  was 
with  an  inward  sigh,  and  with  mere  forced 
cheerfulness,  that  he  continued  to  talk  to  her 
about  Shirley  and  all  its  old  reminiscences,  on 
which  subjects  she,  with  pleased  animation,  gave 
and  volunteered  every  information. 

"  Hector  is  grown  very  old,"  she  said,  "  he 
can  scarcely  jump  out  of  the  window, 
now.'* 

"  And  you,  I  hope,  are  not  grown  too 
old,  and  grave  to  do  so  ?"  enquired 
Claud. 
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Oh,  no,"  she  answered,  laughingly,  "  Amo 
and  I  still  do  so,^  sometimes  —  though  Mrs. 
Rivers  is  very  much  shocked — I  believe  she 
thought,  I  should  be  doing  the  same  here,  if  I 
had  brought  Amo  with  me —for  she  made  such 
a  fuss  about  it,  that  I  was  obliged  to  leave 
him  behind." 

Thus  they  were  artlessly  chatting  and  laugh- 
ing, until  the  room  began  to  fill  again,"  and 
Mrs.  Hamilton  came  playfully  to  drive  away 
the  little  party  thus  occupying  its  centre, 
in  order  to  clear  the  way  for  dancing. 
She  smiled  sweetly  on  the  children — parti- 
cularly on  Francesca,  whose  hand  she  took  as 
she  looked  from  her  to  Claud. 

"  Ah !  you  have  been  renewing  your  ac- 
quaintance, I  see.  You  did  not  know,  Claud, 
that  you  had  such  a  treat  in  store,  as  seeing 
this  pretty  little  recluse  amongst  us." 

The  music  struck  up  at  that  moment ;  the  lit- 
tle guests  were  summoned,  most  reluctantly  on 

their  parts,  taken  away  by  their  parents,  and  Airs. 
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Hamilton  thought  it  neceseMTf  to  siktisfy  the 
goyemees's  grave  remonetrance  on  the  latenesB 
of  the  hour,  by  ordering  het  own  children  to 
their  beds. 

But    still    h(dding    Francesca's    hand   she 
said — 

«  You  must  not  go,  darling— yout  aunt  has 
given  you  up  entirely  to  me,  for  this  night  — 
therefore,  you  shall  sit  up  as  long  as  you  like, 
for  onoe.  Come,  yon  shall  dance  with  Archie 
— he  will  make  you  a  good  little  partner,"  and 
she  looked  round  for  her  boy. 

'*  Oh,  indeed !  Francesca  shall  have  no 
other  partner  but  me.  I  think  I  have  the  best 
right  to  that  honor,"  cried  Claud. 

Francesca  smiled,  and  looked  all  eagerness 
to  accept  him  for  her  partner,  but  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton turned  and  looked  towards  Giulia,  who  had 
retired  to  her  seat,  where  she  now  eat  with  her 
face  averted  from  them. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  gave  her  eon  an  expressive 
glance,  and  led  away  Francesca — Claud   also 
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turned  his  gaze  upon  the  Baroness.  She  was 
now  looking  towards  him  —  their  eyes  met. 
He  approached  and  asked  her  to  dance.  She 
declined,  and  he  sat  down  by  her  side,  in 
silence. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


*•  Not  in  those  climes  wliere  I  have  late  been  straying. 
Though  beauty  long  huth  there  been  matchless  deemM  ; 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream'df 
Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  secmM ; 


-Ji- 


-^ 


■5^ 


Young  Peri  of  the  West! 


* 


Btro?i. 


Nice  had  approached  Lady  De  Crespigny's  side 
the  moment  before,  and  a  few  whispered  words 
had  passed  between  them ;  but  she  glided 
away  as  she  saw  Claud  coming  towards  them. 
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In  these  few  words,  however,  she  had  contrived 
to  add  the  first  drop  of  that  gall,  with  which 
she  subsequently,  so  plentifully  supplied  the 
already  sufficiently  bitter  portion,  which  her 
friend's  unhappy  temper  had  concocted  for  her- 
self—one destined  to  produce  such  poisonous 
effects  on  the  happiness  of  her  life. 

"La  Signorina  Francesca,"  she  had  said  in 
a  low  tone,  in  which  might  be  detected  that 
slight  mingling  of  "  Sneers  with  smiles," 
giving  such  strength  to  the  sting  with 
which  one  listens  to  words,  naturally  cal- 
culated to  give  pain  —  "  La  Signorina 
Francesca,  is  quite  the  beauty  of  the 
night  —  so  it  seems,  il  Signer  Claud  con- 
siders her.  It  is  rather  early  for  her  to  win  all 
hearts  from  t^^." 

The  wily  girl  saw  the  deep  pallor  spread  still 
deeper  over  Giulia*s  cheek,  as  she  almost  gasped 
in  a  low,  earnest  tone,  and  with  an  imploring 
look  she  could  not  repress — 
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^^  Is  it  not  late  for  her  to  be  kere  ?*the  other 
children  are  gone.  Nice,  tell  her  —  tell 
her—" 

Claud  then  approached  as  we  have  seen. 
Nice  suffered  some  time  to  elapse  before  she 
complied  with  the  unfinished,  but  well  com- 
prehended message-— so  the  music  had  again 
struck  up,  and  the  dandng  commenced^ 
and  Francesca  was  flying  like  a  fleet  &wn 
along  the  mazes  of  a  country  dance  —  her 
eyes 


*'  Wild  aa  the  gazelle's 
No«v  bright! J  bold,  now  beautifully  shj^ 


glancing  with  glad  animation  —  her  sweet 
laugh^  sounding  now  and  then  like  a  little 
clear  silvery  bell,  amidst  the  louder  music,  as 
her  partner,  a  fair  handsome  boy,  a  little 
younger  than  herself,  strove  to  direct 
the  wild  movements  of   his  partner  through 
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the  —  to  her,  unknown  intricacies  of  the 
figures. 

The  brilliant  lighta,  the  Loud,  joyous  music 

— the  gay,  dazzling  crowds  amongst  which  she 
moved — what  excitement  was  it  to  one,  accus- 
tomed to  dance  alone  to  the  accompaniment 
of  her  own  sweet  voice — Arno,  her  only  com- 
panion, in  the  sombre  apartments  of  Shirley 
Hall! 

'^  I  am  shocked  to  find  that  your  aunt  has 
never  yet  thought  it  necessary,  to  give  that 
little  beauty  your  sister  any  instruction  in 
dancing,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton,  as  she  flitted 
past  her  son  and  Giulia ;  '*  however,  I  do  not 
think  any  master  could  have  improved  that 
grace." 

"  No  indeed,"  said  Claud,  whose  eyes  had 
been  following  the  little  girl  ever  since  she 
had  commenced  dancing,  ^^  your  sister  is  cer- 
tainly the  prettiest  little,  graceful  creature, 
GKulia,  I  ever  saw.  She  reminds  me  rather 
of  the  Spanish  beauties;  at  least, in  that  pecu- 
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liar  light,  graccfiil  form,  which  is  one  of  their 
most  striking  characteristics.  You  Bcarcely 
ever  see  an  ungraceful  Spanish  woman.  Fran- 
ccsca's  eyes  are  rather  too  soft  for  one  of 
those 

"  Dark  glancing  daughters,'* 

as  Byron  calls  them — still  altogether  she  is 
very  like  some  of  those  beautiful  creatures  I 
used  to  see  in  Spain.  She  will  be  a  lovely 
woman." 

He  turned  to  Giulia,  and  saw  her  pale,  dark, 
and  gloomy,  she  looked  the  Giulia  of  other 
days,  and  her  eyes  were  directed  anxiously 
towards  her  sister. 

Claud  changed  the  subject  to  her  own 
health ;  he  remembered  that  she  had  been  ill, 
and  soon  after,  Giulia's  arm  on  his,  they  were 
going  in  search  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  who,  Claud 
Iiad  suddenly  expressed  a  wish  to  see. 

A  feeling  of  relief  had  by  that  time  stolen 
over  the  mind  of  the  Baroness. 
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Nice,  at  length,  had  done  her  bidding.  In 
a  pause  of  the  dance,  she  approached  Fran- 
cesca,  arrested  her  progress  just  as  she  was 
about  to  dart  off  again,  and  said, 

"  Your  sister  thinks  it  time  for  you  to 
retire,  Signorina— she  wishes  you  to  do  so  im- 
mediately." 

"  What  directly  ?"  Francesca  exclaimed  in 
a  tone  of  regret,  her  eyes  wistfuUy  following 
the  dancers. 

"  Come,  come  I"  her  partner  cried  impetu- 
ously, as  he  held  her  hands,  ready  to  start  off, 
"  don't  stand  talking  that  gibberish,"  for  they 
spoke  in  Italian. 

**  Ah  no !"  she  said  with  a  sigh,  disengaging 
herself  sadly  but  firmly.     "  I  suppose  I  must 

go- 

The  boy  still  remonstrated,  but  the  implicit 

obedience  Mrs.  Gordon  had  inculcated  on  the 

young  girl's  mind,  overcame  her  willingness 

to  accede  to  Archie's  persecutions,  to  disregard 

it,  and  she  flew  away,  saying, 


..v,v'i,   uv-?   iiiuHc  iiirown  open   tc 
Into  wliicli  but    a   trw  privilege 
ventured     to      enter  ;      indeed 
seemed  to  have  much  desire  so 
sentiment  of  the  generality  mij 
judged  by  the  movements  of  o: 
having  chanced  to  look  in^  on  the 
group  who  occupied  it,  as  quic 
saying,  in  a  tone  of  great  horror, 
"  Oh  !  those  are  some  good  on( 
These  prescribed  persons  consi 
speaking,  of  two    individuals, 
their  own  hearts  might  be  weai 
pleasures  surrounding    them,  en 
censorious  feelings   towards    oth 
those  pharasaical   self-gratulatinj 
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beiag  dull  and  disagreeable^  is  said  to  militate 
against  virtue. 

On  the  contrary  they  could  smile, 

"  As  through  the  loop  holes  of  retreat/' 

they  peeped  at  the  gay  world,  or  heard, 

*"  The  stir— but  did  not  feel  the  crowd," 

whose  sounds  of  mirth  and  revelry 

'*  At  a  safe  distance  ^ 

FeU  a  soft  murmur  on  the  th'  uninjured  ear." 

These  two  personages  were  Mrs.  Gordon,  and 
Mr.  Seymour,  the  young  clergyman,  who 
before  has  been  mentioned.  He  was  one  of 
that  class,  who, 

"  Being  honest  in  the  sacred  cause/' 

to  which  he  avowed  himself  the  servant,  both 
from  principle  and  inclination,  carefiiUy  es- 
chewed the  nearest  approach  to  ought  which 
might  seem  contrary  to  its  profession. 

To  see  these  two  beings,  the  widow  with 
the   mild  benevolent   expression  on  her  still 
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lovely  face,  the  young  minister  of  the  Lord, 
with  his  calm  intellectual  brow, 

*'  Pale  with  thought,  but  not  yrith  care," 

to  an  imaginative  mind,  they  might  have  ap- 
peared like  creatures  of  another  race  to  those 
surrounding  them ;  Guardian  Angels  perhaps, 
hovering  on  the  threshold  of  the  world,  to 
watch  over  some  loved  mortal,  exposed  to  its 
temptations  and  its  perils. 

In  the  last  part  of  this  supposition  they 
might  not  have  been  far  wrong,  for  though  it 
was  certainly  with  human  feelings,  but  as  pure 
as  such  feelings  could  be,  each  of  their 
hearts  did  anxiously  follow  a  dear  one  amidst 
that  glittering  throng. 

We  may  easily  imagine  that  the  aunt's  heart 
was  with  the  spring  flower,  she  had  so  ten- 
derly reared — 


"  Till  now — tlie  nursling  of  the  vernal  sky. 
Bathed  with  soft  dews  and  fed  with  air/' 
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now  exposed  for  the  first  time^  to  the  glare  and 
sunshine  of  the  sultry  world. 

But  which  of  those  gay  creatures  who  flut- 
tered past,  did  the  heart  of  the  young  man 
follow?  which  of  them  did  it  yearn,  to 
snatch  from  the  dangerous  yortex  in  which  she 
existed — ^to  snatch  from  worldly  pursuits, 
to  glide  calmly  with  him  down  the  clear,  pure 
stream  of  the  life,  which  it  was  his  destiny  to 
lead.  There  was  one  upon  whom  the  observer 
might  have  fixed,  as  the  object  of  his  solicitude 
— one  who  appeared  like  him8elf,ihough  living 
in  the  world,  not  of  it. 

It  was  Annie  Hamilton,  with  her  amiable  coun- 
tenance, speaking  of  something  not  formed  for 
the  sphere  in  which  she  mixed,  her  spirits 
serene  yet  cheerful— her  cheerfulness,  chastened 
however  by  the  the  hand  of  some  past  sorrow 
to  which  she  was  resigned,  though  the  wound 
was  not  yet  healed. 

Did  she  not  seem  formed  for  the  calm, 
holy  duties  and  affections  which  would  fall  to 
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the  lot  of  the  wife  of  such  a  man  at  young  Sey- 
mour? But  God  sees  not  as  man  seee^  and  most 
particularly  is  this  truth  illustrated^  in  such  a 
case  as  the  one  before  us. 

How  often  do  we  note  the  strangest  oon- 
trasts — the  most  unlikely  fimcies  in  matrimo- 
nial connexions — the  extremes  of  opposites 
coming  together !  and  strange  to  say  amalga- 
mating wonderfully  well— the  gay,  frivolous, 
worldly  mind,  succumbing  to  the  charms  of 
sober  sense  and  intellect ;  the  wise  even 
loving  the  fool. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  had  often  entered,  to  hunt 
out  of  this  little  oasis,  one  whom  the  ball- 
room could  but  ill-afibrd  to  lose,  one  who 
seemed,  strange  to  say,  greatly  to  enjoy  the 
company  of  "  the  good  people  "  who  there 
congregated  ;  and  this  was  her  own  pretty, 
scornful  Gertrude,  who  witli  the  utmost  evi- 
dent reluctance,  would  on  these  summons 
allow    herself   to    be    handed    off  by    some 
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Cavalier,  who  had  been  hoyering  impatiently 
round  the  door  to  carry  her  away. 

Was  the  listless  countenance — the  undis- 
guised want  of  zest  in  the  pleasures  of  the 
evening;  caused  by  disappointment  attendant 
on  the  absence  of  Lord  Beverley  ?  He  had 
sent  an  excuse  on  the  plea  of  being  sud- 
denly called  away, to  the  country. 

Many  gave  this  reason  for  the  cause  of 
the  fair  Gertrude's  listless  manner.  What 
would  they  have  thought,  had  they  beheld 
her,  when  she  could  again  escape  from  amongst 
them  and  in  the  quiet  retreat — of  which  she 
seemed  so  strangely  to  have  become  enamoured 
—once  more  all  laughter  and  animation- then 
all  gentle  thoughtfulness ;  as  if  anew  and  sweeter 
spirit,  than  that  which  usually  awakened  the 
spoilt  young  beauty's  breast,  had  suddenly 
entered  it. 

This  was  not  like  disappointment,  or  pique. 
Ah  I  Mrs.  Hamilton,  where  have  been  your 
eyes  for  the  last  month  ? 
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Beware,  lest  whilst  straining  your  gaze 
after  the  lofty  designs  to  which  you  aspire, 
you  overlook  what  is  passing  immediately 
around  you  Hearts !  may  be  escaping  from 
your  influence — hearts  which  you  think  are 
within  your  control,  but  which  may  prove  not 
so  subservient  as  you  imagine — ^which  may 
make  for  themselves  wings,  and  fly  away,  far 
from  your  dominion. 

It  was  in  this  same  boudoir,  of  which  we 
have  been  speaking,  that  Fraticesca,  all  glow- 
ing with  excitement,  had  flown  to  her  aunt, 
and  told  her  tale — "  Was  she  to  go  to  bed  ?" 
her  eyes  asked  imploringly. 

"  Certainly,  dearest,  if  your  sister  advises 
it.  She  is  more  experienced  than  we  are  in 
the  effects  of  dissipation,  and  does  not  wish 
doubtless,  to  see  you  tired  and  ill,  the  remain- 
der of  your  stay  in  London — I  shall  not  be 
sorry  to  accompany  you." 

They  were  leaving  the  room  together,  when 
Giulia  and  Claud  entered,  and  a  cordial  greet- 
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ix2g  look  place  between  Mrs.  Gordon^  and  the 
young  man^  who  soon  however  turned  his  at- 
tention to  her  little  niece. 

He  was  sorry  when  he  heard  that  she  was 
going  to  bed 

"  I  wanted  to  have  had  a  dance  with  you, 
Francesca,"  he  said,  ^^  and  it  is  provoking,  I 
have  to  go  to  Windsor  to-morrow,  with  my 
father — we  could  have  gone  off  together  to 
see  all  the  sights ;  but  I  shall  be  back  the  next 
day,  and  then  we  will  make  the  best  of  our 
time.** 

Claud  held  the  young  girl's  hand,  as  he 
spoke,  and  she  was  looking  up  smiling  in  his 
face. 

"  What  you  will  carry  her  off-  cruel  Mrs. 
GrordonP^hesaid  as  she  made  an  advance  to  the 
door,  "May  I " — and  he  looked  at  the  aunt,  with 
a  smile  and  slight  shade  of  increased  colour — 
"  may  I,  for  old  acquaintance  sake— my  little 
rister  you  know -my  little-"  wife,  he  was 
going  to  say,  but  stopped  short,  and  seeing  no 
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look  of  denial  in  Mrs.  Grordon*B  ejea,  he  stooped 
and  affectionately  kissed  Francesca's  lips. 

She  gave  one  of  her  meny  ringing  laughs, 
and  darted  off  before  her  aunt. 

Under  what  circumstances  did  those  two 
beings  meet  again  ?  Claud  followed  Francesca 
with  his  eyes,  and  then  turned  to  seek  for 
Giulia— she  was  gone. 


THE  BOSOM  rmxan. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


What  boots  it  to  teach  my  heart  a  task 
Sd  Tain  as  weeping  beneath  a  mask  ? 
Broken— with  only  ruiiiK  to  hide. 
Little  it  recks,  of  the  show  of  pride. 


L.E.L. 


Yfcs — Giulia  had  by  this  time  sought  her  own 
apartment,  locked  the  door,  and  glancing  at 
her  pale  face  in  the  mirror,  removed  the  glit- 
tering circle  from  her  brow,  which  seemed  to 
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mock  with  its  radiance    the  gloomy  counte- 
nance it  adorned ;  and  then  she  sunk  upon  a 

seat. 

It  was  not  with  the  calm  hopeless  misery 
whicli  had  before  oppressed  her — more  agonis- 
ing than  any  suffering  she  had  ever  ex- 
perienced, were  her  present  feelings.  Hope 
had  once  been  inspired  in  her  breast  —  hope 
which  she  could  not  relinquish.  It  had  quick- 
ened her  every  energy — strengthened  her  to 
strugjrle  against  obstacles. 

Remaining  thus  motionless  for  nearly  an 
hour,  her  hands  clasped  tightly  together,  her 
eyes  fixed  in  absorbing  thought,  she  at  length 
arose,  took  a  taper  from  the  table  and  walked 
to  the  door.  At  the  same  moment  that  she 
turned  the  handle,  another  hand  did  the  same 
from  the  outside.     It  was  Xice. 

Both  the  girls  gazed  on  each  other's  faces 
for  a  moment,  and  then  Giiilia  passed  on,  say- 
ing in  a  hollow  voice. 
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**  I  shall  be  back  presently — I  am  going  to 
my  aunt." 

Ah  another  confidant !"  murmured  the  Ita- 
lian girl  to  herself,  as  the  Baroness  departed. 
"  Poor  fool  1"  and  she  entered  the  room. 

She  also  walked  as  Giulia  had  done,  to  the 
mirror,  and  gazed  upon  her  face,  but  as  it 
would  seem  with  a  far  different  impression. 
She  lifted  Giulia's  diamond  bandeav  from  the 
table,  and  placed  it  on  her  brow — and  her  eyes 
flashed,  and  her  lip  curled  proudly,  as  there  she 
stood  gazing  upon  the  beautiful  reflection  befoe 
her. 

The  moments  flew  away  unconsciously — so 
deeply  were  her  ideas  occupied  by  all  the 
thoughts,  purposes,  plans,  and  suggestions 
which  crowded  thick  and  fast  into  her  mind. 
She  continued  to  muse,  when  a  voice  awakened 
her  from  her  reverie,  and  a  step  in  the  passage. 
One  more  glance  in  the  mirror,  and  with  the 
diamonds  still  sparkling  on  her  brows,  she 
opened  the  door  and  stepped  without. 
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But  we  will  first  follow  Giulia  to  her  aunt's 
apartment. 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  seated  calmly  reading  when 
after  a  low  knock,  the  door  opened^  and  she 
beheld  her  niece,  pale,  and  so  haggard,  her 
eyes  so  wild  and  eager ! 

"  Dear  Giulia,"  she  exclaimed,  "  are  you 
ill  ?"  and  she  was  about  to  rise,  when  GKulia 
sunk  upon  her  knees  before  her,  buried  her 
face  upon  her  lap,  and  faltered  forth — 

'*  Oh,  aunt,  I  am  come  to  implore  your 
mercy,  your  pity — you  will  despise  me,  you 
will  scorn  me,  but  1  cannot  help  it. .  I  was 
born  for  wretchedness — for  humiliation — but 
oh !  you  are  kind,  you  are  pitiful— you  can 
feel  for  weakness,  and  compassionate  misery 
such  as  mine." 

"  Giulia !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Gordon  terrified 
by  this  scene,  "  for  mercy's  sake  tell  me 
quickly— what  do  you  mean?" 

"  Hear  me  then,  my  aunt,  but  do  not  kill 
me  by  your  scorn." 
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She  paused,  her  voice  died  away  to  a  whis- 
per, as  with  a  look  of  terror,  she  glanced 
around  at  a  little  couch  placed  near  Mrs.  Gor- 
don's bed,  whence  the  sound  of  soft 
breathing  was  heard. 

'*  She  sleeps,''  the  aunt  whispered  in  a 
soothing  tone ;  ^^  fear  not,  she  will  not  awake. 
She  was  too  weary,  poor  child;  tell  me,  dear 
Giulia,  for  you  have  alarmed  me  much,  to 
what  do  you  allude,  and  how  can  I  serve 
you  ?"' 

Take  her,  take  her  away,"  ga^ed  Giulia, 

take  her  back  to  Shirley." 

My  dear  Giulia,  what  can  you  mean,  what 
your  sister  ?"  began  Mrs.  Gordon  in  a  tone  of 
aorprise. 

"  Yes,  my  sister— she  who  I  told  you  years 
ago,  was  destined  to  be  the  destroyer  of  my 
happiness,  the  poisoner  of  my  peace." 

"  Giulia,  Giulia  1"  interposed  Mrs.  Gordon 
in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

"  Oh  yes,"  she  continued  passionately,  "  she 
TOL.  n.  o 
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stole  from  u  c  the  love  of  my  parente— she 
made  me  appear  ns  a  mere  nothing  in  their 
eyes — she  deprived  me  of  the  affisction  of  all 
created  beings,  of  that  love  for  whish  I  pined 
in  my  miserable  cliildhood,  the  want  of  which 
drove  me  into  that  lonely  solitude  of  heart, 
and  fostered  dispositions  and  feelings  which 
render  me  hatefiil  to  myself — to  all  around 
me.  And  now,  now,"  and  she  lowered  her 
voice,  "  when  a  ray  of  hope  has  dawned  upon 
my  heart,  which,  if  it  departs,  must  leave  me 
in  the  deepest  darkness  of  misery  for  ever — 
she — she — has  come  across  my  path  to  snatch 
it  from  me." 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  truly  shocked.  She  had 
not  been  admitted  formally  into  her  niece's 
secret,  which  would  at  once  have  interpreted 
this  fearful  outl)reak,  but  if  she  had  not 
before  entertained  suspicions  on  the  subject, 
woman's  quick  witted  perception  in  such  mat- 
ters now  came  to  her  assistance;  she  therefore 
did  not  press    for  any  clearer  explanation  as 
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to  what  this  ray  of  hope  might  be.  But  when 
Giulia  paused,  exhausted  by  her  vehemence, 
she  said,  in  a  grave  tone  of  reproach^ 

"  Poor  Francesca !  how  truly  innocent  she 
b  of  having  given  cause  for  offence  I  Giulia 
this  is  indeed  culpable  weakness,  as  well  as 
unnatural  conduct.  Dear  child!  well  may 
«he  weep  over  the  beauty,  which  is  to  draw 
upon  her  the  hatred  of  her  sister,  her  only 
near  relative  on  earth — the  relation  to  whom 
ahe  ought  to  have  been  able  to  look,  for  the 
love  and  tenderness  almost  of  the  mother  she 
has  lost,  rather  than  receive  from  her,  notice 
which  almost  savours  of  aversion.'' 

"  Aversion !  ah  no,  aunt!"  cried  Giulia,  in 
a  softened  tone,  as  she  approached  the  bed  where 
Francesca  lay,  her  long  eyelashes  resting  on 
her  cheeks,  stiU  flushed  by  excitement ;  her 
lips  parted  with  a  smile  of  glad  though  calmer 
expression,  than  that  with  which  she  had  sunk 
to  rest,  to  renew  in  her  dreams  the  enjoyment 
of  the    evening*     ^*  Aversion  I    ah   no,"  she 

o  3 
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again  cried^  and  as  if  softened  by  the  sight  of 
that  sweet  face^  teai*3  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 
^^  God  knows  I  would  love  her«  that  I  blame 
her  not  for  being  so  loved,  so  beautiful,"  and 
she  pressed  her  hands  tightly  on  her  heart  as 
if  to  suppress  its  pains.  ^^  But  oh !  how  can 
I  not^ar,  yes  fear  that  beauty,  that  attraction, 
aye  perhaps  even  hate  it,  when  it  is  the  means 
of  rendering  me  so  miserable." 

"  Well  Giulia,"  said  Mrs.  Gordon  gravely, 
but  gently,  truly  distressed  at  this  specimen 
of  the  undiminished  power  of  those  most  mor- 
bid, unhappy  tendencies  in  her  niece's  mind, 
which  she  had  done  her  best  to  eradicate — and 
so  vainly. 

'*  Tell  me,"  she  continued, "  what  you  wish  me 
to  do — All  that  is  consistent  with  propriety  and 
justice,  I  am  ready  to  perform,  to  relieve  your 
present  source  of  anxiety ;  though  I  fear, 
Giulia,  that  with  such  unhappy  fancies,  it  can 
be  but  a  very  temporary  relief —But  I  must 
have  no  concealmetits — I  must  understand  you 
thoroughly." 
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**  Yes,  aunt,  you  shall  hear  all — I  have  sunk 
abready  too  low  in  your  estimation,  and  indeed 
in  that  of  my  own,  to  shrink  from  any  con- 
fession, however  humiliating,"  and  again  fall- 
ing on  her  knees  before   Mrs.  Gordon,  she 
confessed  all  the  history  of  her  love— the  hopes 
that  had  been  raised  in  her  heart— her  bitter  agony 
caused  by  the  idea  that  the  attractive  charms 
of  her  sister,  with  which  Claud  was  so  deeply 
struck,  might  dash  from  her  grasp  those  hopes 
which  had  just  begun  to  put  forth  buds  of  such 
sweet  promise.     His  heart,  she  said,  would  be 
drawn  again  from  her ;  therefore  she  implored 
her  aunt  to  depart  immediately  with  Francesca 
before  the  impression   that  had  been  made 
upon  his  mind,  should  be  strengthened  even  by 
a  second  sight  of  her  sister;  she  besought  her 
to    make    some    plausible    excuse    for    thus 
suddenly  leaving  them,  to  prevent  the  chance 
of  exciting  surprise  and  opposition  to  so  un- 
Iboked  for  a  proceeding*    Her  happiness—* 
or  misery,  she  vehemently  declared,  was  at 
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Stake.  She  might  fail  eyen  then  to  secure  the 
heart  for  which  she  panted ;  but  still  die 
might  hope — she  would  at  least  be  spared  the 
agony  of  seeing  him  whom  she  loved  so  well^ 
turn  from  her  with  neglect — nay  with  disgust 
—at  the  first  tone  of  her  sister's  voice-^the  first 
sight  of  her  beautiful  face. 

^'  You  wonder^  perhaps^  my  aunt,  at  my 
presumptuous,  mad  hopes ;  but  the  being  who 
stands  on  the  shore,  may  wonder  at  the  folly 
of  the  drowninGj  wretch  who  catches  at  a  straw 
— you  know  not  the  tenacity  with  which 
a  miserable   creature   clings  to  a  hope   like 


mine." 


Mrs.  Gordon  was  inexpressibly  shocked. 
She  saw  plainly  that  reasoning  with  her  niece 
at  this  moment,  would  be  worse  than  fruitless  ; 
though  as  she  glanced  in  her  mind's  eye  rapidly 
over  the  future,  she  trembled  more  at  the 
thought  of  the  fulfilment  of  the  wishes  thus 
impetuously  desired,  than  from  the  idea  of  now  in 
anyway  impeding  them ;    however  she  said — 


THE  BOSOM  FRIKND.  127 

"  I  think  it  will  be  impossible  to  go  to-mor- 
row, Giulia." 

**No  ?"  Giulia  cried  in  a  tone  of  alarm ;  but 
the  next  moment  she  added  eagerly  in  a  tone 
of  relief—"  Well  but  the  next  day  !  He  will 
be  at  Windsor  to-morrow.  Oh,  aunt,  bless 
you-^bless  you  for  thb !  Only  let  'me  obtain 
this  one — this  glorious  'possession — his  love, 
and  I  will  return  to  you  so  changed — I  will 
demre  nought  else  that  this  world  can  bestow ; 
and  Francesca  shall  be  loved — loved,  as  yon 
even  would  have  her  loved.  I  feel  that  once 
secure  of  hb  affections — and  my  whole  being 
would  be  altered.  The  shadow  that  has 
darkened  my  heart  would  be  removed !  a  new 
light— a  new  existence  would  be  given  to  it !" 

"Dear  Giulia,*'  said  Mrs.  Gordon,  with  a 
feeling  of  astonishment— almost  of  alarm  at 
this  violent  excitement  of  passion,  "  sincerely 
I  wish  you  success  in  ought  that  would  be 
likely  to  add  to  your  future  happiness ;  but 
remember,  there  is  but  one  means  which  can 
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effect  the  change  of  which  you  speak.      No 
circumstance  of  life-— no  sununit  of  whati^ 
pears  to  you^  earthly  bliss,  will  draw  away  that 
dark  shade  which  obscures  your  happness— hS 
ymiT  heart  is  changed — ^till  that  spirit— the  firuits 
of  which  are  love^  joy^  peace^ong  suffering, 
gentleness^  goodness^  fieuth,  meekness  and  tern- 
perance^  has  dispersed  its  blessed  influence  over 
it.    No  earthly  love  can  say  "  Peace  be  still  T 
to  the  storm  raging  within— it  must  be  the  love 
of  Him^  who  calmeth  the  raging  of  the  sea, 
and  the  madness  of  the  people^   which  must 
first  find  entrance  there.      Giulia  I  will  keep 
my  promise — I  will  act  as  you  desire^  if  you 
do  not,  when  the  time  arrives,  repent,  or  see 
the  folly  and  weakness,  which  has  prompted 
that  which  you  require  of  me.    But,  my  dear 
child,  let  me  entreat  you  this  night,  ere  you 
lay  down  your  head  on  your  pillow,  to  pray 
— as  you  have  never   done   before — for  that 
love   of    which  I  spoke  ;    then   indeed    you 
will  find  a  new  light — a  new  existence  irra* 
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diating  jour  soul;  then,  though  your  dearest 
hopes  may  be  found  fruitless-— even  those 
with  which  you  are  now  so  fearfully  ex- 
cited—you will  be  able  to  bear  their  destruc- 
tion^  as  coming  from  the  hand  of  mercy.'' 

(Hulia,  awed  and  softened  by  her  aunt's 
earnest  appeal,  sobbed — wept — and  promised 
all— even  to  bear  with  resignation  the  over- 
throw—if so  it  happened^  of  her  dearest  hopes. 
She  approached  her  sister's  bed — she  kissed 
her  cheek  and  the  hot  tears  fell  upon  it. 

Francesca  awoke— started,  and  looked  around 
her,  at  first  with  bewilderment;  but  soon  re- 
cognizing her  sister,  she  exclaimed  checr- 
fuUy— 

^'  Oh,  is  it  you  Giulia?"  and  flung  her  arms 
around  her  neck. 

*'  I  am  sorry  that  I  have  awakened  you, 
Francesca,"  Griulia  faltered. 
^'  Oh,  no,  never  mind — I  am  so-  glad  to  be 
awakened  by  a  kiss;   particularly  from  you, 
Oiulia,"     she    added    in    a    tone     a     little 

Q  5 
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tinged  with  sadness^  ^'  I  was  howeyer  dreaiiiiiig 
a  delightfiil  dream — I  thought  I  was  dancing 
to  that  sweet  music  with  Claud," 

Giulia  disengaged  herself  from  her  arms,  and 
murmuring  a  good  nighty  departed. 

It  was  long  before  Mrs.  Gordon  could  seek 
her  bed  ;  this  scene  with  Giulia  troubled  and 
grieved  her.  She  trembled  for  her  niece ;  she 
feared  that  her  happiness — her  peace  of  mind, 
had  been  destroyed,  by  the  worldly  and  ambi- 
tious views  of  Mrs.  Hamilton — by  the  manner 
in  which  she  had  raised  Giulia's  hopes.  She 
grieved  also  for  Claud.  That  manly,  noble, 
generous  heart ! — was  it  to  be  thus  bartered 
— for  what  ?  Mrs.  Gordon's  unworldly  nature 
shrunk  with  disgust  from  the  idea. 

There  was  something  in  her  mind,  which 
revolted  against  the  thought  of  a  union  be- 
tween Claud  and  Giulia — they  did  not  in 
her  imagination  seem  formed  for  each  other. 
Did  she  do  right  to  leave  her  niece  exposed  to 
so  much  temptation  ? 
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And  then  the  aunt  stole  to  her  own  Fran- 
ceaca's  side^  who  was  again  sleeping  peacefnily 
— a  tear,  however,  glittering  on  her  jetty 
lashes,  drawn  from  the  little  feeling  heart, 
which  had  melted  at  the  sjonptom  of  affection, 
alas!  in  general  so  sparingly  evinced  by  her 
sister.  And  must  she  too  be  one  day  cast 
on  a  world  like  this — exposed  to  its  dangers 
—its  pollution,  a  prey  to  the  passions — the 
frailties  it  ever  engenders,  if  not  in  her  own 
heart,  at  least  in  those  of  others.  How  could 
she  escape  the  ordeal,  as  pure  as  fair  in  heart, 
as  now  she  was— and  she  so  beautiful ! 


"  I  fear  thy  gentle  loveliness, 

Thy  witching  tone  and  air, 
Thine  eye*2i  buseeching  earnestness 

May  be  to  thee  a  snare. 
The  silver  stars  may  purely  shine, 

The  waters  taintless  flow — 
But  they  who  kneel  at  woman^s  shrine. 

Breathe  on  it  as  they  bow. 
Ye  may  fling  back  the  gift  aguin 

But  the  crushed  flower  will  leave  a  stain. 
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What  fluU  preferre  thee  beMitifid  ddld 

Keep  thee  as  thoa  art  now  ? 
Bring  thee  a  ipirit  undefilad 

At  God'i  pure  throne  to  bow  ? 
The  world  b  bat  a  broken  reed. 

And  life  growt  earlj  dim 
Who  fhall  be  near  thee  in  thj  need 

To  lead  thee  up— to  Htm? 
He,  who  himself  was  nndtfiUd 

With  Him  we  trust  thee  beMtifeldiild.'' 
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CHAPTER    X. 


'*  Ok,  what  authoritj  and  show  of  truth 
Can  cunning  sin  corer  itself  withal ! 

Oh,  turn  fiom  the  fiUse  tongues  that  flatter, 
•  ••«#• 

Oh  think  of  the  thorns  the/  would  scatter 

O'er  th  J  path  in  the  dark  winter  time. 

H.  Batlit. 


Claud,  on  perceiying  Giulia's  disappearancdj 
had  sunk  down  on  a  seat  by  his  fiiend 
Seymour^  and  conversed  with  him  for  some 
time;  once  while  so  doings  he  happened  to 
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look  up^  and  met  the  gaze  of  a  pair  of  fiery 
eyes  glaring  upon  him — they  were  those  of 
Nice.  He  had  passed  afterwards  into  the 
ball-room,  to  take  leave  of  his  mother — and 
still  those  eyes  gleamed  upon  him  through  the 
crowd  wherever  he  moved ;  like  some  fiery 
planets,  ever  present  to  the  traveller's  sight, 
as  he  passes  further  and  further  on  his 
way 

He  had  gone  up  stairs  before  leaving  the 
house,  to  ask  his  father,  who  hod  retired  from 
the  company,  some  particulars,  as  to  the  hour 
they  were  to  set  off  on  their  next  day's  expe- 
dition, and  again  in  a  passage  through  which 
he  had  to  pass  for  that  purpose,  he  was  way- 
laid as  it  were,  by  a  glittering  apparition — 
Nice  stood  before  him  I 

He  glanced  over  her  with  some  surprise, 
but  with  astonishing  coolness  and  calmness, 
considering  that  she  did  indeed  look  most  daz- 
zlingly  beautiful,  as  she  stopped,  as  if  at  ^^*t 
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Startled  at  beholding  a  different  person  to  the 
one  she  had  expected.  '  . 

She  lowered  for  a  moment  her  shining  orbs^ 
murmuring  in  her  softest  tones^ 

"  Oh !  I  thought  it  was  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny !" 

"  Did  you  ?"  he  answered  somewhat  sarcas- 
tically, "  well,  I  am  glad  to  have  had  the  op- 
portunity of  seeing  how  well  diamonds  become 

"  Ah  !"  she  exclaimed,  putting  her  hand  to 
her  forehead,  as  if  she  had  forgotten  that  they 
had  there  been  placed.  "  Fool  that  I  am  to 
play  the  child,  and  deck  the  brow  with  jewels, 
which  will  soon  be  darkened  by  the  convent's 
veil,  "  and  she  raised  her  eyes  with  a  mild, 
sad  expression  to  the  young  man*s  face. 

"  Oh  no,  Nice,  I  hope  not !"  he  answered 
carelessly. 

"  Who — who  will  save  me  from  it  ?"  she 
exclaimed— her  glance  assuming  its  fiercer 
brightness. 


monds    on  your  beauty,  would,    I 

sufficient  to  complete  the  conqueg 

I  my  eyes  have  not  deceived  me,  1 

already  made  upon  his  iniSammable 
then  I  think  there  would  be  n< 
her  to 


*'  Eodure  the  livery  of  ft  nan. 
For  aje  to  be  in  ihadj  cloister  mewedf 
To  live  ft  barren  lister  all  joor  Ufe» 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  finiitkii 


«<  The  Marchese,"  she  exclaimed, 
flashing  fire,  '^  never  would  I  owe  i 
to  him  I  If  that  were  aU,"  she  add< 
ing  her  tone  to  one  of  deep,  quiet 
<'  the  diamonds  could  produce  no  grei 


THE  BOSOM  FRIEND.  137 

less  wise  than  others,  looks  alone  to  the  pic- 
ture, not  to  the  golden  frame/' 

Claud  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  girl,  as  if 
endeavouring  to  understand  the  meaning  of 
her  marked  tone  and  words;  he  coloured 
slightly,  and  saying,  carelessly, 

"  Well,  Nice,  I  really  am  sorry  I  can  pro- 
pose no  more  agreeable  alternative,"  with  a 
still  colder  glance,  passed  on. 

^'  The  last  struggle  is  over,  and  I  am  free ! 
Hate,  revenge,  be  henceforth  all  that  you 
need  fear  from  me,  Claud  Hamilton.  Scorn ! 
aye,  twice  to  brook  that  look  of  scorn  !"  and 
Nice  stamped  her  foot  and  clenched  her  hand. 
^*  It  is  enough,"  again  she  siud,  and  she  re- 
entered the  bed  chamber,  and  removed  the 
diamonds  from  her  brow.  The  friry  that  had 
for  a  moment  defaced  her  countenance  van- 
ished, and  she  sat  down  calm  and  collected  to 
await  the  Baroness.  Claud  did  not  leave  the 
house  without  another  encounter.    At  the  end 
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of  the  same  passage  Giulia  appeared  before 
him,  hurrying  along — her  dark  hair  fidliiig 
about  her  flushed  cheeks ;  but  at  the  sight  of 
hinif  she  sprang  backwards^  with  no  unaf- 
fected dismay,  shrinking  as  if  she  imagined  he 
could  read  in  her  face,  all  that  had  passed  in 
the  scene,  which  had  just  taken  place  between 
herself  and  aunt. 

Again  her  very    weakness    did  her    more 
service,  than  she  could  have  imagined. 

Claud  knew  that  he  stood  before  one  who 
loved  him  with  love  unsought,  unrequited ; 
but  still  it  is  strange  how  a  weak  woman 
bowed  low  beneath  the  influence  of  such  a 
feeling  seems  to  rise  in  man's  estimation ;  parti- 
cularly when  seen  in  contrast  with  one  who 
appears,  in  the  least  to  usxirp  their  own  preroga- 
tive, strength  and  boldness. 

"  It  b  only  me,  Giulia,"  Claud  said  kindly, 
"  I  have  been  up-stairs  to  speak  to  my  father. 
Good  night,"  he  added,  still  more  softly,  as 
Giulia  murmured,  that  she  had  been  talking 
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to  her  aunt^  ^'  I  shall  not  sec  jou  to-morrow, 
but  shall  be  back  early  the  next  morning. 
Grood  night — you  should  have  been  in  your 
bed  by  this  time,  particularly  as  you  have 
been  lately  so  ill ;  it  is  not  good  for  you  to  sit 
up  so  late.*' 

Giulia  returned  to  her  friend,  her  heart 
bursting  with  the  increased  agitation  of  these 
few  cherished  words.  She  sat  down,  and 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  as  if  to  hide 
the  emotion  expressed  in  it. 

A  soft  voice  murmured  in  her  ear. 

^^  Unkind  Giulia  !  she  has  been  pouring 
forth  into  another's  car,  the  secrets  of  her 
heart,  and  she  would  now  ffun  hide  from 
Nice,  even  her  face,  lest  tliere  they  might  be 
read  by  her ;  she  who  once  was  trusted  with 
every  thought,  every  feeling." 

Giulia  looked  up.  It  was  not  the  Nice,  ar- 
rogant and  overbearing,  as  she  of  late  had  dis- 
played herself  to  her  friend,  but  the  humble 
and  devoted  Nice,  kneeling  by  her  side,  her 
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eyes  raised  with  an  air  of  gentle,  loving  re- 
proach. 

**  Ah,  dear  Nice,"  Giulia  faltered,  "  do  you 
not  know  all — ^too  well  ?" 

'*  I  do,  but  not  from  you ;  not  from  your 
lips  have  I  learnt  the  history  of  all  the  bliss 
that  awaits  you." 

"  BUss,  Nice  r  cried  Giulia. 
^'  Yes,  who  that  has  eyes  cannot  see,  that 
Giulia  will  be  the  wife  of  Claud  Hamilton, 
oh  I  prospect  of  delight  T 

To  Giulia's  charmed  ear,  these  words  fell, 
like  notes  of  sweetest  harmony.  All  restraint, 
all  concealment  was  at  an  end.    A  full  confes- 
sion of  her  hopes  and  fears  were  poured  forth 
to  her  friend,  and  Nice  listened,  and  enoour- 
aged,  and  cheered,  till  morning  dawned  upon 
them,  and  Giulia  then  saw  that  Nice  was  pale, 
pale  as  death,  and   at   length  that   she  was 
weeping — yes,  Nice,   whom    she    had    never 
seen   weep  before.     And  what  meant  those 
tears  ?  were  they  the  farewell  to  every  spark 
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of  loyeliness,  of  good  feeling,  which  might  still 
have  lingered  in  the  sou),  which  had,  vowed 
itself  henceforth  to  the  serpent's  task. 

Be  it  as  it  might,  they  were  timely  tears, 
and  suited  her  purpose,  as  well  as  the  re^ 
signed  and  grief  struck  tone  which  accompa* 
nied  them. 

"  And  I,  Giulia,''  she  cried,  "  oh,  what  is 
to  be  my  wretched  fate,  a  living  death  ?" 

And  then  those  tears  were, wiped  away,  and 
protestations,  vows,  came  from  the  excited 
Giulia's  lips,  that  her  friendship,  her  protec- 
tion should  shield  her  friend  from  the  fate  she 
dreaded;  she  solemnly  promised  the  Italian  girl 
a  home  with  her  for  ever,  a  place  in  her  heart 
' — even  the  one  next  to  him  who  might  be  her 
husband. 

"  You  promise  this,"  cried  Nice !  "  then 
swear  that  no  power  shall  separate  us ;  neither 
the  influence  of  love,  or  hatred.  Swear  that 
you  will  be  true  to  me,  that  you  will  shut 
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your  ears  to  ought  that  may  militate  against 
me — calumnies,  insinuations !  that  you  will 
believe  nothing  but  that  I  am,  through  good 
report,  and  evil  report,  however  circumstances^ 
and  enemies  may  appear  against  me— that  you 
will,  I  repeat,  only  believe  one  fact^  that  I  am 
your  faithful,  devoted  friend!  Will  you  swear 
this  solemnly,  Giulia?"  continued  the  Italian 
girl,  her  eyes  gleaming  fiercely,  her  face  livid 
with  paleness ;  "  and  moreover  give  me  this 
assurance,  written  with  your  own  hand  on 
paper.  This  alone  can  defer  the  arrangements 
which  are  preparing  for  my  immediate  depar- 
ture for  the  convent.  My  uncle  will  be  thus 
assured  of  the  asylum  provided  for  his  orphan 
niece,  and  will  think  no  longer  that  his  duty 
requires  him,  to  force  her  to  a  vocation  which 
she  loathes. 

Nice  brought  writing  implements — she  placed 
a  pen  in  Giulia's  hand,  and  dictated  the  follow- 
ing words :— 
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"I  solemnly  swear,  that  Nice  Cellini, 
the  devoted  and  much-loved  friend  of  my  youth, 
shall  never  want  a  place  in  my  home  and  heart, 
as  long  as  she  wishes  to  retain  it. 


Signed, 


GlULIA   DE    CreSPIGNY." 


August,  1819 


It  was  sealed  and  placed  in  Nice's  bosom. 
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criAPTErv  xr. 


'*  His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  ; 
Uis  lore  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears  pure  messengers,  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  hearen  from  earth. 

Shaksperk, 


Ab  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Claud  pursued  their  way 
to  Windsor  the  next  day,  the  former  suddenly 
thus  addressed  his  son. 
"Well,   Ckud,  have  you   made    up    your 
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mind  about  this  appointment  —  for  it  is  upon 
that  subject.  Lord wishes  to  see  you." 

'^  It  is  too  good  a  thing  to  be  re- 
jected in  a  hurry,"  was  the  somewhat  hesi- 
tating answer. 

"  Your  mother,  however,"  Mr.  Hamilton 
continued  with  a  faint  smile,  ^^  seems  to  have 
set  her  mind  against  it.'' 

He  waited  as  if  for  an  answer,  but  Claud 
continued  silent. 

"  I  can  assure  you,"  the  father  pursued,  ^  I 
had  quite  a  scene  with  her  this  morn- 
ing, when  she  heard  where  we  were 
going,  and  rather  surprised  me  by  a  commu- 
nication." 

Claud  looked  very  grave. 

*'  What  did  she  tell  you  ?"  he  demanded  in  a 
voice  somewhat  hoarse. 

^*  That  she  had  suggested  to  you,  something 
much  more  to  your  advantage,"  his  father  re- 
plied. 

"  And  what  do  you  say  to  it,  father  ?"  Claud 

VOL.    II  H 
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demanded,  fixing  his  eyes  earnestly  on  Mr. 
Hamilton's  face. 

^'  That,  Claud,  must  depend  entirely  on  your 
own  feelings.  I  will  give  you  my  cordial  opi- 
nion on  the  subject ;  I  think  it  would  be  a  most 
desirable  proceeding — a  most  important  advan- 
tage to  yourself  and  many  belonging  to  you — 
but,  at  the  same  time,  I  would  almost  as  soon 
see  you  wedded  to  a  girl  without  a  farthing,  as 
contracting  a  mere  mercenary,  interested 
marriage  —  one,  which  could  not  lead  to  your 
future  happiness.  This  is  all  that  I  can 
have  to  say  on  the  subject,  my  dear 
feUow  !" 

Alas !  what  a  contrast  to  the  rhetoric 
of  the  wife  —  a  contrast  we  fear,  by 
which  the  gentler  sex  but  too  often 
suffer. 

There  was  a  pause  of  some  moments.  Were 
not  the  words  of  his  father  encourrgement 
to  Claud,  to  cast  away  for  ever,  any  lingering 
8cruples  he  might  still  entertain  on  the  subject. 
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and    reject,    at    once,    all  thoi]^ht8    of  the 
Baroness  I 

Some  may  call  him  weak — it  may  be  so — 
but  weakness  such  as  his,  is  a  frailty  most 
beautiful— more  valuable  in  our  eyea,  than 
the  most  Spartan  firmness  of  character,  it 
was  the  fruit  of  that  virtue,  which  alas !  seems 
almost  extinct  in  the  world  ia  these  ktter  days 
amongst  men — an  unselfish  heart  I— a  heart 
in  which  self  reigns  •  not — and  his  father's 
speech,  frank,  open,  affectionately  manifesting 
how  little  selfish  considerations  we^hed  ia  com- 
parison with  his  son's  happiness,  touched  his 
heart  more  than  all  the  worldly  tact  of  his 
mother's  persuasions  had  done. 

Claud  looked  upon  his  father's  head,  blanch- 
ing more  he  knew  from  cares  than  age — he 
brought  to  mind,  all  the  various  perplexities 
that  were  pressing  upon  him — his  struggles 
for  his  children,  and  should  he  think  but  of 
himself? 

"  I  was  reminding  your  mother  of  one  cir- 
H  3 
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cumstance/'  suddenly  resumed  Mr.  Hamilton^ 
thus  showing  that  he  had  still  been  dwelling 
on  the  subject ;  ^*  something  of  which^  she  did 
not  seem  to  be  aware — namely,  that  Giulia  de 
Crespigny  cannot  marry,  even  with  the  con- 
sent of  her  guardians,  till  she  is  of 
age." 

"  Indeed !"  interrupted  Claud,  with  eager- 
ness ;  ^^  that  will,  at  once,  settle  the  matter ; 
I  shall  accept  this  appointment,  certainly;  what- 
ever step,"  Le  murmured  to  himself, 
"  I  may  persuade  myself  to  take  before  set- 
ting out." 

The  appointment  was  that  day  conferred 
v.jion  him  and  accepted.  On  returning  to 
London  the  next  morning,  Claud  found  that 
Mrs.  Gordon  and  Francesca  lind  departed. 
That  lady,  on  not  receiving  from  Giulia  any 
intimation  to  the  contrary,  had  fulfilled  the 
promise  she  had  made  to  her  niece,  and— with- 
out tliinking  it  nccessarj'  to  distress  her  con- 
^cie^ce  by  inventing  any  pretext  for  this  sud- 
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den  determination— merely  saying,  that  unex- 
pected circumstances  rendered  it  necessary  for 
her  to  do  60,  she  c'eparted  with  her  young 
niece ;  who,  with  implicit  confidence  in 
her  aunt*s  wisdom  and  goodness,  scarcely 
allowed  a  murmur  to  escape,  at  being  thus  car- 
ried  off  from  so  many  delights,  but  could  not 
forbear  shedding  a  few  natural  tears,  at  parting 
from  them  all— and  especially,  without  seeing 
Claud  again,  who  was  to  have  taken  her  to  so 
many  charming  sights. 

All  were  grieved  to  part  from  the  little  girl, 
who  had  won  all  hearts  by  her  beauty  and  en- 
gaging disposition,  and  all  were  somewhat 
curious  to  discover  the  cause  of  Mrs.  Gordon's 
whim— as  Mrs.  Hamilton  called  it— who  supposed 
it  was  owing  to  a  little  touch  of  the  good 
lady's  methodism.  Probably,  she  must  have 
discerned  some  slight  shade  of  London  pollu- 
tion already  working  in  her  niece ;  who,  cer- 
tainly, by-the-bye,  did  her    credit  in    every 
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way— for  really^  she  saw  no  signs  of  the  doyen 
foot  in  her  pretty  little  pupiL 

''  Eeally,"  Mrs  Hamilton  added,  ''  I  shall 
have  great  pleasure  in  taking  her  out  some 
of  these  days  —  for,  I  am  sure  she  will  not 
be  long  on  hand,"  and  then,  some  vision 
of  the  beautiful  girl,  and  her  laige  fortune, 
would  enter  her  fertile  imagination  as  con- 
nected with  Henry,  her  second  son  —  which 
partly  she  had  no  doubt,  would  be  far  easier 
to  manage,  than  the  one  now  pressing  on  her 
mind. 

In  short,  the  thoughts  of  both  mother  and 
daughters  seemed  so  occupied  by  other  inte- 
rests, that  Giulia  was  spared  hearing  as  many 
comments  on  her  sister^s  departure,  as  she 
would  otherwise  have  done.  Even  when  Mr. 
Hamilton  and  Claud  returned,  though  much 
surprised,  the  latter  seemed  too  melancholy 
to  express  his  feelings  on  the  subject,  with 
as  much  animation   as   Giulia   had  expected. 
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What  a  relief  this  was  to  her  jealous  heart ; 
and  the  evident  depression  of  Claud, 
she  almost  hailed  as  symptoms  in  her 
favour. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  had  learnt,  in  the  mean- 
time^  that  the  appointment  was  accepted,  and 
was  forced  to  be  resigned.  She  now  lived 
in  the  hope  of  the  proposal  being  made  be- 
fore her  son's  departure,  as  there  was  now, 
no  possibility  of  the  affair  being  completed 
before  the  Baroness  had  attained  her  majo- 
rity. She  even  judged  it  advisable — ^knowing 
that  she  could  go  no  further  at  present,  with 
her  future  daughter-in-law — ^to  take  upon  her- 
self the  office  of  informing  Giulia  of  the 
business-;  insinuating  at  the  same  time,  as  if 
to  give  a  favorable  color  to  the  proceeding, 
that  the  restriction  placed  upon  the  period 
at  wliich  she  might  marry,  was  the  chief 
reason  of  Claud's  thus  banishing  himself 
from  her  presence.  Giulia  colored, 
and     answered     in     some     confusion,    but 
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even  this  intelligence  filled  her  with  energy  and 
hope. 

Of  Claud's  intentions  on  the  sulgect,  Mra 
Hamiltdn  could  gain  no  clue— for  her  husband 
had  strictly  forbid  her  again  to  mention  the 
subject^  or  to  endeavour'  in  any  way  to  bias 
his  opinions  with  regard  to  the  important 
decision. 

But,  at  length,  the  day  arrived,  on  which, 
before  its  conclusion,  the  fate  of  many  within 
that  house  was  to  be  brought  to  a  conclusion 
—  an  eventful  day,  indeed  it  proved! 

The  exact  time  at  which  Claud  would 
have  to  leave  England,  liad  not  yet  been 
quite  ascertained;  but  the  morning  in  ques- 
tion, he  received  the  sudden  intimation  that 
it  would  be  necessary  for  him  to  be  ready  to 
embark  that  day  week. 

He  went  immediately  to  acquaint  his 
father  with  this  Intelligence,  and  found  his 
mother  also  In  the  study.  She  wept  with 
tears  of  unmixed    sorrow,    at   the  idea  of  so 
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soon  parting  with  her  beloved  Claud  ;  but 
when  that  affectionate  son  was  endeavouring 
to  soothe  her  by  his  caresses  and  encourage- 
ment, the  spirit  of  her  worldly  feelings  re- 
turned, and  she  entreated  him  in  the  most 
pathetic  and  imploring  tones,  to  make  her 
happy  ere  he  departed,  in  the  manner  he  knew 
she  so  ardently  desired. 

"Annel"  interrupted  her  husband,  in  a 
voice  ahuost  of  sternness,  as  Claud  stood,  pale 
and  distressed  before  them;  "  On  the  con- 
trary, Claud,  under  pain  of  my  displeasure,  I 
desire  you  will  do  nothing  from  the  impulse 
of  the  moment.  To  press  him  to  take  such 
a  step,  which  will  decide  his  fate  for  life,  is 
unnatural,  selfish,  and  cruel.  I  should  consi- 
der it  folly  and  weakness  in  him,  to  give 
way  to  the  wish,  even  of  his  mother,  if  his 
own  feelings  in  the  least  degree  rebel  against 
it." 

Here  was   a   thunderbolt  for  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton.    She    was  silent  —  she  could  no  longei* 

u  5 
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hope,  that  without  the  aid  of  his  father's 
wishes^  the  scruples  of  her  son  could  any  longer 
be  combated. 

This    was    a    miserable    day    in   Portman 
Square.      However^    one    event    before    the 
evening    somewhat     revived    the    sanguine 
spirits  of  Mrs.  Hamilton.     It  was  not  regard- 
ing   this   business    of   Claud's,    but   another 
from    which    she    had    also    been     suffering 
almost  equal  disappointment.     Lord  Beverley 
had  never  yet  returned  to  London — and  she 
had  begun  to  suspect,  that  though  he  talked 
of  returning,  now  that  the  season  was  over,  he 
had  no  intention   of  so   doing.     Gertrude  — 
poor  Gertrude!       And,    not    only  did    Mrs. 
Hamilton's    worldly  heart   bleed    at  the  idea 
of  the  disappointment  inflicted  on  her  young 
daughter,  but  the  mother's  heart  was  sore  — 
for  it  was  she  who  had  raised  her  hopes.     She 
had  kept  alive  her  expectations — and  though 
pride  evidently  subdued   every  expression   of 
her  daughter's  wounded  feelings,  she  noticed 
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of  late,  that  ehe  bad  become  low-spirited^ 
and  much  changed — so  gentle  and  subdued — 
80  -unlike  herself.  It  grieved  her  to  behold 
her  thus  ;  rather  would  the  mother  have  seen 
the  beautiful  Grertrude  as  was  her  wont— 
less  amiable^  perhaps^  but  full  of  joy  and 
glee. 

And  Annie  too  grieved  for  her  sister^  as 
much  perhaps  because  it  was  a  sad  confirma- 
tion of  the  character  of  one^  from  whom  once 
she  had  been  loath  to  cast  away  the  last  rem- 
nant of  regard,  which  had  even  survived  the 
love  which  her  strength  of  mind  had  taught 
her  to  repress. 

She  had  long  observed  Lord  Beverley's  at- 
tentions to  Ghertrude  dying  away;  she  had  seen, 
as  she  imagined,  his  manoeuvres  to  extricate 
himself  from  the  dilemma ;  he  had  even  the 
efirontery  to  make  her — his  first  love — a  cat's 
paw,^t^e£?emz>ta^  for  that  purpose.  Hethought, 
no   doubt,    there  was   no  fear  of   his  being 
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accused  of  matrimonial  viewsy  when  found  so 
often  by  the  side  of  the  plain  Miss  Hamilton, 
honouring  her  with  a  few  unmeaning  atten- 
tions. 

These  attentions  had  made  her  heart 
thrill,  at  first,  it  was  true,  bj  the  reminis- 
cences they  produced  of  other  days,  but  they 
were  now  received  with  cold  <nvility,  more  cal- 
culated to  abash  the  confident,  than  even  the 
most  indignant  scorn  emanating  from  a  piqued 
heart.  Annie  Hamilton  soon  shewed  his  lordship 
that  she  intended  not  to  lend  herself  to  be  a 
tool  for  the  furtherance  of  his  plans. 

On  the  afternoon  of  this  day  as  Mrs.  Ha- 
milton and  Annie  were  driving  through 
Regent's  street,  a  gentleman  rode  up  to  the 
carriage.  It  was  Lord  Beverley.  Both  ladies 
saluted  him  with  coldness. 

"  I  only  returned,"  he  said,  in  an  agitated 
voice,  "  last  night ;  I  was  going  this  morning 
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to  your  house,  but  was  prevented.  Where 
are  you  going  to-night?"  he  eagerly  added, 
*'  shall  you  be  at  the  opera  ?*' 

"  Perhaps !"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton,  trying  to 
speak,  and  look  with  as  much  coldness  and 
indifference  as  possible,  '^  but  Gertrude  is 
not  very  well — we  are  none  of  us  very 
bright,  for  Claud  is  soon  to  leave  us  Tor 
America." 

"  Oh,  you  must  go,  it  will  do  you  good," 
and  Lord  Beverley  gave  a  timid  glance  at 
Annie,  as  if  to  sue  for  her  assistance  to  bring 
about  the  accomplishment  of  his  wishes  — 
^^  The  music  will  do  Miss  Gertrude  good ; 
and  I  must  see  you  there,''  he  added,  lower- 
ing his  voice,  as  he  bent  down  and  patted 
his  horse,  ^^  do  not  you  look  cold  upon 
me,  Mrs.  Hamilton,  or  indeed  it  will  be  all 
over  with  me,"  and  Lord  Beverley  rode  sud- 
denly away. 

Mrs.  Hamilton   looked  at  Annie,  but   she 
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knew  she  was  not  so  mercifully  or  partially 
inclined  towards  Lord  Beverley  as  herself, 
and  was  ashamed  to  confess  how  this  little 
interview  had  raised  her  vexed  spirits.  She 
however  went  home,  and  ordered  the  most 
becoming  toilette  to  be  prepared  for  Grer- 
tmde. 

But  this  was  only  a  slight  palliative  to  her 
perplexed  fcolings — what  vexation  and  trouble 
bad  she  brought  upon  herself  I  and  not  only 
were  her  long  cherished  hopes  about  to  be 
dashed  to  the  ground,  but  Giulial  she  was 
doomed  to  the  bitterest  disappointment.  In 
what  a  position  was  she  placed  in  regard 
to  the  Baroness,  after  all  that  had  passed 
between  them. 

"  All— -all  is  vanity  and  vezatioti  of  ipirit!'* 

Mrs.Hamilton  was  ready  to  cry  for  the  moment, 
the  favourite  exclamation  of  the  worldly,  disap- 
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pointed  of  some  darling  fancy  ;  ejaculated  oft- 
times^  even  at  the  same  time  the  hand  is  out- 
stretched to  grasp  some  other  desire,  unmind- 
fid  that  it  may  perchance  end  with  the  same 
repining  cry. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Tby  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes, 
De.'tpair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous. 

Shakspere's  Poems. 

Cling  I  must  to  somewhat-— 
Leave  me  one  guide— one  rest  I 

L\NDOR. 


And  Giulia,  she  Lad  been  out  all  the  morning 
on  an  expedition  to  Hampton  Court,  planned 
by  Mrs.  Hamilton  the  night  before;  it  wai? 
arranged  under  the  pretext  of  showing  it  to 
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Mr.  Seymour,  who  by  the  bye  was  still 
their  guest.  He  was  to  escort  the  party, 
which  consisted,  besides  Giulia,  of  Gertrude, 
to  whom  Mrs.  Hamilton  thought  the  expedi- 
tion might  be  of  use,  and  some  of  the  children 
and  their  governess.  But  the  part  of  the 
arrangement,  most  to  the  purpose,  was,  that 
Claud  was  to  meet  them  on  horseback,  after 
concluding  some  business  which  would  pre- 
vent him  setting  out  at  the  same  time. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  i^ie  news  he 
had  heard  of  hb  unexpected  summons 
put  all  idea  of  the  expedition  fiir  from  his 
thoughts. 

Giulia  therefore  expected  him  in  vain,  and 
with  no  great  enjoyment,  had  paraded  over 
the  palace,  and  gardens,  accompanied  chiefly 
by  the  little  party ;  for  Gertrude  and  Mr.  Sey- 
mour were  very  dilatory  in  their  movements, 
lingering  so  long  over  some  picture,  or  beauti- 
ful spot  in  the  gardens— little  did  she  imagine 
all  that  awaited  her  on  her  return  home ! 
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She  had  gone  at  once  into  her  room,  for 
it  was  not  very  far  from  the  dinner  hour,  or- 
dered early  on  account  of  the  opera.  Just 
as  she  was  about  to  ring  for  her  maid,  little 
Greorgie  ran  into  her  room,  as  he  generally 
did  at  that  time,  but  he  looked  graver  than 
was  his  wont. 

^^  Mama  is  so  sorry,"  he  said  at  length  with 
a  sigh. 

"  What  about,  Georgie  V  Giulia  asked. 

"  Oh  Claud  is  going  away.** 

"  When — not  yet  ?"  she  eagerly  enquired  of 
the  child. 

"Oh  yes— he  is  going  very  soon — not  to- 
morrow, but  in  a  very  f^v  days ;  he  told  me 
so  himself  just  now.'* 

Giulia  sat  down ;  she  felt  sick  and  faint, 
but  recovered  herself  with  an  effort. 

"  Are  you  sorry  ?"  said  the  child,  fitting 
his  eyes  curiously  upon  her  altered  counte- 
nance. 

"  Yes,  very  sorry,  Georgie,"  she  murmured. 
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"  Ab !"  said  the  little  fellow^  as  a  flash  of 
recollection  seemed  to  cross  his  mind,  '^  I  re- 
member Claud  and  Mama  talked  about  you 
one  day." 

Giulia  lifted  up  her  head  with  an  eager 
look. 

"  I  wanted  to  go  on  riding,  and  I  thought 
they  never  woidd  have  done.** 

"  What  did  they  say  about  me  ?'*  she  fal- 
tered, ashamed  of  the  feeling  of  curiosity 
which  prompted  the  question. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know.  Mama  said  you  never 
eat  anything,  and  that  you  never  slept,  and 
you  were  very  good,  but  not  very  beautiful — 
she  wanted  Claud  to  do  something,  and  Claud 
did  not  like  it,  and  he  said — oh,  I  wont  tell 
you  what !" 

Perhaps  G^eorgie  if  the  words  fuid  escaped 
which  were  trembling  on  your  little  lips 
^'  He  said  he  did  not  love  yon^^  it  had  been 
better,  though  they  might  for  ever  have  ban- 
ished any  ftirther  posnbility  of  Giulia's  fate 
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being  linked  with  that  of  Claad  Hamilton; 
for  although,  as  it  were,  she  had  heard  enough 
to  cause  all  the  circumstances  of  the  cise  to 
rise  up  before  her  tortured  imagination  with 
very  nearly  the  same  clearness  as  if  the  words 
had  been  spoken,  yet  there  is  something  in 
the  sound  of  a  word  once  uttered,  which  can 
never  be  entirely  expunged  from  the  memory 
even  by  time.  In  words  spoken  there  can  be 
no  mistake ;  whilst  indistinct  communications 
such  as  Georgie  had  made  her,  might  at 
some  future  time  be  forgotten,  or  looked 
upon  perhaps  as  erroneously  interpreted. 

But  as  we  have  said,  what  she  had  already 
heard  was  sufficient ;  she  sat  listening  breath- 
lessly till  they  were  finished,  and  then  sprang 
up,  as  if  a  bullet  had  struck  her,  and  to  the 
surprise  and  horror  of  Georgie,  sunk  down  on 
her  knees  on  the  ground,  and  burying  her 
face  in  her  hands,  groaned  aloud.  The  child 
stood  gazing  on  her  for  some  time,  and  then 
pulling  her  dress,  said,  in  a  frightened  voice. 
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"  Giulia,  Giulia — why  do  you  do  that  ?  I 
must  run  away  if  you  hide  your  face.*' 

This  seemed  to  arouse  her — she  arose,  rang 
her  bell,  and  bade  her  maid  order  a  carriage 
to  be  brought  round  as  soon  as  possible.  She 
had  no  energy  to  say  more,  but  suffered  her- 
self mechanically  to  be  attired  in  the  evening 
dress  which  had  been  prepared  for  her. 

Georgie  stood  watching  her  toilette,  but 
in  silence,  for  he  saw  something  was  wrong. 
The  family  had  sat  down  to  dinner,  a  mes- 
sage having  been  delivered  that  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny  was  fatigued,  and  would  not  come 
down.  This  was  a  relief  to  more  than  one 
of  the  party.  They  were  however  somewhat 
surprised  on  hearing  a  carriage  drive  away 
from  the  door  towards  the  end  of  the  repast, 
and  still  more  so  when  told  that  it  contained 
Lady  de  Crespigny,  who,  the  servants  added, 
had  ordered  it  to  drive  to  Mivart's. 

On  the  carriage  stopping  before  the  hotel, 
the  equipage  of  the  Marchesa  was  waiting  at 
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the  door,  and  Giulia,  on  entering  the  house, 
encountered  that  lady  and  Nice  coming  down 
stairs. 

Both  started  at  meeting  so  unexpected  an 
apparition.  Giulia  was  deadly  pale,  and  at 
first  could  scarcely  speak. 

At  length  she  contrived  to  say  in  a  low, 
faint  voice  as  she  clung  to  the  banisters — 

"  Do  not  let  me  detain  you — I  wish  to  speak 
to  Fra  Paolo." 

The  Marchesa  seemed  satisfied  with  this  ex- 
planation, and  proceeded  to  the  carriage,  for 
she  was  going  to  take  cofifee  with  a  compatnote, 
before  proceeding  to  the  opera.  Nice  however 
lingered  behind— curiosity  struggling  violently 
in  her  breast. 

"  Quick— quick,  Giulia  r  she  cried  follow- 
ing her  up  stairs,  "  for  the  love  of  Heaven 
what  has  happened  ?" 

But  the  servant  came  after  them  to 
say  the  Marchesa  was  impatient — Giulia  had 
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only  gasped  forth  in   a  choked  voice,  as  she 
pressed  her  hand  convulsively — 

"  It  is  all  over  with  me/ Nice — your  uncle  ! 
go !  when  you  retium  you  shall  learn  all,"  and 
with  this,  the  Italian  was  forced  to  be  satisfied 
for  the  present. 

The  servant  who  had  preceded  Giulia,  had 
thrown  open  the  door  of  the  Marchesa's 
apartment. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  the  Padre  Cellini,"  she 
said,  and  entering,  she  found  it  occupied  by 
the  Marchese.  The  man  saying  he  would  ac- 
quaint the  priest  with  her  Ladyship's  arrival, 
left  them  alone.  The  young  Italian  looked 
as  much  scared  when  he  beheld  the  entrance 
of  so  unexpected  a  visiter,  as  if  he  had  seen  a 
ghost.  That  afternoon  a  scene  had  passed  be- 
tween him  and  his  inamoratay  and  he  wa& 
pacing  the  apartment,  still  foaming  with  the  irri- 
tation and  passion,  with  which  the  recollection 
had  influenced  his  mind.  On  Giulia's  again 
murmuring  confusedly  the  name  of  the  priest. 
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he  bowed  and  lefl  the  room,  muttering  that 
he  would  send  him  to  her. 

Fra  Paolo  soon  entered,  looking  more  grave 
and  dignified  even  than  was  his  wont. 

His  unstable  convert  had  withdrawn  herself 
lately  totally  from  his  priestly  presence  and 
guidance.  She  had  yielded  herself,  as  he  had 
learnt  from  his  niece,  to  heretical  and  carnal 
dominion.  He  fixed  his  terrible  glittering 
eyes  upon  her  with  a  mixture  of  severity  and 
mistrust,  as  he  said — 

"  What  does  Lady  de  Crespigny  wish  from 
me  r 

"  She  wishes,"  was  the  answer,  as  Giulia 
advanced  towards  him,  and  sunk  at  his  feet, 
•'  she  entreats  to  be  hidden  from  the  world — 
from  shame,  sorrow,  and  contempt.  You  have 
told  me  of  abodes  where  there  is  peace— where 
there  is  safety  from  the  storm  of  passion,  of 
misery —where  in  deeds  of  penitence  and  de- 
votion,   the   heart  may   be  calmed — satisfied 
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even  those  who  were  born  as  it  were,  to  be 
scorned— trampled  upon  by  the  people  of  the 
world — even  a  wretch  who  has  loved  with  all 
the  intensity  of  a  human  heart — yet  who  has 
loved  in  vain.  Take  me,  oh,  take  me  into  the 
convent,  instead  of  Nice.  She  has  hope  to 
bind  her  to  the  world.  She  is  beautiful— she 
may  still  trust  to  be  loved.'* 

"  Daughter  I"  said  the  priest  solemnly,  as 
he  gazed  on  her  writhing  in  agony  at  his 
feet,  "I  must  understand  you; —no  sudden 
impulse  of  passion  or  worldly  disappointment, 
is  sufficient  to  ensure  the  constancy  of  such  a 
determination.  I  must  first  understand  the 
circumstances  which  have  at  this  moment,  led 
you  to  desire  to  take  so  important  a  step.** 

Giulia  told  all — all  her  love,  her  crushed 
hopes — how  not  only  her  love  had  been 
betrayed — but  that  he  on  whom  her  affec- 
tions were  placed,  had  been  sued,  and 
sued  in  vain,  to  take  pity  upon  her — de- 
grading thought !  from   which   her    woman's 

VOL.  n.  I 
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heftrt  recoiled  with  horror  I  The  priest  wm 
eager,  bigoted  in  the  cause  of  religion*  No 
scruples  of  conscience  prevented  him  firoia 
taking  advantage  of  the  excitement  and 
weakness  of  the  moment,  or  of  encourag- 
ing the  desperate  designs  of  the  Baroness^ 
to  fly  at  once — to  see  Claud  no  more,  thereby 
shewing,  that  she  neither  hoped  nor  expected 
ought  from  him — to  escape  that  very  night — 
and  take  refuge  within  a  convent^s  walls  I  for 
such  was  now  her  ardent  wish.  But  he  pos- 
sessed more  worldly  wisdom  than  the  unhappy 
girl ;  he  well  knew  that  any  such  step  would 
give  rise  to  much  commotion,  and  be  fraught 
with  new  danger  to  himself,  and  to  his 
cause. 

Lady  de  Crespigny  was  not  of  age,  and  still 
under  the  dominion  of  guardians.  Fra  Paolo 
moreover  had  no  desire  to  lessen  the  benefit 
which  might  be  derived  from  her  conversion, 
by  allowing  her  to  immure  herself  within  the 
walls  of  a  convent ;  more  good  might  be  pro- 
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pagated  by  her  renudning  in  Ibe  world  He 
therefore  contented  himself  at  the  monient^ 
by  commendifig  and  enoooragiiig-  h^  faofy 
purposes^  endeavouring  by  all  the  powers  of 
hie  mind  and  tongue  to  cosfixvn  het  in  her 
reUgioua  tenets^  the  firm  hold  of  which,  cottU 
alone  giun  her  admittanee  into  that  hwvien  ci 
rest,  which  she  now  ardently  deeKri^d.  The 
priest,  to  strei^then  the  influence  of  his  words, 
appalled  her  excited  fancy,  by  holding  up  be- 
fore her  affrighted  mind,  most  awful  threaten- 
Logs  of  the  wrath  ef  offended  Heaven,  if  again 
she  suffered  herself  to  be  led  away  by  the 
snaves  of  the  evil  one;  he  bade  her  return 
home,  and  declajre  openly  her  recovered  faith 
— her  determination,  which  no  earthly  guar- 
^an  could  control!  He  added,  that  if  she 
still  remained  firm  in  her  resolution  to  take 
upon  herself  the  holy  vocation,  should  aha 
not  have  been  directed  by  the  hand  of  God, 
to  devote  herself  in  a  way  more  extensively 
useful  to  the  service  o£  the   Holy  Mother 
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Church,  then  would  he  joyfully  see  her  oast  * 
off  the   trammels   of  the   world,  and  devote 
herself  to  a  life  of  religious  seclusion. 

The  hours  had  passed  unconsdously  away 
— Giuliahad  given  no  orders  concerning  the 
carriage,  but  at  about  eleven,  a  servant 
announced  that  it  was  waiting  for  her.  She 
arose  to  depart --her  head  and  mind  bewil- 
dered and  confused;  the  priest  dismissed  her 
with  a  blessing. 

"  Go,  my  daughter !"  he  said,  "  and  the 
saints  and  holy  angels  protect  your  soul 
and  body.  It  is  not  without  fears  and  mis- 
givings that  I  see  depart,  one,  who  having 
proved  herself  unstable  as  water,  may  again 
be  turned,  by  the  first  breath  of  the  world ; 
and  then,  alas  I  woe  to  thy  poor  soul,  my 
daughter  I" 

.  "  Fear  not,  father,"  Giulia  murmured,  as 
slie  wrapped  her  opera  cloak  around  her,  '*  I 
have  need  indeed  to  cling  to  the  Holy  Church, 
which  has  the  power  of  offering  such  a  haven 
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of  rest  and  silence— a  refuge  which  is  ever 
open  to  a  miserable  sinner  like  me,  to 
whom  the  world  must  henceforth  be  a  desert 
— a  home  where  are  to  be  found  spiritual 
comforters  like  yoil,  to  whom  I  may 
pour  forth  a  confession  of  my  frailties,  and 
my  sorrows;  a  relief  which  the  religion  in 
which  I  have  been  educated,  has  not  to 
oflPer."     She  then  left  the  room. 

Ah,  Giulia,  who  knows  what  not  only  a  day, 
but  an. hour  may  bring  forth?  The  case  of 
the  poor  girl,  was  certainly  one  which  suggests 
not  inappropriately  those  quaint,  but  most  ap- 
plicable words  of  Pope — 

**  When  the  devil  wa?  nek,  the  devil  a  saint  would  be, 
When  the  devil  was  well,  the  ditsl  a  saint  was  he." 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 


**  Though  mountaios  meet  not,  iOTert  may 

So  others  do,  and  so  do  thej  ; 

The  god  of  lore  sits  on  a  tree 

And  laughs  that  pleasant  fight  to  aee»'' 

Datuoit. 


Ere  we  follow  the  Baroness  to  her  carriage, 
we  must  return  to  the  events  which  were 
taking  place  in  Portman  Square.  In  the  draw- 
ing-room were  assembled,  sipping  their  coffee, 
Ml*s.   Hamilton,  her  daughters,  and  Claud — 
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Mr. '  Seymour  had  also  joined  them  from  the 
dining-room. 

It  was  far  from  a  cheerM  party.  Claud 
was  most  grare  and  thoughtful,and  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton's endeavours  to  be  cheerful,  and  to  keep  up 
any  conyersation,  were  forced  She  glanced 
uneasily  at  Gertrude,  who  sat  looking  very 
pretty  in  a  most  becoming  dress,  but  with 
an  ill-pleased,  unhappy  expression  of  coun- 
tenance ;  the  mother's  mind  was  also  reverting 
rather  anxiously  to  a  little  scene,  which  had 
taken  place  between  herself  and  daughter  be- 
fore dinner,  on  the  subject  of  Lord  Beverley ; 
still  she  had  not  much  fear  that  the  per- 
turbed tearful  exclamation  of — **  I  will  not 
marry  Lord  Beverley  if  he  asks  me,^  was 
called  forth  by  any  other  feeling  than  that  of 
pique — of  offended  pride !  It  was  impossible 
that  she  could  possess  a  daughter  as  well  as  a 
son,  so  fully,  (she  styled  it)  blind  to  their  own 
welfare. 

And  Annicj  who  generally  endeavoured  by 
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her  own  cheerfulness  to  make  up  finr  any 

of  it  in  others^  what  was  the  feeling  which 

made  her  look  so  pale  and  sad  ? 

Oh  I  weakness  of  human  nature  I  how  often 
does  it  rise  up,  when  least  expected-when  we 
fancy  we  have  fought  successfully  against  it, 
and  vanquished  the  frailty  for  ever. 

The  mother's  sanguine  hopes  of  Lord  Bever- 
ley's intentions  towards  her  sister,  had  made 
her  also  credulous  upon  the  subject — but  did 
she  rejoice?  How  she  hated  herself— reproached 
herself  for  she  trembled  now  the  time  drew  near, 
when  the  lost  treasure — the  love  she  had  for  a 
brief,  but  never  to  be  forgotten  moment,  pos- 
sessed, was  to  be  irrevocably  another's. 

Mr.  Seymour  too,  he  had  retired  to  a  dis- 
tant table,  apparently  examining  a  book;  his 
countenance  was  not  visible,  but  his  deep 
toned  voice,  as  now  and  then  he  joined  in  the 
scanty  talk,  was  peculiarly  melancholy. 

The  children  were  flitting  about  the  room, 
thus  in  some  way  enlivening  the  gloom.      The 
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carriage  was  announced;  all  arose  except  Ger- 
trude,  who  still  sat  holding  her  coffee  cup  half 
iuU.  She  did  not  even  lift  up  her  eyes,  now 
fixed  vacantly  on  the  ground. 

"  Grood  night,  Mr.  Seymour — good  night, 
children  !"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton  kissing  the 
young  ones. 

"  Gertrude,  why  are  you  going  to  sleep  ?" 
cried  Georgie,  springing  on  his  sister's  knees 
to  kiss  her ;  and  down  went  the  coffee  cup,  and 
its  contents  upon  the  delicate  dress. 

All  was  consternation ;  the  maids  were  sum- 
moned— Georgie  sent  off  to  bed  in  disgrace, 
but  Gertrude  looking  down  on  her  stained  and 
disfigured  robe,  said  with  a  sigh  of  relief — 
I  cannot  go  now  I*' 

Oh  yes  indeed,  Gertrude,"  said  her  mother, 
**  you  must  go  and  put  on  another  dress." 

**  No  there  is  not  another  readv,  and — and  I 
will  not  go  to  the  Opera,  unless  properly 
dressed  r  she  exclaimed  petulantly,  and  she 
burst  into  tears. 

I   5 
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^^  Do  not  press  her  to  go  motlier^''  fluid  ClMid^ 
not  liking  this  little  scene  to  be  enacted  before 
his  friend,  who  had  advanced  at  the  conekiaion 
of  Gertrude*8  speech.  '^  I  do  not  think  Grer- 
trude  is  very  well  to-night;  you  and  Annie 
had  better  go,  and  if  she  feels  in<duiedt  I  will 
escort  her  afterwards," 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  too  weU  bred,  and  also 
too  indulgent  to  shew  any  demonstration  of 
anger  at  the  obstinacy  of  her  daughter ;  there* 
fore  feeling  inwardly  very  much  annoyed  and 
provoked,  she  bade  Annie  follow  her,  and 
telling  Claud  that  he  must  come  with  them,  as 
they  could  not  go  without  a  gentleman,  entered 
the  carriage. 

Gertrude  sprang  after  tliem  and  darted  up 
stairs.  The  young  clergyman  was  left  alone. 
He  threw  himself  into  an  arm-chair  and  sighed 
deeply — mused  for  a  moment,  and  then  began 
to  read — but  strange  to  say,  he  never  turned 
over  a  page.  The  door  at  length  abruptly 
opened,  he  started  and  looked  up ;  it  was  only 
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the  servants  with  the  tea  equipage.  They 
arranged  it  on  the  table^  placed  a  chair  before 
it,  then  made  their  exit,  leaving  him  again  to 
his  own  reflections,  with  the  accompaniment  of 
the  little  silver  hissing  urn. 

A  few  minutes  passed ;  then  he  started  up, 
and  made  the  tea,  just  as  he  was  accustomed  to 
do  in  his  rooms  at  Oxford ;  his  eyes,  however, 
not  occupied  with  the  tea-pot,  but  fixed  on 
the  two  little  china  cups  standing  so  sociably 
side  by  side.  This  certainly  did  not  look  like 
Oxford  !  He  then  again  sat  doWn  in  his  fa- 
vourite place  and  tried  to  read.  But  no — his 
eyes  were  irresistibly  fascinated  by  the  same 
**  bits  of  porcelain."  At  length  the  door 
slowly  opened,  and  with  a  sudden  effort  he 
riveted  his  glance  earnestly  on  the  book,  ap- 
parently deeply  interested  in  the  study.  Then 
he  looked  up  as  if  aroused  from  his  abstraction 
for  the  first  time,  by  a  footstep  light  as  the 
falling  snow. 

Mr.   Seymour  arose,  and  stood  grave  and 
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calm^  till  Gertrude  had  advanced  to  the  table^ 
where  she  seated  herself  in  silence.  She  was 
now  attired  in  a  simple  but  pretty  morning 
dress,  but  her  hair  still  flowing  in  its  usual  style, 
that  of  Charles  the  second's  beauties.  He  then 
also  took  a  chair  by  the  table,  and  as  she  did 
not  appear  to  see  anything  but  the  occupation 
in  which  she  was  employed,  without  rudeness 
he  was  able  to  fix  his  eyes  somewhat  earnestly 
on  his  companion,  to  discoYcr  perhaps,  how 
far  she  had  recovered  from  the  dire  misfortune 
which  had  befallen  her — how  far  she  was  re- 
penting, not  having  gone  to  the  Opera,  or  in 
what  proportion  the  disconsolate  Lord  Bever- 
ley was  occupying  her  thoughts  ? 

But  whatever  it  might  be  inwardly,  the 
outward  effect  was  certainly  most  becoming 
ajs  there  she  sat,  the  full  red  lips  half  parted 
with  a  pettish,  bashful  smile,,  probably  caused 
by  the  remembrance  of  the  little  scene  of 
which  he  had  been  the  witness — the  tears 
he    had    seen   her  shed  so  childishly  and  of 
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which  he  might  still  discern  the  traces.  Yes  I 
he  did  see  that  her  cheeks  were  flushed  to 
the  hue  of  the  brightest  rose^  aud  that  the 
ejes  when  the  snowy  lids  were  raised^  looked 
like  Forget  me  Nots  fresh  from  the  morning 
dew. 

The  first  break  of  silence  was  caused  by 
her  having  made  some  mistake  in  the  busi- 
ness of  tea  making.  She  had  put  the  sugar 
into  the  cream  jug  instead  of  the  tea  cup,  and 
on  discoYcring  her  mistake  she  looked  up> 
thinking  that  he  had  observed  it.  She 
laughed,  blushed,  then  said  as  she  handed 
him  his  cup,  her  little  hand  trembling  as  she 
did  so — 

"  How  I  hate  crying !  it  makes  me  so  ner- 
vous for  a  long  time  after,  and  puts  me  in 
mind  of  the  school-room." 

Had  Mr.  Seymour  also  been  crying,  for  his 
hand  was  veiy  nearly  as  tremulous,  as  he  re- 
lieved her  of  the  cup  ? 

He  made  some  very  inarticuUtc  answer — 
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8aid  something  very  oommon-plaoe,  bat  Gtev* 
trude's  cheek  grew  still  brighter,  and  sud- 
denly she  arose,  left  her  untasted  tea,  and 
went  to  the  plana  She  began  playing,  but 
in  a  very  desultory  and  uncertain  manner^ 
now  a  few  bars  of  one  tune,  now  of  another. 
She  tried  to  sing,  but  that  seemed  quite  as 
unsatisfactory ;  her  voice  was  tremulous  and 
tearful. 

^^  Oh,  I  bore  you !  I  dare  say  you  wish  to 
read,  and  I  have  interrupted  you,"  she  ex- 
claimed, rising. 

She  stood  for  a  moment  embarrassed,  and 
then  sprang  towards  the  door,  as  if  meditating 
an  escape.  Her  companion  arose.  She  turned 
round  with  a  look  of  alarm ;  he  was  ap- 
proaching her,  with  agitation  strongly  marked 
upon  his  countenance  —  he  led  her  to  a  scat. 

*'  For  one  moment  stay,"  he  murmured,  and 
seated  himself  by  her  side.  And  there  she 
did  stay,  and  for  a  very  long  moment — she 
stayed  till  a  knock  and  ring  broke  the  thread 
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of  that  very  long  and  interesting  conversation^ 
and  then  she  fled  to  her  mother's  dressing- 
room  to  impart  to  her  perchance  its  substance. 
And  though  the  arrival  proved  not  Mrs.  Ha* 
milton^  she  remained  there  awaiting  her 
retumi  lost  in  a  train  of  mingled  feeling — of 
joy — not  unmixed  with  doubts  —fears  and  mis- 
givings. 

Claud,  after  seeing  his  mother  and  sister 
settled  in  their  box,  had  gone  to  procure  them 
a  book  of  the  opera,  when  on  his  way  back, 
he  encountered  Nice  and  the  Marchesa  en- 
tering the  Theatre.  They  were  alone,  and 
the  latter  having  arrested  his  progress,  he 
could  do  no  less  than  offer  each  an  arm,  and 
escort  them  to  their  box. 

Nice  accepted  it,  with  an  air  of  quiet  hu- 
mility. 

"  I  generally  have  my  son  as  my  escort," 
said  the  Marchesa,  as  Claud  led  them  as 
rapidly  as  possible  along  the  gallery,  ^^  but  he 
was  not  in  the  humour  to-night. 
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^*  Poor  Filippo/  she  continued  in.her  half 
English  accent^  and  accustomed  garrulity^  '*  he 
is  getting  tired  of  this  London  of  yours,  Mr. 
Hamilton — we  left  him  at  home  sighing  for 
his  blue  skied  Italj." 

^^  Indeed !"  said  Claud,  in  a  tone  of  as  much 
interest  as  he  could  command. 

*'  Yes  !  by  the  bye,  we  left  your  friend. 
Lady  do  Crcspigny,  there  also.  I  was  very 
sorry  to  be  so  unpolite  as  to  leave  her,  but 
we  were  just  going  to  the  carriage — and  she 
begged  us  not  to  wait.  I  was  sorry  to  see  her 
looking  so  ill;  she  was  going  to  have  some 
conversation  with — "  but  they  had  reached  the 
box,  and  slic  cut  short  the  communication. 

With  a  look  of  sudden  grave  interest  Claud 
had  listened  to  what  was  said  relating  to 
Giulia— he  glanced  hastily  at  Nice,  when  the 
Marchcsa  spoke,  the  Italian  girl  also  glanced 
at  him,  and  on  her  countenance  he  detected 
a  look  of  sullen  mystery.  Claud  did  not  feel 
inclined  to  ask  her  for  any  further  explanation. 
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80  he  bowed  and  left  them,  and  returned  to 
his  mother's  box. 

His  seat  by  Annie  was  now  taken^  and  he 
could  not  ask  a  few  questions  he  wished  to 
put  to  her;  his  mother  was  also  engaged  in 
conversation  with  some  gentleman,  though  he 
saw  it  was  not  with  her  usual  animation  that 
she  was  talkiiig. 

Claud  soon  quitted  the  Theatre,  called 
a  coach,  and  ordered  it  to  drive  to  Portman 
Square.  He  asked  of  the  servant  who  opened 
the  door,  if  Lady  de  Crespigny  had  returned 
-—she  had  not. 

"  What  o'clock  was  her  carriage  ordered  ?" 

"  Her  ladyship  had  given  no  orders." 

"  Was  Mr.  Hamilton  at  home  ?" 

^^  He  was  in  his  study,"  the  man  said. 

To  the  study  Claud  proceeded.  His  father 
was  seated  by  a  table  covered  with  papers,  his 
head  resting  on  his  hand. 

/^  Ah,  Claud,"  he  said,  smiling  faintly  but 
kindly,  as  his  son  gazed  gravely  on  his  coun- 
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tenance.  It  looked  bo  careworn  and  haraaaed 
as  the  light  of  a  lamp  shewed  fiill  upon  it 
But  Claud  knew  he  never  liked  having  mch 
indications  observed,  and  proceeded  at  once 
to  explain  the  reason  which  had  brought  Um 
there. 

^*  Father,  do  jou  not  think  this  b  a  very 
strange  proceeding  of  Giulia  de  Crespignj^, 
going  off  to  ISiivart's,  and  there  remaining, 
when  neither  Nice  or  the  Marcheaa  are  at 
home  ?" 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?**  asked  his 
father  hastily.  "  She  cannot  be  there  alone ; 
is  she  not  at  the  Opera?" 

Claud  then  explained — for  Mr.  Hamilton 
had  not  been  at  home  in  time  for  dinner,  all 
the  events  of  the  evening,  and  the  Marchesa's 
communication. 

"  Is  it  not  extraordinary?"  persisted 
Claud. 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Hamilton ;  "  I 
really  wish   your  mother   would  put  a  stop 
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to  the  great  intimacy  between  GiuUa  and 
that  odious  Italian  crew.  I  have  so  much 
to  think  of  just  now.  But,  as  to  what  you 
have  just  told  me,  I  can  hardly  believe  it 
Why,  it  is  not  respectable!  The  young 
Italian  in  the  house  and  all  I  she  must  be  mad. 
Ring  the  bell,  Claud.  I  will  order  the  carriage 
to  be  sent  for  her  immediately — but  somebody 
ought  to  go  with  it  Really,  it  is  a  great  nui- 
sance. I  suppose  I  must  turn  out  myself,  and 
I  am  terribly  tired  and  bored  to-night.  My 
dear  fellow,"  Mr,  Hamilton  added,  "  upon  my 
word,  I  think  I  must  send  you  to  bring  back 
this  errant  young  lady,  and  I  will  have  her  in 
when  she  returns,  and  enquire  into  the  reason 
of  her  strange  conduct" 

**  My  dear  father,  do  you  think  that  would 
quite  answer?  but,  at  any  rate,  I  can  go  with 
the  carriage,  and  see  her  safe  into  it.  And, 
let  me  advise  you,*^  he  added,  as  the  carriage  ^ 
having  been  announced,  he  was  preparing  to 
depart ;  ^*  to  go  to  bed,  my  dear  father,  and 
keep  your  letters  for  to-morrow." 
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Mr.  Hamilton  nodded  —  grateful  for  tins 
little  proof  of  filial  consideration^  and  soon  fol- 
lowing the  advice^he  gathered  up  his  papers  and 
went  straight  to  bed  —  little  guessing  as  he 
passed  the  drawing-room,  what  was  passing 
within  it ;  indeed,  he  imagined  all  the  family 
were  out ;  and,  as  for  Mr.  Seymour,  he  had  for- 
gotten, for  the  moment,  though  he  was  a 
great  favourite,  that  such  a  person  was  in 
existence. 
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CHAPTER     IV. 


"  Where  am  1  ?     What  soft  strfdn 

Passed  like  a  breeze  across  mj  bnniing  brain  ?** 

Mrs.  Hfmams. 


**  Who  can,  in  this  short  life,  afford. 
To  let  such  mists  a  moment  staj, 
When  thus  one  frank,  atoning  word. 
Like  sunshine,  melts  them  all  away." 

Moore. 


In  the  meantime,  Claud  had  rolled  away  to 
Mivart's,  ordered  the  servant  to  send  up  to  say 
the  carriage  was  waiting,  and  was  at  the  door 
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to  hand  Giulla  in,  when  she  made  her  appear* 
ance« 

She  passed  hastily  from  the  house,  wrapped 
in  her  cloak,  and  seemed  not  to  perceive  whose 
was  the  arm  that  lent  its  assistance  as  she 
stepped  into  the  carriage. 

"Will  you  allow  me  a  seat,  Griulia,  within?^ 
Claud  said,  and  without  waiting  for  an  answer, 
he  entered. 

He  had  seen  by  the  light  of  the  lamps,  that 
she  had  turned  as  pale  as  death,  at  the  sudden 
surprise  of  his  appearance — so  much  so,  that 
he  thought  she  was  going  to  faint  and  when, 
after  seating  himself  by  her  side,  he  turned  to 
look  at  her,  she  was  leaning  her  head—her  face 
averted  —  against  the  side  of  the  car- 
riage. 

"  You  are  not  well,  Giulia,''  he  said,  in  a 
grave  voice. 

"  I  am  not  well,"  she  answered  in  a  low  tone, 
but  composed  and  cahn. 

"  We  were  surprised,"  Claud  continued,  "  at 
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your  remaining  here,  when  Nice  and  the  Mar- 
cheaa  were  absenty  and  were  at  a  loss  to  ima- 
gine what  70U  could  find  so  very  attractiye  in 
Miyart's,  to  detain  you  there." 

This  was  sidd  quite  seriously^  but  in  a  some- 
what nervous  tone. 

Giulia  did  not  change  her  position,  and  only 
muttered  a  few  unintelligible  words  which  he 
could  not  understand. 

A  ffllence  of  a  few  seconds  ensued,  and  then 
Griulia  lifted  up  her  head  and  turned  towards 
Claud.  Had  he  been  able  distinctly  to  ob- 
serve her  countenance,  he  would  have  seen  that 
it  was  deadly  pale,  but  rigidly  calm. 

No  sister  who  had  vowed  a  farewell  for  ever 
to  the  world  and  its  affections,  could  have,  with 
less  apparent  emotion,  looked  upon  her  former 
lover.  She  even  smiled ;  but  it  had  been  well 
if  she  had  left  that  smile  alone,  if  it  were  in- 
tended to  indicate  her  composure  and  uncon- 
cern. So  Claud  seemed  to  think,  as  a  bright 
light  from  some  lamps  shone    full  upon  her 


192  TH£  BOSOM  FBlSin). 

countenance^  for  he  immediately  sud  in  a  yery 
grave,  earnest  tone — 

'^  Tell  me,  Giulia,  for  it  distresses  me  to  see 
you  thus — what  is  the  matter  ?  What  is  all  this 
mystery — and  what  have  you  been  doing  all 
this  time  ?" 

"  Doing — doing,^  she  murmured  confusedly^ 
feeling  with  agony^  that  all  power  of  control 
over  her  feelings  was  giving  way— even  her 
hearts  as  it  were,  all— all  melting  like  wax 
within  her.  "  Doing  I"  she  continued,  despe- 
rately, "  I  have  been  providing  myself  with  a 
home — a  refuge  !" 

"  A  home  ?*'  Claud  repeated  with  astonish- 
ment. 

"  Yes,"  she  hurried  on  ;  "  I  am 
tired  of  the  world.  I  have  never  loved 
it— and  it  has  never  loved  me.  Why  should 
I  remtun  in  it?  There  are  places,  where  I 
shall,  at  least,  find  that  peace  which  I  have 
loog  sought  in  vain*     I  have  been  conversing 
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with  a  very  holy  man — he  has  pointed  out  the 
way,  and  there  I  am  going." 

Claud  began  to  fear  she  had  really  gone  out 
of  her  senses.     He  took  her  hand. 

"  Compose  yourself,  dear  Giulia,"  he  said,  in 
the  kindest,  but  most  distressed  tone,  "  and 
tell  me  calmly — for,  am  I  not  one  whom  you 
have  known  from  your  childhood  —  one 
whom  I  hope  you  still  —  love.  Wliat  is 
this  all  about?  What  can  I  do  to  assist 
you  ?" 

Alas  I  it  was  all  over  with  her  I — the  pres- 
sure of  his  hand  on  her's  —  the  soft,  low, 
tender  strains  !  Her  whole  heart  seemed  to 
melt  in  a  passionate  burst  of  tears — her  head 
had  fallen  on  his  shoulder.  But  for  an  in- 
stant only ;  in  the  next,  she  had  sprung  from 
hiuL  She  again  leant,  gasping,  groaning 
with  shame  and  agony,  against  the  side  of  the 
carriage. 

"  fVliom  I  hope  you  love  /" 

Ah,  those  words  had  been  mockery  ! 

VOL   II.  K 


194  THB  BOSOM  VBIEND. 

'^  Giulia/  said  Claud,  "  may  I  ask  the  rear 
son  which  prompted  you  to  seek  that  refuge- 
that  home  of  which  you  speak  ?  Why  is  the 
world  so  distasteful  to  you?  Are  there  none  in 
it — not  one  being  whom  you  would  allow  to 
strive  to  make  it  less  so— whom  you  would  adr 
loit  as  a  partaker  —  a  comforter  in  your 
sorrows— who  would  sjrmpathize  in  your  every 
feeling." 

"  Do  not-nio  not  mock  me, Claud  Hamilton  !*' 
was  the  answer  in  a  voice  of  agonized  emo- 
tion— "I  require  nothing,  but  that  which  I 
shall  find  within  the  convent^s  walls,  I  have 
sworn  to  enter— and  from  which,  nothing — «a- 
tkiJiff  now,  can  keep  me  ! ' 

'*  Nothing,  Giulia !  say  not  that !"  exclaimed 
Claud,  again  soothingly  pressing  the  hand 
which  convulsively  grasped  her  mantle ;  "  but 
listen  to  me— to  one,  who  lias  ever  felt  for 
you,  affection ;  and  who  swears.  If,  on  a  fu- 
ture day,  you  will  consent  to  be  his,  to  de- 
vote his  life  to  promote  your  happiness,  and 
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to  endeavour  to  render  the  world  less  dark 
and  joyless.  Glulia^  do  you  love  me  sufficiently 
to  be  mine  ?" 

What  were  Giulia's  feelings?  Was  she 
dreaming,  or  were  these  only  mocking  words? 
No,  she  felt  her  hand  pressed  tenderly — she 
distinguished  through  the  swimming  mist  in 
which  all  else  seemed  enveloped,  his  earnest, 
serious,  truthful  gaze. 

She  turned  away  her  head  again  —  one 
deep  sob  relieved  her  heart — ^but  she  had  de- 
termined. 

^'  Giulia,  answer  me,"  said  Claud,  in  much 
agitation ;  "  will  you  not  accept  my  sincere, 
though,  perhaps  you  may  deem  it,  presumptu- 
ous affection?" 

^^  No,  kind,  generous,  Claud,  I  wiU  not,''  was 
the  answer;  and  these  words  were  uttered 
in  a  tone  that  was  calm,  gentle— but  firm 
and  resolute.  They  were  no  vain  words. 
Griulia   loved  Claud    Hamilton    at    this    mo- 
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ment,  more  than  she  had  ever  yet  done ;  but 
she  thought  not  cf  herself,  nor  of  her  own  feel- 
ings. 

"  No,  Claud  generous— too  generous  Claud ! 
I  will  not  accept  it,"  she  repeated. 

"  Generous  !"  exclaimed  the  young  man ; 
"  say  not  so,  Giulia — on  your  part  will  be  the 
generosity." 

And  these  words  were  also  spoken  in  sin- 
cerity—for Claud  did  indeed,  feel,  that  the 
precious  gem  of  genuine,  unadulterated  love- 
such  aa  Giulia  had  to  bestow  upon  him— de- 
manded much  gratitude,  to  atone  for  the  com- 
paratively cold  feeling  which  he,  alas !  could 
only  give  in  return  for  it.  And  then,  in  a 
worldly  point  of  view  !  —  his  thoughts  flew 
to  that  rather  galling  idea — his  poverty,  her 
riches !  There  would  indeed  be,  a  weight  of 
obligation ! 

"  Generosity  on  my  part,"  she  again  fal- 
tered— "Alas!  alas!" 

But  then  the   thought    flashed   across   her 
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mind^  as  to  the  meaning  of  these  words ;  could 
they  refer  to  her  fortune — her  position  ?  and, 
to  her  heart,  the  idea  brought  a  thrill  of 
joy.  To  think  that  she  had,  indeed,  the  power 
of  bestowing  all  upon  him !  All  those  advan- 
tages, which  before,  she  had  ever  considered 
but  as  mere  dross — valueless,  how — how  did 
their  aspect  brighten — as  in  imagination  they 
were  cast  at  his  feet  gilding  his  future 
path,  thus  considered,  they  were  treasures 
indeed ! 

And  with  all  these  worldly  advantages,  had 
she  not  also  to  bestow  upon  him — love  ?  such 
heartfelt  love— exceeding  in  richness,  all  the 
treasures  of  Golconda  !  When  his  voice  again 
sounded  in  her  ears  repeating  his  suit,  per- 
haps in  terms  of  less  ardour  and  passion,  but 
with  sincerity  and  truth  of  purpose,  of 
which  it  were  well,  that  many  of  the  most 
fervent  declarations  could  boast  —  in  short, 
when  she  saw  presented  to  her  grasp,  the 
magic    draught    which    was    to   infuse    new 
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and  shut  the  door  softly,  lest  she  should 
awaken  Gertrude,  who  she  concluded  was  in 
her  bed  asleep. 

She  had  sunk  down  on  a  seat — and  then, 
was  it  grief,  agony,  was  it  some  sudden  and 
unexpected  blow,  to  every  hope  of  happiness, 
or  some  oyerwhelming  prospect  of  felicity  just 
opened  before  her,  that  made  her  sit  for  some- 
time immoveable,  as  if  turned  to  stone  ? 

She  must  pardon  us^  if  after  recording  so 
lately  two  scenes  of  the  same  nature^  we  pass 
over  in  somewhat  a  cursory  manner  the  one 
which  had  been  to  her — a  life — "  a  life  of 
wonder  and  ecstasy  !*' 

She  had  retired  to  the  back  of  the  box  in 
pitying  compliance  to  a  glance — a  tone  of 
Lord  Beverley  8,  in  which  seemed  concentrated 
every  emotion  of  hope  and  fear.  She  was 
prepared  to  hear  the  history  of  his  love  for  her 
sister^and  with  a  feeling  of  resigned  misery, 
had  endeavoured  to  nerve  herself  to  her  task 
of  listener. 


*  - 


200  TUB  BOSOM  FRIEVD. 

It  was  not  for  some  time  that  she  could 
believe  that  she  heard^  it  was  Annie,  not  Ger- 
trude, Hamilton  for  whose  forgiyenesa  and 
pity  Lord  Beverley  sued  —  for  whose  hand, 
with  humility,  and  self  abasement  most  sin- 
cerely expressed,  he  entreated. 

It  was  a  long  confession.  He  had  to  teU 
her  how  his  puerile  vanity  had  caused  him  to 
recoil,  at  the  first  sight  of  her  altered  appear- 
ance, and  to  turn  to  Gertrude,  whose  beauty  re- 
minded him  of  what  she  had  been,  when  first 
he  saw  her.  He  had,  he  confessed  with 
shame,  endeavoured  to  love  her  sister,  but  in 
vain,  he  could  not  I  He  was  soon  perfectly 
aware  of  this  fact,  but  still  he  felt  himself 
drawn  by  some  irresistible  fascination  to  the 
house.  He  had  at  length  discovered  what 
was  the  secret  spell — one  which  shone  on 
every  feature  of  Annie  Hamilton's  counte- 
nance, beamed  in  every  glance,  moved  in 
every  gesture,  spoke  in  every  tone !  He  was 
captive  to  the  power  of  goodness;  sweetness 
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such  as  made  him  even  feel  his  nature  changed 
under  its  influence.  He  felt  as  if  his  heart 
were  in  the  keeping  of  an  angel,  rather  than 
a  woman. 

It  was  to  a  strain  like  this  she  had  listened, 
until  she  indeed  began  to  feel  happiness  far 
too  ecstatic  for  a  mortal  to  bear ;  filling  her 
heart  even  to  suffocation.  But  how  had  he 
been  answered?  He  had  been  told  that  he 
must  wait  in  agonising  suspense,  for  Annie 
must  first  discover  whether  Gertrude  had  been 
deceived  as  well  as  herself.  She  must  know  if 
her  young  heart  had  been  wounded,  ere  she 
gave  her  answer.  On  this  answer  his  fate  de- 
pended. 

If  he  trembled  at  the  issue  of  this  discovery, 
no  less  did  her  heart  beat  with  agonising 
dread,  to  look  upon  her  sister,  as  if  to  ascer- 
tain from  her  sleeping  face  what  she  so  panted 
to  learn,  but  Gertrude  was  not  in  her  bed.  Annie 
was  surprised  at  this  unexpected  occurrence. 
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and  opening  the  door,  as  if  an  impulae  led  ber 
to  seek  her  sister^  she  heard  sounds  of  Yoioes 
issuing  from  her  mother's  dressing-room* 
She  listened  for  a  moment^  and  then  proceeded 
to  the  room  and  opened  the  door. 

The  scene  she  beheld^  filled  her  with  dis- 
may. Mrs.  Hamilton,  still  attired  in  her  eTen- 
ing-dress,  was  pacing  the  room  with  troubled 
steps,  her  voice  sounding  in  mingled  tones  of 
distress  and  displeasure ;  whilst  Grertrude,  her 
eyes  swollen  with  weeping,  lier  head  resting 
on  her  hand,  sat  leaning  against  a  sofa  in  an 
attitude  ul  the  deepest  despair. 

"  01),  Annie,  is  it  you  ?"  said  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton, as  she  turned  round  on  hearing  her  enter. 
"  Come  in !  you  have  just  arrived  in  time  for 
me  to  communicate  the  most  delightful  piece 
of  intelligence ;  certainly  the  most  satisfactory 
conclusion  to  two  years  of  trouble  and  ex- 
pense, wasted  upon  a  daughter,  with  which  a 
moth'  r  was  ever  rewarded." 

Annie   approached,  and    looked    upon  her 
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sister  with  compassionate  enquiry ;  even  for- 
getting for  the  moment  in  concern  for  her  ap- 
parent distress  all  that  so  materially  affected 
herself. 

The  poor  girl  sprung  forward,  threw  herself 
into  Annie  *s  arms,  and  wept,  for  some  moments, 
in  silence. 

^  Annie,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton  in  a  softened 
but  troubled  voice,  "  you,  I  am  sure,  will  not 
encourage  the  idea  of  such  utter  madness  in 
Grertrude,  as  even  to  entertain  the  remotest 
idea  of  marrying  Mr.  Seymour.  Yes,  my 
dear  Annie,  behold  in  your  sister,  the  young 
lady,  who  might  have  done  so  well  for  herself 
and  family — who  had  it  in  her  power  to  marry 
an  earl  and  forty  thousand  a  year — yes, 
behold  in  her,  the  would-be  Mrs.  Seymour, 
who  is  willing  to  bury  herself  for  life  in  a 
dirty  village,  to  devote  herself  for  ever  to  the 
delightful  task  of  dealing  out  soup  to  paupers, 
and  teaching  dirty  children  their  catechism." 

Poor  Gertrude  again  burst  into  tears  as  her 
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mother  thus  tauntingly  derided  the  scheme 
of  happiness  which  she  had  so  lately  planned 
for  her  future  life. 

"  My  dear  mother,"  exclaimed  the  mystified 
Annie,  "  what  is  the  matter?" 

^^  Only,"  answered  Mrs.  Hamilton  with 
much  asperity,  ^^  that  Miss  Gertrude  Hamilton 
has  just  informed  me,  that  during  our  absence 
she  has  very  obligingly  consented  to  take  upon 
herself  the  situation  of  a  poor  parson's  wife, 
and  hopes  for  my  full  approbation  of  the  step. 
I  must  say  that  Mr.  Seymour  hns  well  re- 
quited our  hospitality,  but,  so  it  is.  Really 
it  seems  as  if  my  children  had  conspired  to 
thwart  every  hope  I  had  formed  for  their 
welfare  and  happiness.  Claud !  what  has  he 
not  thrown  away?  and— and  now  Gertrude, 
declares  very  obediently  and  dutifully,  that  even 
if  she  never  again  beholds  Mr.  Seymour,  and 
if  I  can  help  it,  she  never  shall  again  meet 
this  reverend  infatuation— she  would  rather 
die  a  thousand  deaths  than  marry  Lord  Be- 
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verley,  who  has  been  encouraged  for  her  sake 
alone^  and  of  whose  intentions  and  hopes  ^you, 
Annie  can  relate^  after  your  long^  confidential 
conversation  with  him  this  evening." 

Annie  recalled  to  remembrance  by  the  men- 
tion of  Lord  Beverley's  name^  with  burning 
cheeks  and  faltering  voice^  exclaimed^ 

"  Gertrude  could  never  have  married  Lord 
Beverley,  mama  I  we  have  all  been  deceived." 

"  Deceived  !"  echoed  Mrs.  Hamilton  hastily 
"  what  do  you  mean,  Annie  ?" 

**J  mean,  mama — because — he  has — pro- 
posed to  me — " 

It  is  needless  to  detail  all  that  followed  this 
communication — the  surprise  was  almost  too 
great  at  first  for  belief,  or  for  the  realization 
of  the  idea — and  the  relief  of  poor  Gertrude, 
whose  offences  were  forgotten  for  the  moment, 
in  the  new  and  overwhelming  excitement. 

The  first  access  of  joy  had  scarcely  sub- 
sided^ when  the  door  was  gently  opened,  and 
Claud  entered.     He  gazed  for  a  moment  on 
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the  scene  before  him — his  mother  seated,  with 
Annie  kneeling  by  her  side,  half  weeping, 
half  laughing,  as  questions  and  answers  were 
bandied  between  them;  Gertrude  standing 
by  with  swollen  eyes  and  bewildered  counte- 
nance. 

Claud  was  puzzled  to  teU  whether  it  was 
from  grief  or  joy,  that  his  relations  were  saf- 
fering.    ' 

Mrs.  Hamilton  looking  towards  him,  ex- 
claimed, 

"  Come  in,  Claud — you  may  well  look  mys- 
tified— but  no  I  you  hnd  better  have  staid 
away  -  the  eight  of  you  almost  takes  away 
the  pleasure  with  which  I  introduce  your 
sister  Annie  to  you,  as  the  future  Countess  of 
Beverley." 

Annie  was  clasped  in  her  brother's  arms. 

"  Nay,"  exclaimed  her  mother,  "  you  had 
better  congratulate  your  other  sister," 
and  Claud  turned  to  look  at  Gertrude,  who 
flew    to    him     and    wept    upon    his    bosom. 
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"  Yes !  her  brilliant  ideas  will  be  much 
more  in  your  line.  She  will  tell  you  that 
your  very  good  £riend  Seymour  has  been  filling 
her  mind  with  nonsense,  which  I  trust  she 
will  have  forgotten  by  to-morrow."  But  Claud 
already  had  seen  his  friend,  and  been  en- 
listed into  his  cause. 

"  Mother  r  he  said,  "  I  think  when  you  have 
enquired  more  into  Seymour  s  prospects,  you 
will  not  consider  the  step  he  has  taken  so 
very  unpardonable,  and  that  you  will  hesitate 
before  you  give  a  decided  veto  against  making 
him  and  dear  Gertrude  happy.  Shall  you 
not  be  content  with  having  an  Earl  and  a 
Baroness  added  to  your  family  ?" 

"  A  Baroness  I  yes,  Claud,"  she  interrupted 
quickly,  "  if  that  had  been  the  case — even 
Mr.  Seymour  might  have  been  pardoned." 

"  You  promise  that,  mother  I"  Claud  inter- 
rupted, "  well,  dear  Gertrude,  cheer  up ;  for, 
mother,  I  have  proposed,  and  have  been  ac- 
cepted, by  the  Baroness  de  Crespigny  V 
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CHAPTER   XV. 


**  In  a  brave  old  house  dwelU  Magdalene, 
^t  -5^  -Tr  * 

I  trained  thcc  in  this  sober  wise, 
And  in  this  solitude. 
That  thou  might'st  grow  up  innocent 
Thoughtful,  and  wise,  and  good. 
*  )H  3K  9f:  'K  3i<: 

Oh,  for  a  loving  sister, 
To  worship  at  my  side  I" 

Mary  IIowitt. 


A  year  and  a  half  had  elapsed  since  the  pre- 
ceding events  happened.  Shirley  Hail 
had  been  the  constant  abode  of  Lady  de  Cres  • 
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pigny,  and  it  was  not  till  early  in  the  spring 
completing  that  period^  that  she  had  left  it,  for 
the  metropolis,  summoned  there  by  her  guar- 
dian on  matters  of  business  attendant  on  her 
majority.  This  event  seemed,  as  in  reality  it 
proved,  the  breaking  up  of  a  long,  monotonous 
calm ;  similar  to  that  in  which  the  occupants  of 
the  old  mansion  passed  their  existence,  ere 
Giulia,  launching  into  society,  brought  with 
that  event  the  consequent  interruptions  and 
changes.  The  same  party  were  assembled  at 
Shirley  HaU,  and  with  the  exception  of  occa- 
sional visits  from  the  different  members  of  the 
Hamilton  family,  nothing  more  momentous  had 
changed  the  aspect  of  its  affairs.  One  of  the 
party  had  however  returned  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  period  we  have  mentioned,  (as  she 
really  experienced  at  that  moment,)  with  a 
new  existence  infused  into  her  souL  She  had 
felt,  as  it  were,  her  visioned  cup  of  happiness 
realized;  happiness  of  which  mortals  may 
dream,  but  which  seldom  they  are  allowed  to 
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tajste.  She  had  returned  to  exist  on  the  re- 
membrance of  the  image  of  its  delights,  and 
to  revel  in  anticipations  of  a  bright  fbture. 
And  those  who  saw,  without  knowing  the 
secret  of  this  new  influence — for  her  engage- 
ment, with  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Gordon, 
and  the  old  servants,  upon  whom  she  could 
rely,  she  had  requested,  should  not  as  yet  be 
publicly  declared — ^marvelled  to  note  the  new 
light  beaming  in  the  eye,  the  altered  step, 
nay  tone  of  voice,  of  the  once  grave,  joyless 
young  Baroness. 

She  seemed  to  wish  to  shew  affection  to 
her  aunt,  whom  she  found  ready  to  rejoice  with 
her  in  her  joy ;  she  was  anxious  to  evince  to- 
wards her,  gratitude  for  all  that  she  had  done 
for  her  in  her  distress,  and  by  Mrs.  Gordon's 
advice  Giulia  had  promised,  during  those  two 
years  of  probation,  to  endeavour  to  strengthen 
and  improve,  by  profitable  study,  the  mind 
which  had  so  long  been  wavering  and  tossed  — 
unsettled  by   the   unhealthy   and   weakening 
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tide  of  an  ill-directed  imagination — without 
such  improvement  her  aunt  plainly  but  affec- 
tionately warned  her,  that  she  feared  the  capa- 
bility of  her  disposition,  ever  to  find  full  and 
pure  happiness  in  any  lot  of  life  whatever ! 

But  alas  I  bow  can  the  mind  for  any  length 
oi  time  recover  its  healthy  tone,  how  can 
noxious  feeling  die  away  from  the  heart,  when 
round  it  has  wreathed  a  serpent,  silently  and 
secretly  stinging  every  evil  passion  into  life, 
feeding  and  nourshing  them  with  its  poison. 
By  Giulia's  side  might  again  be  seen  follow- 
ing her  foot-steps  continually,  her  bane—her 
destiny — the  Italian  girl  Nice !  not  the  arro- 
gant—the fierce  spirit  which  she  had  for  a 
while  enacted  in  London,  but  far  more  dan- 
gerous, the   humble  and  unobtrusive  friend — 

*•  For  be 
Mart  8erve  who  fain  would  swny  and  roothe 
And  sue 
And  watch  all  time.'' 

t 

This  Nice  knew  full  well ;  her  heart  had  grown 
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very  old  and  wise  since  last  she  parted  from 
Shirley's  gloomy  walls,  although  even  then, 
it  possessed  age  and  wisdom  far  beyond  her 
years. 

It  may  perhaps  seem  strange  that  Claud 
Hamilton  should  have  departed  without  ex- 
pressing a  wish  that  his  ftiture  wife  would 
cease  to  retain  about  her  person,  one  whom  he 
so  particularly  disliked  and  mistrusted. 

He  had  spoken  to  his  mother  upon  the  sub- 
ject, without  however  hinting  to  her  the  prin- 
cipal cause  of  the  prejudice  he  felt  against  the 
girl;  he  was  far  too  generous  to  breathe  a  hint 
of  the  obvious  designs  which  she  had  upon  his 
heart.  However,  on  witnessing  the  grief  and 
dismay  of  his  jftancecy  gently  and  with  resigna- 
tion expressed,  at  the  idea  of  having  to  de- 
prive her  poor  friend  of  the  only  asylum  she 
had  on  earth,  he  had  not  the  firmness  to  be 
obdurate  ;  and  so  near  to  the  moment  of  their 
parting,  it  was  impossible  to  enforce  the 
point ;  indeed   he  felt   unequal   to   any  great 
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effort,  for  he  suffered  much  from  the  state  of 
nervous  anxiety  in  which  he  had  for  some 
time  been  existing.     There  had  been  no  op- 
position on  Fra  Paolo's  part  to  Nice's  return 
to  Shirley  Hall^  for  he  and  his  niece  had  come 
to  a  perfect  understanding  upon  all  matters 
with  each  other,  as  had  also  the  Italian  girl, 
with  the  young  Marchese ;  though  it  had  re- 
quired all   the    wily  craftiness  which  she  so 
abundantly  possessed,  to  keep  within  bounds 
his  ardent  passion,  and  also  to  retain  him  as  a 
tool,   in  case  of  any  future  necessity  or  ex- 
tremity.    Thus  did  this  subtle  girl  contrive  to 
arrange  everything  according  to  her  desires. 

And  Francesca,  the  little  heroine  of  the  re- 
maining portion  of  our  story,  now  no  longer 
the  child  in  years,  though  scarcely  less  so  in 
appearance  and  in  guilelessness  of  heart.  She 
had  been  reared  for  the  last  six  years  in  solitude 
profound,  but  with  judicious  care  and  tenderness ; 
with  all  that  was  healthful  both  for  body  and 
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mind,  liberty  and  exercise  ;  all  that  waslovety 
and  good  had  been  instilled  into  her  joung 
heart ;  and  she  desired  as  yet  no  new  enjoy«> 
ments  added  to  those  of  her  childhood,  bat 
such  "^  as  were  discovered  by  her  expanding 
faculties.  Still  Mrs.  Grordon,  whilst  she  trusted 
in  EUm,  whose  beneficent  hand  had  formed  this 
lovely  creature — to  preserve  her,  if  it  so 
pleased  His  all  wise  will,  in  goodness  and  inno- 
cence,  could  not  forbear  a  sigh  of  dread, 
as  time  rolled  on,  and  she  knew  that  soon 
the  breath  of  the  world  must  breathe  on 
her  sweet  flower ;  and  a  fear  trembled  at  her 
heart,  lest  perchance  she  had  by  her  care  ren- 
dered it  too  delicate  in  its  purity  to  withstand 
the  buffettings  of  that  rude  blast.  How  would 
she  fare  without  her  hand  to  direct  and  guide 
her    over  the  waves  of   that  troubled  sea? 

"  But,"  she  thought,  "  the  Lord  will  provide 
who  tempera  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb." 

How  little  diJ  the  good  aunt  imagine  in  what 
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manner  that  faithful  prayer  was  to  be  fulfilled, 
or  all  that  would  transpire,  to  prove  and  try 
the  young  heart  she  had  helped  to  form. 
Francesca  at  sixteen,  \i  e  may  now  picture  to 
ourselves  seated  in  the  dismal  old  library, 
where  we  first  met  her,  sporting  in  all  the 
fullness  of  her  childish  glee.  It  is  the  day  on 
which  her  sister  is  expected  home,  and  now 
and  then  she  lifts  up  her  beautiful  face  from 
the  book  she  is  studying,  to  listen,  as  some 
sound  falls  upon  her  ear,  which  might  be  mis- 
taken for  that  of  carriage  wheels.  Still  there 
were  none  of  those  signs  of  eager  expectation 
which  might  have  been  looked  for,  on  a  face 
redolent  with  warm  and  lively  feeling,  whilst 
awaiting  the  return  of  an  only  sister.  Alas ! 
even  the  warmest  and  most  lively  of  hearts, 
must  begin  sooner  or  later  to  feel  the  chilling 
effects  of  coldness  and  constraint  I— and  poor 
Francesc.i  had  often  of  late  asked  her  aunt 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  why  it  was  that  her 
sister  did  not  seem  to  love  her  as  she  would 
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fain  be  loved  by  her — why  it  seemed  such  an 
effort  to  answer  her  expressions  of  affection — 
why  it  was  as  she  observed,  that  Giulia's  coun- 
tenance appeared  so  gloomy  when  she  looked 
upon  her,  and  that  she  would  even  shrink  from 
her  embrace? 

Francesca  began  to  perceive  and  to  feel  all 
tliis.  As  a  child  she  had  often  expressed 
something  of  the  same  sort  of  feeling — but 
then  when  her  affection  met  with  any  repulse, 
she  would  soon  allay  the  little  pang  it  caused  her, 
by  turning  to  some  other  and  lighter  subject ; 
and  Giulia  on  seeing  the  little  arms  from  which 
she  had  coldly  extricated  herself,  the  uoxt  in- 
stant with  a  merry  laugh,  cast  round  the  dog 
Hectors  neck,  had  often  observed  with  a 
bitter  smile — 

"  See  how  little  it  matters  to  Francesca,  on 
whom  her  caresses  are  lavished !" 

Even  now  the  young  girl  would  often  en- 
deavour to  turn  off,  by  some  little  playful 
device  of   her   brain,  some  mortification   re- 


THE  BOSOM  FRIEND.  217 


ceiyed  from  the  hand  of  Giulia — but  now  it 
was  more  difficult  to  forget  it.  It  was  so 
strange^  she  thought,  to  have  an  only  sister 
and  not  to  be  able  to  feel  towards  her  as  a 
companion  and  friend.  She  knew  Giulia  was 
very  wise — ^very  clever,  for  Francesca  was 
taught  to  look  up  to  her  sister  with  great  re- 
spect and  consideration.  Perhaps  she  thought 
that  it  was  her  own  deficiencies  and  inferiority 
which  estranged  Giulia's  heart ;  but  still  she 
was  her  sister,  and  she  might  love  her  not- 
withstanding. 

Mrs.  Gordon  would  endeavour  to  comfort 
her,  by  saying  that  some  people  were  less 
demonstrative  in  their  affection  than  others; 
and  Francesca — with  that  sweet  spirit  which 
"  thinketh  no  evil—"  would  gladly  comfort  her- 
self with  this  belief. 

But  still  love  cannot  retain  all  its  free  con- 
fidence, when  a  chill  is  for  ever  being  cast 
upon  it ;  but  she  daily  evinced  more  respect  to 
her  sister's  wishes  and  opiniou8~for   Giulia's 
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dignity  and  self-confidence  had  of  late  much 
increased— although  her  demonatrations  of  frank 
affection  certainly  were  more  than  ever  con- 
strained.   In  the  library  then  Franoesca  now 
sat  on  one    of  its  massive  dudrs,  Hector  on 
one  side  occasionally  lifting  up  his  large  head 
to  lick  the  little  hand  which  hung  somewhat 
listlessly  over  his  head^  Arno  still  sprightly 
and  gay  playing  with  the  tiny  foot  swinging 
o:ently  about  for  his  amusement ;  the  only  sport 
which  for  the  present  his  mistress  was  in  the 
mood  to  provide  for  him. 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  also  reading  in  the  same 
room.  She  had  that  day  been  giving  her  young 
niece  a  little  lecture,  from  which  she  was  now 
striving  to  shew  her  aunt  she  intended  to 
benefit. 

The  aunt  had  said — 

"  Dear  Franoesca,  I  fear  you  are  not  very 
fond  of  reading,  indeed  of  study  of  any 
kind." 

"  Oh  yes,  dear  aunt,  I  assure  you  you  are 
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mistakexL  1  could  study  for  ever  with  you ; 
my  lessons  are  as  amusing  to  me  as  anything  I 
do ;  why,  dearest  aunt  do  you  think  so  ?  be- 
cause I  laugh  and  am  merry  all  the  time  ?" 

**  N09  Francesca,  I  do  not  allude  to  that— - 
but  you  are  becoming  too  old  for  what  you 
call  lessons— at  sixteen,  young  ladies  are  ex- 
pected to  have  done  with  them;  but^  unless 
they  have   imbibed   some   taste   for  carrying 
on  their  studies   by  themselves,    I  fear  their 
minds  do   not   long  retain  any  benefit  from 
what    they   have   before   learnt. — Now  you, 
dearest,   should   endeavour   to   cultivate  that 
taste ;  you  will  discover  its  value  some  day, 
when  your  little  head  and  mind  grow  older, 
and  begin  to  require  somewhat  more  substan- 
tial food  than  birds  and  flowers." 

So  Francesca,  with  great  gravity  and  sedate- 
ness,  had  forthwith,  begun  a  daily  course  of 
reading  in  the  library,  independent  of  her 
studies  in  the  school-room  up.stairs ;  and,  if 
there  happened  to  be   any  one  in  the  room,  to 
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whom  she  could  occasionailj  chat,  and  thus 
break  the  awM  gloom  surrounding  her,  she 
did  not  much  dislike  the  occupation.  But  she 
could  not  entirely  follow  Giulia's  example. 
How  much  more  clever  she  must  be,  to  be  able 
to  sit  without  reluctance,  for  hours  together 
without  lifting  her  eyes  from  some  musty  old 
volume  !  She  thanked  her  stars,  her 
aunt  did  not  choose  such  books  for  her 
reading. 

It  woiJd  have  formed  a  pretty  group  for  a 
painter— that  child-like  looking  student  and 
her  two  canine  companions  by  her  side ;  the 
dark  curls  hanging  over  the  back  of  the  oaken 
chair  from  the  face,  whose  natural,  animated 
loveliness,  was  prettily  blended  with  the  look  of 
serious  attention,  which  ever  and  anon  con- 
tracted her  fair  brow  —  the  subdued  light  shin- 
ing through  the  high  stained  windows,  throw- 
ing upon  the  whole,  a  kind  of  Rembrandt  effect. 
Mrs.  Gordon,  as  she  sat  and  gazed  upon  it 
occasionally     from     her     book,     longed     for 
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an  artist's  pencil   to   seize   the  aspect  of  the 
moment. 

It  was  a  very  gusty  afternoon,  and  the 
wind,  which,  indeed,  seemed  ever  partial  to 
that  old  mansion  —  generally  finding  some  ex- 
cuse for  creeping  about  its  walls,  to  steal  in 
and  whistle  along  its  passages  and  corridors, 
had  so  often  deceived  Francesca  and  her  com- 
panion, with  the  idea  that  it  was  the  carriage, 
that  they  had  determined  to  be  dupes  no 
more. 

The  library  windows  too  were  on  another 
side  of  the  house  not  looking  upon  the  en- 
trance— therefore,  the  expected  carriage  did, 
at  length,  draw  up  to  the  door  without  being 
heard  by  Mrs.  Grordon  and  her  niece. 
The  servants  were  ready  to  receive  their 
young  lady,  therefore  no  bell  was  rung.  It 
was  not  tin  the  library  door  opened  and 
Giulia  made  her  appearance,  that  her  arrival 
was  ascertained. 

Francesca  sprang  up  to  meet  her  sister — 
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who,  after  receiving  her  embrace,  and  that  of 
her  aunt,  turned  to  look  towards  the  door,  flay- 
ing, somewhat  formally, 

^'  Francesca,  dear  —  your  goaicEan  P  and 
Francesca,  darting  forward  with  an  exclama- 
tion of  joy,  to  meet,  as  she  supposed,  Mr. 
Hamilton,  had  nearly  thrown  herself  into  the 
arms  of  the  stranger— who,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, made  his  appearance  at  the  door,  and 
bending  his  stately  head,  entered. 

As  quickly  did  Francesca  spring  backwards ; 
blushing  and  astonished,  she  stood,  for  an  in- 
stant, gazing  upwards;  something  stronger, 
however,  than  bashfulness,  riveting  her  clear, 
full,  liquid  eyes,  upon  that  unknown  visiter's 
face,  while  he  bent  his  eagle  eye  keenly  upon 
the  little  fairy  form  before  him,  ere  he  ad- 
vanced any  further. 

"  Colonel  Vavasour,  let  me  introduce  you  to 
my  sister,  and  also  to  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Gordon,'' 
repeated  Giulia,  and  Colonel  Vavasour  then 
stepped  forward,  bowed  courteously  and  res- 
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pectfuUy  to  the  elder  lady  and  presented  his  left 
handtoFrancesca— the  right  arm  was  suspended 
in  a  slii^ — ^then  said— 

^^  Miss  De  Crespigny^  your  sister  has  been 
so  kind^  as  to  idlow  me  to  accompany  her^  and 
make  my  acquaintance  with  the  ward,  over 
whom,  I  may  yet,  have  the  pleasure  of 
claiming  authority  as  guardian— though,  I  am 
soutifbrtunate  as  to  arrive  only  in  time  to  sur- 
render up  my  rights  to  that  office  towards  her- 
self.'' 

Francesca  smiled,  but  bent  her  eyes  to  the 
groimd— a  slight  sensation  of  awe  stealing  over 
her  mind— somewhat  of  the  same  kind  of  feel- 
ing as  that  excited  in  her  heart  in  earlier 
days,  by  the  threat  that  her  fierce,  warlike 
guardian,  should  be  summoned  to  keep  her  in 
order. 

But  it  was  not  assimilating  the  person 
before  her,  with  any  such  fearful  attributes 
which  now  called  forth  that  awe ;  rather  was 
it  the  softenmg  of  that   deep,    commanding 


224  TH£  BOSOM  FBIEND. 

voice — the  gracious  dignity  with  which  he  bent 
his  proud  glance  upon  her,  which  made  the 
young  girl  feel  herself  bo  very  Utile — as  much, 
as  if  she  stood  in  the  presence  of  some  supe- 
rior kind  of  being  to  those  she  had  before 
seen.  He  was  the  first  who  had  ever  awar 
kened  such  sentiments  of  veneration- for  so 
they  might  be  termed— in  Francesca's  heart-she, 
whose  warm,  open  disposition,  had  been  firom 
infancy,  until  now,  more  open  to  love,  than 
to  that  description  of  fear,  which  ever  ac- 
companies the  kind  of  impression  inspired  by 
the  presence  of  her  new  guardian. 

It  was  strange  for  Francesca  to  feel  thus — 
and  when  Colonel  Vavasour,  after  a  little 
more  conversation,  dropped  the  little  tremb- 
ling hand,  and  turned  to  speak  to  jVIts.  Gordon, 
she  took  courage  to  survey  more  accurately 
the  being  who  thus  had  affected  her.  And 
the  survey  seemed  to  have  been  most  satis- 
factory, and  to  have  reassured  her  that  he 
was  after  all  but  a  human  being  like  herself. 
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though  very  very  high  above  her,  in  every 
way ;  and  she  was  soon  able,  though  perhaps 
with  a  little  more  timidity  than  was  her  wont, 
to  smile  and  talk  sweetly  and  gaily  with  her 
guardian. 

Walter  Scott's  description  of  the  renowned 
Scottish  hero  will  afford  the  best  portrait  we 
can  give  of  our  English  warrior.— 

**  His  stature  nuinly,  bold  and  tall 
Built  like  a  cattle's  battled  wall 
Yet  moulded  in  such  just  degrees 
His  giant  strength  seems  lightsome  ease, 
Close  as  the  tendrils  of  the  vine 
His  locks  upon  his  forehead  twine. 

Weather  and  war  their  rougher  trace 
Have  left  on  that  majestic  face 
But  his  dignity  of  eye  !— 
There  as  a  suppliant  I  would  fly 
Secure  mid  danger  wrong  and  grief 
Of  sympathy,  redress,  relief. 
That  glance  if  guilty  I  would  dread 
More  than  the  doom  that  spoke  me  dead." 
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CHAPTER   XVL 


**  Soldier  rest !   thy  warfare  o*er 
Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking 
Dream  of  battle  fields  no  more. 
Days  of  danger,  nights  of  waking/' 

Scott. 

All  up  and  down  the  galleries 
Went  the  Lady  Magdalene. 
A — looking  at  the  pictures  old» 
I'haton  the  wallH  were  seen.,'* 


Colonel  Vavasour,  who  we  now  for  the  first 
time  introduce  to  our  readers,  after  spending 
his  youth  in  foreign  wars,   and  winning  for 
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himself  an  early  name  for  unexampled  bravery 
and  valour^  had  at  length  been  forced,  having 
received  a  severe  wound  which  incapacitated 
him  for  further  service  at  present,  to  avail  him- 
self of  leave  to  return  home  with  despatches. 

He  had  found  it  necessary  on  his  arrival  in 
London,  to  put  himself  for  a  month  under  sur- 
gical treatment ;  and  it  was  at  the  conclusion 
of  that  period,  that  he  met  at  Mrs.  Hamilton's 
house,  his  former  ward.  Lady  de  Crespigny, 
and  was  able  to  take  his  part  in  the  business 
attendant  upon  her  coming  of  age. 

Notwithstanding  the  lapse  of  years  and  the 
rude  tumultuous  scenes  through  which  he  had 
passed,  he  was  far  from  having  lost  his  interest 
in  the  remembrance  of  the  romantic  friend- 
ship of  the  late  Lord  de  Crespigny,  on  his 
sojourn  in  that  fair  Italian  Palazzo,  surrounded 
by  everything  that  was  luxurious  and  beautiful; 
his  eccentric  but  talented  host,  and  his  dark- 
eyed  most  beautiful  wife — even  the  children 
were  present  to  his  memory,  and  the  arch  con- 
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^pttlieooii- 
as  he  Iaj  upon 

j8  often  floated  upon 
^  a  sunny  dream,  rather 
jttOiWOTL  meeting  with  Giulia, 
C^  iraa  more  vividly  revived,  and 
/^tifying  reflection  of  the  impree- 
X  Ae  felt  he  must  have  made  upon  his 
/  /  10  have  caused  him  thus  to  be  chosen  by 
'        i»  guardian  to  their  children.      His  in- 
\gl  in  the   past  seemed  to  rodve,  on  thus 
^[0  seeing   the   child  of   these  interesting 
P^raous^  as  if  the  events  of  lute  years  had  been 
^e  occurrence  of  yesterday  ;  and  on  his  ex- 
pressing anxiety  to   become  acquainted  with 
the   daughter  of   his    confiding    friend,   Mr. 
Hamilton  had  himseif  proposed  to  Giulia  that 
she  should  invite  Colonel  Vavasour  to  return 
with  her  to  Shirley  Hall^  imd  lie  readily  ac- 
cepted the  invitation. 
It  must  have  seemed  a  strange  contrast,  the 
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and  quiet  of  that  old  mansion,  to  the 
o  long  accustomed  to  the  noise  of 
«nd  battle-fields,  and    still  more   the 
Age  of  companions,  from  the  rude  and  war- 
like^ to  the  fair  and  gentle  ones  amongst  whom 
he  now  found  himself  domesticated. 

As  strange  also  to  the  inhabitants  of  Shirley 
was  it  to  find  such  a  guest  within  its  walls. 
He  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  revive  the  dignity  of 
the  old  place — to  restore  it  to  the  time  when 
the  owners  of  the  old  war  apparel,  now  hang- 
ing in  the  armoury,  had  walked  through  its 
stately  apartments,  or  feasted  in  its  HalL 

And  pride  and  pleasure  glistened  in  every 
eye,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  as  their 
gallant  guest  was  seen  parading,  with  his 
firm,  martial  step,  the  spacious  hall  or  galleries, 
with  the  young  Baroness,  perhaps,  walking  on 
one  side,  grave  and  sedate,  and  Francesca, 
rather  flitting  than  walking,  like  a  very  Tita- 
nia  on  the  other;  and  often  the  wish  was 
breathed,  or  even  expressed,  that  the  head  of 
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the  house  of  De  Crespigny  ahould  wed  wil 
one  80  fitted  to  enoble  and  beautify  its  raoe. 
Those  who  were  not  in  the  secret  of  her  prior 
engagement,  would  even  please  to  interpret 
the  grave,  respectful  attention  bestowed  upon 
his  young  hostess,  as  symptoms  favourable  to 
their  wishes.  However  it  might  be,  day 
after  day  the  Colonel  lingered,  week  after 
week;  Mrs.  Gordon  and  Mrs.  Bivers  proved 
such  skilful  nurses  that  his  wounded  arm  was 
progressing  fast,  and  he  found  no  necessity  as 
he  had  at  first  apprehended  of  soon  returning  to 
London.  Even  Mrs.  Rivers'  countenance  wore 
a  less  sombre,  frigid  aspect  since  the  arrival  of  a 
guest  of  whom  she  so  much  approved. 

Francesca's  morning  studies,  with  her  aunt, 
were  now  somewhat  interrupted,  for  her  guar- 
dian seemed  greatly  to  prefer  the  school-room 
in  the  gallery,  to  the  solemn  library  where  he 
was  expected  to  pass  his  mornings.  It  was 
certainly  the  most  cheerful  apartment   in  the 
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houae-^because  more  lightly  ftimiBhed — and 

birds,  flowers,  and  such  signs  of  youthftil  taste 

were  there  to  enliven  it ;  and  then  though  he 

always  begged  that  he  might  not  disturb  them 

and  would  sit  down  very  quietly  to  listen  to 

what  was  going  on,  was  it  possible  that  Fran- 

cesca  could  proceed  with  her  abstruse  lesson, 
with  her  awful  guardian    watching    her    so 

keenly  with  his  imposing  hazel  eye  ?  Generally 
the  tables  were  turned  upon  him,  by  his  being 
called  upon  to  relate  some  anecdote  connected 
with  the  study  she  might  be  at  that  moment 
pursuing.  And  then  her  afternoon  readings 
in  the  library  1  they  were  not  so  perfectly  un- 
interrupted— for  Colonel  Vavasour  was  gene- 
rally writing  letters  or  reading  pamphlets,  and 
he  would  often  turn  his  chair  round  with  a 
quick  sudden  movement,  and  look  at  her,  aa  if 
to  ascertain  what  she  was  about,  or  startled 
her  and  caused  her  to  look  up  blushing  and 
frightened — and  she  always  felt,  as  it  were, 
nervous,  expecting  this  manoeuvre.     Why  did 
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he  not  do  the  same  to  Giulia  or  Nice  ?  mused 
Francesca.      Thus  the  time  passed,  till    the 
rainy  February  and  the  windy  March  were 
fast  drawing  to  a  close^   and  then  the  Colonel 
began  a  sort  of  offer^  rather  than  a  proposal,  to 
depart.      He  was  ashamed  to  have  so  long 
trespassed  on  their  hospitality  I    But  the  Ba- 
roness expressed  her  hope  that  he  would  not 
consider  himself  on  such  ceremonious  terms 
with  her  and  his  ward,  as  to  think  it  necessary 
to  depart,  ere  he  was  quite  tired  of  Shirley 
and  its  inmates.     Mrs.  Gordon  would  kindly 
express  her  opinion  that  the  extreme  quiet  of 
the  life  he  was  now  obliged  to  lead,  was  very 
essential    to  the  perfect    restoration    of   his 
health  after  the  fatigues  and  accidents  of  war ; 
and  Francesca  would  exclaim  against  his  de- 
parting just  as  the  trees  and  flowers  would  be 
coming  out,  and  when  he  could  see  that  light 
and  sunbeam  could  really  find  their  way  into 
the  dear  old  house,  which  he  had  only  beheld 
under  the  influence  of  rain,  wind  and  gloom« 
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"  But  we  had  better  not  ask  him  to  stay/' 
she  would  exchiim  as  he  shook  his  head  with  a 
hesitating,  dubious  smile^  *^  I  know  it  makes 
him  very  sad  to  walk  along  the  galleries,  and 
look  at  the  pictures  of  warriors  in  their 
armour  and  lances.  I  know  he  is  longing  to 
be  ofl^^'  and  as  she  flitted  away  with  an  arch, 
merry  laugh.  Colonel  Vavasour's  eyes  would 
follow  her  with  a  certain,  sad,  grave  expression 
— then  he  would  pace  up  and  down  with  im- 
patient steps  and  thoughtful  brow — but  still 
he  staid ! 

Nice  had  become  siagularly  quiet  and  un- 
obtrusive. In  the  meek  girl  who  now  seemed 
to  shrink  into  obscurity,  who  would  have  re-f 
cognised  the  fierce  Nice  in  London,  sway- 
ing imperiously  her  weak  friend,  and  Italian 
lover,  and  as  imperiously  demanding,  as  it  were, 
the  surrender  of  the  heart  of  one  whom  even 
her  power  could  not  subdue  ? 

So  well  did  she  assume  this  semblance  that 
Colonel  Vavasour  had  not  even  remarked  the 
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usually  striking  eflfect  of  those  peculiar  eyes, 
nor  indeed  noted  her  much  at  all,  save  in  acts 
of  common  kindness  and  courte0y»  for  as  there 
are  spells  which  for  a  time  can  cause  the  ser-. 
pent  of  the  field  to  hide  his  oting,  so  there  is 
a  power  vested  in  some    superior    natures, 
before  which  an  evil  heart  will  shrink,  and  ih 
that  presence  veil  their  very  feeling.    How 
little  did  Colonel  Vayaaour  imagine  that  in 
the  form  of  the  seemingly  bashful,  humble, 
inoffensive  girl,  a  venomous  reptile  was  craw- 
ling in  his   path,  from  the  effects  of  whose 
sting  he  should  one  day  so  deeply  suffer,  or 
that  she  would  prove  the  chief  instrument,  in 
bringing    so    speedily  and    suddenly  to    an 
active  reality,  that  idea  which  had  but  crossed 
his  heart  and  brain,  as  a  beauteous  meteoric 
phantom  which  sometimes  allures  the  wisest 
imagination  ;    oh !  often  would  he  impatiently 
condemn  his  judgment,  for  weakly  pursuing 
this  vision  of  bliss !     But  so  it  was  with  the 
Italian  girl — in 


THE  BOSOM  FBIEKD.  235 

'  Silence  Imt  not  rabmiwion  in  hit  Uir, 
Fixed  pasiion  holds  hit  breath," 

And  from  thence  it  is  able  with  clearness  and 
cabnness  to  plan  and  forsee  all  that  is  required, 
to  prepare  for  that  hour^ 

**  Which  shall  atone  for  years 

•  •  •  «  •  • 

The  power 
To  punish  I" 

Thus  warred  the  passions  of  the  unhappy 
Nice.  Her  views  were  extending— her  ambi- 
tion expanding  beneath  the  glassj  calm.  The 
noble^  the  greats  th^  pure,  the  innocent,  the 
weak,  must  all  be  made  her  tools  if  so  re- 
quired. Her  heart  had  truly  become  the  seat 
of  that  evil  one  who  ''  goeth  about  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour/'  sad  but  not  unpar- 
ralleled  example  of  the  extent  of  deformity, 
to  which  unbridled  passion  can  turn  an  un- 
principled and  naturally  fiery  breast. 

Francesca  had  not  been  very  well  lately— 
her  watchful  aunt  remarked  a  languor  in  her 
eye,  a  look  of  greater  thought  upon  her  brow. 
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less  elasticity  in  her  movements^  symptoms 
which  from  a  child  generally  indicate  tokens 
of  indisposition* 

There  was  also  a  nervousness  and  inequality 
in  her  temper ;  one  moment  she  would  give 
way  to  wild  merriment,  the  next,  tears  gushed 
forth  at  a  word,  a  look,  which  in  the  slightest 
manner  jarred  upon  her  feelings. 

IVirs.  Gordon,  although  she  was  ever  anxious 
to  conceal  every  display  of  over  anxiety,  was 
easily  alarmed  by  any  such  symptoms  in  her 
idolized  charge.  There  was  something  so 
delicately  fragile  in  Francesca's  appearance, 
so  peculiar  in  her  disposition,  that 
even  though  she  appeared  to  possess  much 
strength  of  constitution,  Mrs.  Gordon  was 
always  uneasy  at  any  such  fluctuations  of 
health  and  spirits. 

And  on  this  occasion,  (she  knew  not  why,) 
she  felt  a  sudden,  it  seemed  to  her,  almost  an 
ominous  dread.  She  would  not  allow  Fran- 
cesca  to  study;   she  lavished  on  her  sweet 
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favorite,  more  than  usual  affection,  watchful- 
ness and  indulgence. 

It  was  an  early  day  in  April,  that  the  events, 
about  to  be  related,  occurred.  Of  the  light 
and  sunshine  that  Francesca  had  promised 
this  season  should  bring,  the  commencement 
of  the  month  was  certainly  not  a  specimen, 
for  a  more  dreary  April  could  not  have  oc- 
curred to  encrease  the  usual  gloom  of  the  old, 
dismal  halL 

The  aspect  of  the  weather  seemed  on  this 
day  to  extend  its  influence  over  the  spirits  of 
its  inmates.  There  were  no  livelier  sounds 
heard  during  that  long  afternoon,  mingling 
with  the  storm  without,  than  the  solemn  tone 
of  the  organ,  awakened  by  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny,  tones  which  seemed  struck  in  accord- 
ance with  the  feelings  of  increasing  gloom 
which  might  be  observed  in  her  countenance. 
And  what  had  called  them  forth  ? 

Alas  1  but  the  old  story — these  few  words 
iu  a  letter  from  her  betrothed. 
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*^  Is  sweet  little  Francesca  as  beautiful  a^ 
ever  ?" 

This  sentence  had  stamped  the  day  as 
wretched. 

But  her  friend  was  ever  by  her  dde,  and 
much  sympathy  and  confidence  were  exchanged 
between  them. 

Francesca  also  was  in  a  fitful  mood.  She 
was  with  her  aunt  almost  all  the  day.  Now 
and  then  she  would  start  off  as  was  her  wont 
on  such  rainy  days,  flitting  far  and  near  about 
the  house,  but  soon  again  she  would  once  more 
be  gliding  back  to  seat  herself  languid  and 
listlessly  by  Mrs.  Gordon's  side. 

Colonel  Vavasour  also  seemed  to  feel  the 
day  more  tedious  than  he  had  ever  yet  done — 
he  did  not  appear  able  to  settle  to  any  occu- 
pation— he  also,  would  set  out  on  excursions 
over  the  rambling  old  mansion,  but,  as  if 
weary  of  such  exercise,  would  soon  return, 
and  not  finding  much  to  say  to  his  hostess  and 
her  friend — the  only  two  of  the  party  who  gave 
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him  much  of  their  society  that  day — he  fre- 
quently sunk  into  a  reverie^  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  grim  warrior  above  the  mantel-piece, 
dreaming  it  might  be  imagined  of 


**  Battle,  siegesy 

Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field. 

Of  bair  breadtb  scrapett  in  the  immaveable  dead  breacb, 

&i'.,  &C.,  &c. 


They  all,  however,  met  at  dinner ;  and  when 
that  somewhat  grave,  and  silent  meal  was  over, 
Colonel  Vavasour  had  sat  a  few  minutes  after 
his  fair  companions,  then  strolled  up  the 
old  stone  stair-case  into  the  picture  gal- 
lery. 

He  looked  around  somewhat  eagerly,  but 
saw  nought  but  the  tall,  stiff  figure  of  Mrs. 
Bivers,  who,  with  a  ponderous  bunch  of  keys 
in  her  hand,  stood  as  if  she  had  been  en- 
gaged in    conversation  with   some  one  near 

her. 

"  Good  evening,  Mrs.  Rivers,"  Colonel.  Va- 
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"I  am  very  glad,  for  I  think  she  is  veiy 
pretty  and  merry-looking.  I  would  rather- 
much  rather  be  like  her  in  every  respect, 
than  resemble  those  demure-looking  ladies 
around  her." 

**  Miss  Francesca,  you  know  not  what  you 
say,"  interposed  Mrs,  Rivers,  with  severity; 
^^  there  is  such  a  thing  as  fair  and  foul ;  wan- 
tonness and  smiles,  where  there  should  be 
tears  and  penitence  —  tinsel  and  finery, 
where  there  ought  to  be  sack-cloth  and 
ashes." 

Colonel  Vavasour  looked  at  the  dismayed 
countenance  of  the  innocent  Francesca  with  a 
smile,  and  glanced  at  the  picture  with  still 
greater  interest.  Nice  at  this  moment  entered 
the  gallery,  but  after  saying  a  few  words  in  a 
low  tone  to  Francesca,  who  approached  to  meet 
her,  she  disappeared. 

"  You     are     not    going,    Miss    de  Cres- 
pigny  ?"     said     Colonel    Vavasour,     quickly. 
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»s  he  perceived  his  ward  somewhat  slowly  pre- 
paring to  follow  her. 

^*  Yes,"  she  answered,  turning  round  her 
head  for  a  moment,  ^^  Giulia  wants  me,"  and 
flhe  walked  away. 


u  3 


244 


THE  BOSOM  FBIBIIDl 


CHAPTER  XVIL 


•*  The  warrior's  heart  when  touched  by  me, 
Can  as  downy,  8of\,  and  as  yielding  be. 
As  his  own  white  plume,  that  high  amid  death. 
Through  the  field  has  shone — yet  moves  with  a  breath.' 

Lalla  Rooks. 


Frai9CE6Ca  went  immediately  to  the  library, 
for  there  Nice  had,  with  somewhat  of  harsh 
authority  in  her  tone,  ordered  her  to  attend 
her  sister. 

This  peculiar  tone,   the  Italian  seemed  to 
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kare  a  deligbt  in  using  towards  Francesca, 
whenerer  an  opportunity  occurred,  which  she 
Qould  decently  seize  for  the  display  of  her 
power ;  it  appeared  as  if  she  longed  to  throw 
her  toils  over  one,  who,  hitherto,  had  ever 
been  shielded  from  her  arts,  as  if  by  some  in- 
Tisible  spelL 

The  two  £riends  were  seated  side  by  side 
when  she  entered,  and  Giulia  turning  towards 
her,  sud  with  a  somewhat  grave  and  solemn 
expression — 

^'  Francesca,  do  you  not  think  it  would  be 
better  for  you  to  come  here  and  sit  with  us, 
instead  of  wandering  about  the  house  all  the 
eyening  with  Colonel  Vavasour  ?" 

''  I  was  only  in  the  gallery  with  Colonel  Va- 
vasour, Giulia,"  Francesca  replied,  in  a  tone 
of  some  surprise. 

"  Yes ;  I  am  aware  of  that,"  her  sister  an- 
swered, still  more  solemnly ;  "  but  I  dare  say. 
Colonel  Vavasour  does  not  require  your  atten- 
dance ;  and,   as  you  are  no  longer  a  child,  w€ 
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think  it  were  as  well,  that  jou  should  acqtiire 
more  regular  habits,  and  be  more  Uke  other 
people.  Young  ladies  of  sixteen  generally  pre- 
fer reading  or  working,  to  following  the  guests 
about  like  a  duld." 

Poor  Francesca  sat  down  in  silence,  for  a 
feeling  she  had  never  before  experienced  arose 
in  her  heart,  choked  her  voice,  and  prevented 
her  from  uttering  the  words  which  rose  to  her 
lips,  when  the  sentence,  ''as  uTehavebeen think-. 
ing,"  accompanied  by  a  glance  from  her  sister 
towards  Nice,  sounded  oflfensively  on  her  ear ; 
words,  which  to  judge  by  the  momentary  flash 
which  turned  the  violet  softness  of  Francesca's 
eyes  into  the  "  Sapphire's  blaze,"  were  such 
as  the  old  fanciful  poet  might  well  have  sworn 
to  be  of  a  nature,  to  oblige  the  teeth  of  that 
little  mouth  to  break, 

**  That  they  might  passage  get,** 

but  they  died  away  in  silence  and  the  big  tears 
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gathered,  and  quenched  the  momentary  gleam 
of  anger. 

Alas  I  the  poor  little  girl!  there  was  no 
need  to  remind  her  of  her  departing  child- 
hood ;  she  had  already  felt  what  she  supposed 
must  be  the  forerunner  of  grown  up  years — a 
depression— indefinable  wishes  beyond  the 
childish  fancies  which  had  so  long  satisfied  her; 
altogether  she  began  to  think  it  must  be  a 
very  miserable  thing  to  be  a  woman.  And 
now  to  be  so  sternly  reminded  of  her  misfor- 
tune, and  worse  than  all  to  experience  shame 
and  mortified  pride,  called  forth  by  the  implied 
reproof  of  "  following  Colonel  Vavasour  !'* 

Following  him !  had  she  not  been  reproach- 
ing herself  only  that  very  day,  for  the  silly 
feeling  which  made  her  run  away  when  she 
heard  his  step  or  voice. 

She  sat  for  some  time  twisting  some  silk 
she  had  hastily  taken  up,  till  she  had  suffici- 
ently recovered  her  composure  to  feel   that 
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the   ominous  gloom   of  the  party  which  she 
had  been  so  peremptorily  summoned  to  join, 
was  not  at  all  agreeable.    To  break  the  still- 
ness she  endeavoured  to  talk  to  Griulia,  who 
however  gave  her  no  great  encouragement  to 
persevere,  and  then  she  had  recourse  to  Ama 
The  library  was  becoming  so  obscure  and 
sombre,  and  Nice  so  disagreeably  inolined  to 
fix  her  eyes  upon  her !    This  evening  was  the 
first  time  she  had  ever  minded  who  looked  at 
her,  and  she  particularly  felt  the  effect  of  the 
peculiar  gaze  of  "  the  glittering  eye ;"  so  at 
length  saying,  it  was  too  dark  for  work,  and 
that  she  must  go  and  sec  her  aunt  Gordon, 
who    was    suffering    from   a  head-ache,  and 
had  retired  to  her  own  apartment,  the  young 
girl  left  the  room. 

In  the  mean  time  Colonel  Vavasour  had  been 
left  tHe-a-tete  with  Mrs.  Rivers.  Her  original 
eccentricity  greatly  interested  him,  and  this 
evening,  finding  tlie  old  lady  in  a  more  com- 
municative mood  than  usual,  he  encouraged 
her  to  talk  on  various  subjects  relating  to  the 
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old  house,  and  the  state  of  preserration  in 
which  under  her  superintendence  it  had  re- 
tained its  ancient  relics. 

Tiie  armour  was  at  length  their  theme,  and 
becoming  eloquent  on  a  subject  in  which 
Colonel  Vavasour  entered  con  amore^  it  ended 
by  their  going  to  inspect  an  entire  suit,  the 
last,  worn  by  a  Baron  of  the  house,  and  which 
haying  only  that  day  been  newly  cleaned  and 
furbished  in  the  old  armoury,  had,  just  before 
his  entrance,  been  replaced  in  the  gallery, 
where  it  was  allowed  to  stand  alone,  like  the 
guardian  of  the  mansion. 

A  venerable  man,  his  back  bowed  with  years, 
came  tottering  in,  as  they  were  thus  engaged, 
in  order  to  restore  some  part  of  the  armour 
which  had  become  unfastened.  It  had  long 
been  his  office  to  clean  the  various  accoutre- 
ments, though  now  growin<^  too  old  to  do 
aught  but  assist  in  performing  a  few  easy 
tasks. 

The  old  man  was  one  of  the  few  remaining 
M  5 
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ancient  retainers  of  the  family.  His  grey  ejea 
lighted  up,  after  performing  the  boonesB  for 
which  he  had  come^  and  he  turned  them  upon 
the  noble  form  of  the  hero  by  his  side— -then 
encouraged  by  a  few  kind  words  from  Colonel 
Vavasour^  rubbing  his  hands  with  a  low> 
pleased  chuckle,  he  said,  looking  first  at  Mrs. 
Kivers,  and  then  from  the  Colonel  to  the 
armour — 

'*  Yes,  he's  just  right— just  a  fit,  as  Miss 
Francesca  was  saying." 

*"  What  are  you  talking  about,  old  Davie  ?" 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Rivers  somewhat  sternly,  see- 
ing Colonel  Vavasour  look  astonished  at  this 
outbreak.  "  He  is  thinking  of  some  years 
ago,  sir,"  she  continued  in  an  apologetic  voice, 
*'  when  I  hindered  Mr.  Claud  Hamilton  from 
dressing  up  in  this  suit,  as  he  was  about  to  do, 
for  the  amusement  of  Miss  JFrancesca;  and 
my  preventing  the  scheme  was  a  great  dis- 
appointment to  the  young  lady  who  was  not 
much  used  to  be  crossed  in  her  little  whims — 
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but  it  was  not  on  striplings  such  as  he— though 
he  was  in  truth  a  fine  lad— that  I  wished  to 
see  that  armour." 

Colonel  Vavasour  began  to  examine  more 
minutely  the  fastenings  and  joinings  of  the 
suit — the  old  man  eagerly  following  his  move- 
ments with  his  keen  eyes. 

^^  Do  you  think/'  he  said^  in  a  somewhat 
hesitating  tone,  "  that  Miss  de  Crespigny 
would  really  now  care  about  seeing  the  cifect 
of  the  armour  when  worn  by  any  one ;  for  I 
shall  be  happy  some  day  to — " 

"Would  she?  Wouldn't  she?"  chuckled 
old  Davie,  rubbing  his  hands  joyfully,  "  why 
she  came  in  to-day  and  caught  me  rubbing  it 
up,  and  *  Davie,'  she  says  to  me,  *  I  would 
give  worlds  to  see  that  tall,  handsome  soldier 
we  have  here,'  (I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I 
tell  you  her  own  words,)  *  dressed  up  in  that 
suit — Mrs.  Kivers  would  not  call  him  a  strip- 
ling, I  suppose !'  and  then  she  quite  sighed 
about  it.     Oh!    she's  one  that  should   never 


world — doiiL'  in  ii  ininut 
In  short  til.;  (.Id  1.11 
Colonel  Vavasour's  sen 
soldier,  was  euiu mooed, 
usisted  to  equip  his  mas 
now  faint  light  ftf  the  % 
plete  armour  with  lance 
looking  a  warrior  as  ever 
England's  olden  days. 

Old  Davie,  after  feastii 
for  a  few  minutes,  follower 
ling  and  rubbing  his  hand 
treat  be  had  gained  for 
Fnmcie;  and  Mrs.  Siyei 
Bummon  the  ladies. 
She  met  FranceBca  at 
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With  all  the  eager  curiosity  of  a  child^  the 
joung  lady  flew  up  stairs^  aud  Colonel  Vava- 
sour^  as  he  stood  on  the  same  spot  which  the 
empty  armour  had  before  occupied^  with  a  con- 
scious smile  at  the  thought  of  his  novel  position 
of  thus  masquerading  for  the  amusement  of  a 
girl,  saw  Francescu  bound  into  the  gallery, 
and  gaze  eagerly  round  with  her  brilliant,  ani- 
mated eye. 

He  advanced  a  few  steps,  her  eyes  turned 
upon  him  with  a  wild  stare  of  astonishment, 
and  then  with  a  faint  cry,  she  sprang  forward 
and  was  kneeling  at  his  feet — her  hands 
clasped,  her  head  thrown  back,  and  her  face 
raised  towards  his,  with  an  expression  it  was 
di£Bicult  accurately  to  define.  It  was  scarcely 
like  fear — scarcely  admiration  which  lighted 
up  her  pale  countenance ;  for  the  moment 
she  remained  immoveable  in  tliis  attitude  ; 
she  was  like  one  '^  breathless  with  adora- 
tion." 

Colonel  Vavasour  bent  down  a  look  upon 
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her^  (for  his  visor  was  raised,)  in  which  there 
was  no  such  ambiguity — it  was  unmingled  ad- 
miration.    Admiration!    oh  I    far  too  cold  a 
phrase  to  describe  that  glance.  He  fS&ncied  how- 
ever that  what  he  saw,  was  but  the  most  per* 
feet  piece  of  pretty  playful  acting  imagina- 
ble, and  with  the   intention  of  carrying   on 
the  pageant  he  had  in  sport  commenced,  he 
raised  high  his  gauntleted  hands  and  held  the 
lance  in  a  threatening  gesture  above  her  head. 
But  then  the  little  hands  gradually  unclasped, 
and  Francesca  sunk  gently  forwards  and  lay 
prostrate  at  his  feet. 

This  could  scarcely  be  actinir. 

"  Francesca !"  Colonel  Vavasour  exclaimed 
in  a  lower,  softer  tone  than  ever  conqueror 
called  on  a  prostrate  foe. 

This  was  all  he  said,  but  it  expressed 
much.  Never  before  had  he  called  her  by  that 
name  I 

She  had  often  wondered  at  the  gentle,  but 
almost   ceremonious    respect   observed    in  his 
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deportment  towards  herself  by  one  so  supe** 
rior — she  who,  by  every  one  else,  was  treated 
but  as  a  child.  At  this  moment,  however,  she 
noticed  not  the  change. 

Colonel  Vavasour  cast  aside  the  lance  and 
cumbrous  gauntlets,  and  lifted  Francesca 
from  the  ground,  but  her  eyes  were  closed — 
her  face  was  white  as  the  purest  marble. 
He  held  her  in  his  arms  like  a  child  —  her 
dark  hair  floated  over  his  mailed  shoulder,  as 
her  drooping  head  rested  upon  his  breast 
—  her  slender  arms  hung  listless  by  his 
side. 

A  bold,  strong  heart  beat  within  that  steel 
breast-plate,  but  all  the  tenderness  of  a 
woman  seemed,  at  that  moment,  to  gush  into 
his  heart;  that  eagle  eye  was  moistened  by 
a  tear,  and  with  an  irresolute  impulse,  he 
strained  his  young  ward  to  his  heart, 
and  pressed  his  lips  on  her  fair,  innocent 
brow. 

When  he  again  raised  his  head,  they  were 


256  THB  BOSOM  FRISND. 

not  alone.  The  Baroness  and  Nice  were 
standing  at  a  few  paces  distant —*  their  eyes 
fixed  upon  him.  Perhaps  Colonel  Vavasour 
had  never  before  felt  as  he  now  did,  in  the 
presence  of  these  two  girls.  He  was  abashed 
— although  he  knew  that  there  was  no  legi- 
timate cause  for  the  painful  sensation  of  em- 
barrassment under  which  he  was  suffering. 
The  colour  flew  to  his  face  as  he  advanced 
to  meet  thcm^  and  with  some  coufusion,  re- 
lated the  circumstanced  of  his  fair  burden's 
present  situation. 

A  peculiar  expression  passed  over  Giulia's 
countenance  on  hearing  this  explanation,  taking 
place  of  the  look  of  intense  astonishment  with 
which  she  had  observed  the  scene  they  had 
just  interrupted.  She  gave  a  quiet,  answering 
look  to  the  glance  of  significance  Nice  fixed 
upon  her;  and  then,  for  tiie  first  time,  seeming 
to  remember  her  sisters  strange  indisposition, 
Giulia  took  her  cold  hand,  and  gazing  upon 
her  face  with  real   solicitude,   desired  Nice  to 
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call  for  assiBtance.  Nioe  had  alreadj 
done  8O5  and  Mrs.  Bivers  made  her  appear- 
ance. 

**  We  had  better  at  once^  carry  her  to  her 
room,**  said  Colonel  Vavasour,  in  a  decided 
tone— for  he  alreadj  saw  a  faint  tint  of  colour 
returning  to  the  cheek  and  lips  of  the  young 
girL 

Mrs.  Bivers  threw  open  the  door  of  the  east 
corridor,  and  Francesca  was  borne  along,  ten- 
derly and  carefully,  by  Colonel  Vavasour,  the 
others  following. 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  just  leaving  her  room, 
when  this  little  procession  met  her  astonished 
gaze.  She  too^  had  been  iniormed  of  Colonel 
Vavasour's  intention  of  gratifying  her  young 
niece's  wish  of  beholding  the  armour  worn,  and 
was  on  the  point  of  proceeding  to  witness 
Francesca's  delight  at  the  sight.  She  was  too 
much  alarmed  to  ask  for  any  explanation  of  the 
present   scene,    until   she   had  seen  the  dear 
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girl  placed  upon  her  bed  by  CSolonel  Vavar 
sour,  who,  after  opening  the  window,  left  the 
room. 

With  a  slight,  convulsive  sigh,  her  eyes 
unclosed,  and  her  senses  returned.  Then, 
wilh  eager  solicitude,  the  aunt  demanded  an 
explanation  of  the  unlocked  for  event.  Colo- 
nel Vavasour  had  requested  that  he  might 
have  an  interview  with  her  in  the  school- 
room, where  he  anxiously  awaited  intelli- 
gence of  his  ward,  and  Mrs.  Gordon  learnt 
from  him,  that  Francesca  had,  as  he  ima- 
gined, been  startled  by  his  unexpected  ap- 
pearance in  such  a  guise,  and  he  was  truly 
distressed,  as  well  as  angry  with  himself,  for 
having  been  the  cause  of  giving  her  so  great 
a  shock. 

Mrs.  Gordon  assured  him,  that  at  any 
other  time  this  would  probably  not  have 
occurred;  but  that  of  late,  her  young  niece 
had  appeared  to  suffer   from  unusual  suscep- 
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tibilitj  of  nerves ;  she  attributed  this,  to 
the  want  of  air  and  exercise,  which  the 
late  rainy  season  had  rendered  obligatory, 
and  hoped  that  change  of  scene,  which 
she  shortly  intended  to  give  her,  would  set  all 
to  rights. 

Mrs.  Gordon  then  returned  to  the  dear 
invalid,  who,  having  been  undressed  and  put 
to  bed,  lay  calm  and  tranquil,  as  if  just 
awakened  from  a  quiet  sleep,  apparently  un- 
conscious of  what  had  occurred.  The  feeling 
of  solicitude,  however,  which  had  for  some- 
time troubled  the  aunt's  anxious  heart,  was 
not  lessened  by  this  last  incident ;  and  trivial 
as  it  might  appear  to  others,  to  her  it  im- 
parted a  sensation  of  dread,  which  she  could 
not  shake  off.  It  seemed  as  if  ominous  of 
some  approaching  interruption  to  her  hitherto 
untroubled,  placid  stream  of  existence.  But 
Mrs.  Gordon  strove  to  banish  thoughts  which 
might  have  been  almost  deemed  superstitious, 
and    prayed    that      these      signs      of    com- 
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ing    change    ia    her  darling   charge  might 
prove — 


'*  Like  shadows  of  thote  doudi,  that  o'er  the  Ma 
Pais,  and  leave  dear  the  mirror." 
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CHAPTER    XVm. 


"  Thou  sweetest  thing 
That  e'er  did  fix  its  lightly  fibred  fspraji 
To  the  rude  rock— ah  I  wculdst  thou  ding  to  me? 

*  *  But  if  thou  lov*st  me, 

*  *  I  will  loye  thee  again, 
With  true  and  honejt  heart,  tho'  all  unmeet 
To  be  the  mate  of  such  sweet  gentleness.'* 

JoAHNA    BaILLIV. 


Ir  our  readers  will  now  proceed  with  us  to 
auotber  apartment  in  that  corridor — Lady  De 
Crespigny's  room  —  they  will  behold  a  seen* 
lets  tranquil  than  that  which  we  have  just 
quitted. 
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True  it  was  that  Nice  was  there  seated  calm 
and  unmoved^  her  eyes  bright  and  glittering, 
observing  in  silence  the  movements  of  her 
friend.  But  on  Giulia's  countenance  there 
was  evidence  of  strong  agitation  and  excite- 
ment, as  she  paced  the  room  with  hurried  steps. 
Very  different  truly  was  her  outward  demea- 
nour, to  that  of  the  composed  and  dignified 
Baroness,  for  such  was  the  deportment  she  had 
of  late  assumed. 

"  Nice !"  at  length  she  cried,  stopping  before 
her  friend,  "  if  this  could  be   possible — if  I 
could  dare  consider  it  anything  but  as  a  sug- 
gestion of  the  kind  sympathy  and  considera- 
tion you  ever  feel  for  your  friend's  happiness, 
an  anxiety  which  may  even  in  this  instance, 
blind  your   strong   and   excellent  judgment,  I 
should  indeed  look   upon   you  as   my  saving 
angel — the   chaser   of   all  those  dark  clouds 
which  again  seem  gathering  to  overshadow  the 
happiness,  I  did  for  a  brief  space  consider  so 
secure.      But  is  it  possible,  is  it  credible ;  so 
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widely  different  in  age — in  spirit — in  feeling  ? 
He  so  excellent—  so  proud — so  great ;  she,  such 
a  child  in  appearance— in  mind — Oh,  Nice! 
can  you  think  ? — " 

"  I  have  already  told  you  what  I  think,"  in- 
terrupted Nice  with  cold  composure,  "  I  have 
only  given  you  the  result  of  my  calm  ob- 
servation of  many  a  day,  and  my  surmises 
have  been  confirmed  by  the  scene  which  we 
surprised  in  the  gallery  this  evening ;  at  least 
with  respect  to  one  of  the  party.  As  regards 
the  other,''  she  continued  in  a  careless  manner, 
*^  I  consider  that  there  is  no  such  impossibility 
or  incongruity  in  the  case.  I  will  not,  however, 
endeavour  any  longer  to  persuade  you  to 
believe  what  I  say,  if  it  so  greatly  please  you 
to  raise  scruples  in  your  mind  against  its  truth. 
I  only  add,  that  I  think  it  would  be  almost 
remiss  in  you,  the  natural  guardian  over  your 
sister  s  welfare,  to  allow  such  an  opportunity 
to  escape,  of  forwarding  an  affair,  which 
may    importantly    influence,    not   only   your 
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own  happiness,  but  also  that   of  Franceacm.'* 

Giulia  listened  to  Nice's  words  with  breath- 
less eagerness. 

"  Yes,"  the  zealous  friend  continued,  **  it 
was  the  fashion,  to  ridicule  the  severity  ¥rith 
which  old  Mrs.  Bivers  used  to  regard,  what 
was  considered  the  bewitching  playfulneas 
and  gaiety  of  the  spoilt  little  beauty,  when 
a  child;  and  her  grave  forebodings  of  the 
danger  of  encouraging  what  she  termed  levity. 
It  did  indeed  seem  then  out  of  place,  for,  as 
a  child,  her  infantine  ways  were  indeed  very 
pretty,  very  attractive;  but  at  sixteen,  it  is 
time,  as  we  were  only  remarking  this  after- 
noon, to  lay  aside  so  light  a  bearing.  Such 
innocent  thoughtlessness  can  only  now  be 
considered,  as  a  very  pretty  covering,  to  ten- 
dencies, which  may  not  only  bring  trouble 
on  herself  but  on  others." 

"  Nice  !"     exclaimed     Giulia,  unfcignedly 
shocked. 

"  Yes,"  the  Italian  girl  continued,    "  it    is 
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a  pity,  I  think,  that  good  Mra.  Qordon 
rtill  continues  to  encourage  Francesca's  child- 
ish freedom  of  manner;  for  as  she  is  now 
no  longer  a  baby,  I  fear  any  impertinent 
observers  might  look  upon  it,  as  an  inci- 
pient inclination  to  coquetry,  an  absence  of 
feminine  regard  to  strict  ideas  of  propriety. 
Even  so  long  ago  as  at  that  ball  in  Portman 
Square,  we  had  an  opportunity  of  judging, 
what  must  be  the  probable  effect  of  the  na- 
tural laxity  of  manner,  which,  though  at  that 
time  she  was  fourteen,  her  very  childish  ap- 
pearance enabled  her  to  assume.*' 

Giulia  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and 
groaned. 

"  What  then,"  Nice  continued,  "  would  be 
kinder  towards  her,  than — effectually  I  trust- 
to  nip  in  the  bud  such  tendencies  of  character, 
by  providing  her  with  a  husband,  forming  for 
your  sister,  an  alliance  with  one  whom  ii  would 
be  so  honorable  towed-  -in  every  way  desirable; 
particularly  to  a  girl  so  young  and  inconsiderate  as 

VOL.   u.  N 


266  THE   BOSOM   FRIRND. 

FranceBca ;  a  man  suited  in  every  way  to  guide 
her  through  life — and  who  after  what  we  lo- 
cidentally  witnessed  to  day,  ought  to  be  willing 
to  make  her  his  wife  at  the  very  first  sugges- 
tion. She  is  young  assuredly- -but  believe 
me,  she  will  be  nothing  loath;"  here  Nice 
smiled  with  the  sacarstic  expression  of  a  de- 
mon. "  And  even  were  she  to  make  any  ob- 
jection,'*  the  girl  continued,  *^  do  you  not  stand, 
I  again  repeat,  in  the  place  of  her  parents ;  her 
aunt  has  at  least  taught  her  some  feeling  of 
respect  and  reverence  towards  you ;  and  my 
final  advice  Giulia,  is,  that  as  you  value  her 
prosperity ;  and,'*  she  added  in  a  low,  mysterious 
tone  of  voice,  "  your  peace  of  mind  hereafter, 
act  up  to  this  authority — if  so  required." 

"  My  mother  with  her  dying  breath,  be- 
.•*ou,uht  me  never  to  lose  sight  of  my  sisters 
welfare,''  murmured  Giulia,  as  if  thus  endea- 
vouring to  reconcile  as  fiir  as  possible  her  con- 
science, with  these  ably  applied  suggestions  of 
her    bosom    friend—"  perhaps— perhaps  it  is 
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my  duty — but  how   am   I  to  act— how  pro- 
ceed?" 

When  characters  such  as  Giulia's,  prone  to 
let  **  I  dare  noty  wait  upon  /  toouldy'^  are  influ- 
enced,  to  a  pitch  of  excitement,  either  by  their 
passions,  or  the  guidance  of  more  resolute 
minds,  as  if  conscious  of  their  natural  weak- 
ness, they  eagerly  seize  upon  this  excited  state 
of  feeling,  to  execute  the  suorgestions  of  those 
passions,  wliich  at  the  moment  agitate  the 
heart ;  so  in  the  same  desperate  manner,  as  she 
had  before  acted,  in  ridding  herself  of  the 
danger  of  Francesca's  presence  in  London,  she 
was  now  again  prompted  to  gr  sp  at  the  alter- 
native, which  seemed  to  offer  at  once,  a  finnl 
means  of  removing  from  the  path  of  her  peace 
and  happiness,  the  thorn  in  her  flesh— her  Mor- 
decai  I 

Alas  !  had  not  all  her  jealous,  torturing 
fancies  been  awakened  with  still  greater  force, 
by  the  daily  sight  of  Francesca's  increasing 
beauty   and   attractions,   and    the    words    in 

N    3 
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Claud's  letter— '^  She  will  be  a  lovely  woman  r 
which  were  ever  ringing  in  her  cars  likeafimereil 
knell  to  her  happiness?  Had  not  Claud  ported 
from  thelovely  child  withasighof  regret?  would 
he  not  return  to  find  her  a  lovely  woman,  and 
to  sigh  perhaps  again,  to  think  that  she  might 
have  becQ  his— instead  of  her  less  lovely 
sister  ?  There  was  indeed  but  one  means  of 
averting  all  this  wretchedness ;  and  this  was 
the  alternative,  which  at  the  same  time  would 
ensure  Francesca's  welfare,  and  save  herself 
from  the  humiliation  of  being  despised— eclipsed 
by  her  sister's  brightness,  which  even  after  her 
own  marriage  must  be  coutiuiially  obscuring 
her,  should  Francesca  remain  un wedded. 

Ere  long  Nice  beheld  her  friend  wound  up 
to  the  mark,  to  wliich  she  had  spurred  her. 

We  will  not  pause  to  dive  into  the  motives  which 
impelled  the  Italian  girl  thus  to  act.  Whether  it 
were  the  intuitive  love  of  intrigue — a  secret 
wish  to  triumph  over  the  gentle  object  of  iier 
dislike,  Mrs.  Gordon,  by  thus  taking  out  of  her 
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handfl^  the  future  destiny  of  her  beloved 
diarge,  or  the  fear  of  that  lady^s  presence  being 
m  obstacle  to  her  purposed  machinations —-(she 
knew  that  if  both  her  nieces  married,  Mrs. 
Gordon  would  retire  to  Scotland)  it  would  be 
butarevolting  task  to  follow  the  mazy  labyrinth 
of  her  designing  mind,  through  all  its  plans 
and  deyices. 

She  saw  her  friend  depart  with  well 
grounded  confidence  in  her  success.  This 
oonviction  was  not  founded  upon  any  opinion 
of  Giulia's  talents  or  powers  of  mind  to  execute 
that  which  she  desired ;  on  the  contrary  she 
was  aware,  that  in  this  instance,  her  strength 
lay  in  her  weakness  and  inability  to  make  use 
of  art  or  skill,  on  any  subject  in  which 
her  feeling  were  engaged.  This  the  sub- 
tle Nice,  with  the  extraordinary  knowledge  she 
had  gained  of  human  nature,  knew  would  serve 
Giulia's  purpose  on  the  present  occasion — and 
her  conclusions  were  just. 

Lady  de   Crespigny  had  proceeded  to  the 
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library  wound  up  to  a  pitch  of  excitement 
which  deprived  her  of  almost  the  power  of 
considering  what  she  was  about  to  da  She 
entered  the  apartment^  and  the  tall,  majestie 
figure  of  her  guest  confronted  her  at  the  do<Mr. 
He  had  been  pacing  up  and  down  the  room-^a 
favorite  occupation  of  those  spirits  most  used 
to  activity  of  mind  and  body,  when  reduced 
to  comparative  inaction!  Colonel  Vavasour 
paused  on  the  entrance  of  his  young  hostess 
with  a  quick  enquiring  glance,  in  which,  per- 
haps, was  visible,  a  slight  shade  of  less  dignified 
composure  than  was  usual  to  his  noble  coun- 
tenance. 

But  the  sight  of  him,  alone  had  been  suiB- 
cient,  to  recal  Giulia  to  the  sense  of  the 
delicate  and  momentous  affair  which  had 
brought  her  to  his  presence — pale  and  trem- 
bling, she  stood  before  him.  He  evidently 
waited  in  expectation  of  some  account  of 
Francesco, 

"  How  is  your  sister  ?"  he  said  regarding  her 
with  anxiety. 
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Giolia's  answer  was  ^o  hesitating  and  con- 
fosed^  as  she  advanced  towards  the  table^  and 
sank  upon  a  seat,  that  following  her.  Colonel 
Vavasour  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  eager  alarm — 
**  Lady  de  Crespigny — pray  tell  me  at  once 
— your  sister  is  not  worse  I  hope — we  must 
send  for  advice ;  it  should  have  been  done  be- 
f(H*e  this." 

"  No,  Colonel  Vavasour,"  cried  Giulia  pre- 
venting him  as  he  was  hastening  to  the  door, 
"  my  sister  is  better  —much  better — but—" 

"  But  what.  Lady  de  Crespigny  ?  what  is 
then  the  matter?  anything  in  which   I   can 
be  of  use  to  you,  or  to— Francesca?"  he  added 
in  a  more  subdued  tone. 
Giulia  was  weeping. 

'*  GK>od  Heaven,  Lady  de  Crespigny !  will 
you  not  relieve  my  dreadful  anxiety  ?*'  he  again 
oried  impetuously,  ^'  am  I  not  to  be  trusted  ? — 
your  father's  friend— the  guardian  of  your 
sweet  sister—  only  tell  me,  are  those  tears  on 
her  account  V 
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^  Alas  I  Cokmel  Ywnmcmr,  Ambj  wsn^i  hvl 
though  I  did  oome,  with  the  intent  to  do^  wkit 
I  considered  my  duty  towards  my  sister  dstr 
manded^  yet  it  is  so  delicate  an  offioe^  thai 
when  it  comes  to  the  jKunty  I— I  soarody  kaow 
whether  to  you,  who  are  so  greatly  eonoenad 
in  the  matter,  it  is  consistent  with  my  oateiV 
dignity,  that  I  should  rcTeal  the  disoovefy^  that 
I  have  made.*^ 

A  deep  flush  passed  over  the  gallant  aolffiei^i 
&ce,  and  then  left  him  very  pale. 

Her  sister's  happiness— he  whom  it  so 
greatly  concerned — her  sister's  dignity,  what 
could  all  this  mean  ? 

A  moment's  pause  ensued. 

'^  Lady  de  Crespigny,"  at  length  spoke  that 
stem  commanding  voice,  which  had  so  often 
resounded  on  the  field  of  battle,  and  now  rang 
imperiously  through  the  sober,  still  library — 
''  I  am  a  plain,  blunt  soldier ;  and  though  I 
can  make  allowance  for  the  delicacy  of  your 
sex,  I  am  not  fond  of  circumlocution,  and  idle 
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•oniplefl.  After  haying  once  made  up  your 
BttDd  to  inform  me  of  what  now  presBes  on  it, 
and  hearing  as  I  have  done,  that  it  regards  the 
happiness  of  a  young  being  whom  I — ^in  whom 
I— am  greatly  interested,  I  must  beg — nay 
desire  you,  by  the  authority  I  hold  as  her 
guardian,  to  tell  me  truly  and  unreservedly, 
whatever  it  may  be.** 

The  awe-struck  Giulia  faltered  forth — 

**  Colonel  Vavasour,  I  have  discovered  that 
— ^that — she  loves  you !" 

Lady  de  Crespigny  bent  her  head,  almost 
as  much  covered  with  shame  and  confusion,  as 
if  it  were  her  own  love  she  was  proclaiming. 
But  in  a  moment  she  felt  her  hand  seized  and 
{Hressed  with  fervour,  whilst  a  deep  voice,  tre- 
mulous with  strong  emotion  pronounced  a 
blessing  upon  her. 

*'  Bless  you,  bless  you,  Lady  de  Crespigny, 
for  these  words  I  But  let  me  not  deceive  myself 
with  what,  after  all,  I  can  scarcely  hope  is  ought 
but  a  mad  delusion  on  my  part     Did  I  rightly 

N  5 
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hear*— do  I  reallj  imderstaiKl-*«r  did  aq^ 
ears  and  hopea  deceive  me?"  and.  Colond 
Vavaaour  seated  himielf  by  Giolia'fl  md$^ 
and  gazed  earnestly  in  her  fSuse.  ^Dn 
jou  really  mean  to  lay  that  the  dear  aqgal 
loves  me-— loves  me  as  I  love  hetP  No 
that  can  hardly  be,  but  loves  ma  soffidently^ 
to  allow  me  to  aspire  to  the  joy  of  henomiiig 
her  husband — ^the  protector  for  lifo  of  her 
happiness  and  welfare.** 

"  Colonel  Vavasour,"  murmured  Giuiia,  but 
more  firmly,  as  she  felt  that  the  first  and  most 
difficult  step  had  been  overcome,  with  success 
beyond  her  hopes,  **  I  will  not  conceal  from 
you,  that  the  hope  of  securing  such  a  protector 
as  yourself,  for  my  orphan  sister,  one  of  whom 
I  may  well  be  proud,  and  whom  I  would  have 
chosen  for  her  before  every  other  in  the 
world,  has  made  me  perhaps  too  eagerly  seize 
the  idea,  (suggested  by  another  besides  myself,) 
that  of  late  Francesca's  alteration  in  health 
and  spirits,  has  been  created  by  the  cause  I 
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before  mentioned.  I  have  also  been  led  to 
entertain  the  hope,  that  the  knowledge  I  have 
communicated,  would  not  be  altogether  un- 
pleasing  to  your  own  feelings  -still  as  I  am 
only  too  much  rejoiced  to  perceive  that  in  this 
latter  case  I  did  not  deceive  myself—** 

**  You  think  I  may  venture  to  entertain 
the  hope !  *  interrupted  Colonel  Vavasour  to- 
tally unable  to  await  the  termination  of  this 
speech.  '*  At  least,*'  he  continued,  "  I  may 
be  allowed  to  ask  the  question,  whether  your 
sweet  sister  will  deign  to  accept  the  hand  of 
one,  who  though  perhaps  unworthy  in  him- 
self of  possessing  such  lovely  gentleness,  she 
will  find  possesses  a  heart  that  can  value  her 
love,  and  cherish  her  in  a  manner  never  before 
equalled  by  man.  Only  let  me  ask  her  the 
simple  question — a  word — a  look  trom  her, 
and  I  shall  be  satisfied  I  the  slightest  doubt 
on  my  part  that  her  feelings  revolt  against 
the  offer,  and  I  would  forfeit  every  hope  of 
happiness    in   this   world   rather   than    allow 
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mj«eiC  or  any  other  being  to  attenpt  to  i»- 
fioenoe  her  in  my  favor."  v 

.  <'  Yon  will  allow  me  however  to  prepno  m$ 
mater,  for  your  flattering  intentiona ;  in.  ter 
preeent  nervoua  atate,  perhapa — * 

^'  Certainly,  certainly,  if  yon  think  it  ad-' 
Tiaable,''  again  interrupted  Cdonel  Yavaaonb 
*'  But  let  it  be,  I  entreat  yon.  Lady  de  Gra»^ 
j^gny,  80on«  We  military  men,*  he  oontimied 
with  a  amile,  "  are  great  people  for  deapatok; 
unnecessary  suspense  is  torture.  Let  it  be 
then  to-morrow  if  your  sister  is  sufficiently 
recovered.  But  what  does  Mrs.  Grordon  aay 
about  it  ?**  he  continued  anxiously,  *^  is  she  aa 
kindly  disposed  in  my  favor  as  you  are  Lady 
de  Crespigny  ?'* 

^^  I  do  not  think/'  Giulia  answered  with  some 
hesitation,  *^  that  my  aunt  is  aware — '* 

"  Not  aware?"  interrupted  Colonel  Vava- 

sour,  his  countenance  falling,  **  that  is  strange. 

I  should  liave  imagined  that  she  would  have 

been  the  first  person  to  discover  every  cir- 

umstance  concerning  her  niece." 
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^  I  do  not  know  that,"  said  Giulia  Bome- 
what  anxiously,  "  she  is  accustomed  still  to 
look  upon  Francesca,  so  much  as  a  child,  that 
die  10  not  likely  to  understand,  or  suspect  such 
feelings  as  others  may  discern.*' 

*'  But  she  is  not  a  child,**  Colonel  Vavasour 
repeated  with  some  impatience,  more  in  soli- 
loquy than  in  address  to  Giulia,  as  if  the 
thought  displeased  him, "  at  her  nge,  many  girls 
marry.  And  her  mind,  it  may  possess  the 
purity  of  a  child,  but  it  is  above— far  above 
that  of  many  who  are  much  older.  Mind 
speaks  in  her  countenance— soul  is  in  her  very 
eye.'* 

**  The  light,  the  lore,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mindy  the  muific  breathing  from  that  face. 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmoniied  the  whole, 
And  oh  !  that  eje  was  in  iitelf  a  soul/ 

Thus  mischt  Colonel  Vavasour  in  truth  have 
described  this  fair  girl,  for  all  these  attributes 
were  particularly  her  own. 

**  May  I  see  Mrs.  Gordon  ?**  he  then  de- 
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maxided  eagerly.  ^'  Should  we  not  mi  onoe 
let  her  share  in  our  confidence  ?  She  daiins 
the  first  right  to  be  informed  and  ocnieiilted  on 
every  point  concerning  one,  towards  whom  she 
has  acted  such  a  tender  part  TUl  I  have  seen 
and  advised  with  her  upon  the  sahgeot^  I  shall 
scarcely  dare  to  hope-** 

**  Not  to-night  I"  said  OiuHa»  Awn^k^ 
firom  the  idea ;  for  though  during  this  inter- 
yiew  with  Colonel  Yavasour,  her  consoieiiee 
had  been  so  far  lulled  that  her  heart  even 
flattered  itself  into  the  belief,  that  the  pure, 
unselfish  motives  he  ascribed  to  her  conduct 
were  in  reality  those  which  prompted  the 
desire  to  secure  her  sister's  fate,  yet  now 
again  she  was  agitated.  The  thoughts  of  how  her 
aunt  might  construe  these  motives,  filled  her 
with  dread ;  her  heart  sank  also  at  the  fear 
of  what  that  aunt  might  do,  to  prevent  an 
event  which  she  might  justly  deem  a  too  pre- 
mature decision  of  her  beloved  charge's  destiny. 

"  Not  to-night,  if  you  please  I"  she  hastily 
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said.  '^  My  aunt  is  witii  Fnmcesca,  and  does 
not  wish  to  be  disturbed— but  to-morrow 
mornings  before  I  see  my  sister—'' 

"  To-morrow  then  I"  said  Colonel  Vavasour, 
as  he  wrung  Giulia's  hand  with  fervour  as  she 
rose  to  depart.  '^  Oh !  may  God  bless  you 
for  your  anxiety  to  promote  the  happiness  of 
that  angel,  and  for  the  opinion  you  are  so  flat- 
tering as  to  entertain  of  your  father's  friend. 
You  command  not  only  my  gratitude,  but  my 
esteem  and  admiration;  may  I  also  be  able 
to  add  to  these  feelings,  the  affection  of  a 
brother  ?" 

GKulia,  writhing  at  this  unmerited  praise, 
parted  from  Colonel  Vavasour  to  seek  her 
friend,  to  relate  to  her  all  that  had  passed, 
to  listen  to  her  advice  and  encouragement  con- 
cerning the  completion  of  the  business.  And 
Colonel  Vavasour!  he  might  have  been  seen 
ere  he  retired  to  rest,  to  enter  the  gallery,  and 
pause  and  gaze  around  him  with  an  expression, 
such  as  might  have  lighted  up  his  countenance, 
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on  TiBiting  aome  famed  spot  on  the  bntlb 
field,  where  for  aome  nu^^ity  deed  he  had  won 
a  triumphant  name  of  glory.  He  atood  on 
the  pboe  where  Franoeeca  had  knelt  befbve 
him— where  he  had  held  her  in  his  anna;  he 
felt  in  imagination  the  preaanre  of  that  soft 
brow  against  hia  lips— and  then  he  went  to 
dream  of  all  thia  joy,  but  more  than  mil,  to 
hear  repeatedly  aounding  in  bis  fimey,  the 
worda  **  She  boe$  yanu^ 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


**  To  bid  tbee  with  another  dwell. 
Another ! — and  a  braver  man 
Was  nerer  seen  in  battlers  ran. 

♦  4e  9fe  4e  4:  % 

His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ, 
I  would  not  have  thee  wed  a  boy. 
«  «  4:  «  « 

Tn  silence  bowed  the  virgin's  head  ; 

And  changed  her  cheek  from  pale  to  red 
And  red  to  pale,  as  through  her  ears 
Those  winged  words  like  arrows  sped. 
What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears  ?** 

Tbb  Bbidb  of  Abtsos. 


Tbs  next  morning  the  parij  assembled  at 
breakfast^  with  the  exception  of  Francesca^ 
who  though  perfectly  reeovered  from  the  las 
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evening's  attack,  had  been  deeired  hj  her 
aunt  to  remain  quietly  in  bed  till  a  Istor 
hour. 

Birs.  Gordon  left  the  room  immediately  the 
meal  was  over,  and  Col<mel  YaTaaoor,  wait* 
ing  till  Nice  had  also  retired,  mmed  to  GinKn, 
and  pale,  but  composed,  requested  that  he 
might  have  an  audience  with  her  aunt,  on 
the  subject  of  their  last  night's  eonferenoe. 
Giulia  arose,  and  with  a  tremulous  voice, 
invited  him  to  follow  her  to  the  school-room. 
There  they  found  Mrs.  Gordon,  who  gazed 
enquiringly  on  both  their  anxious  counte- 
nances, which  she  had  abo  remarked  during 
breakfast. 

Giulia  with  as  much  firmness  and  dignity  as 
she  could  command,  said — 

"  Colonel  Vavasour  wishes  to  speak  to 
you,  and  upon  a  subject,  which,  dear  to  her 
as  my  sister  is,  my  aunt  will,  I  am  sure, 
consider  in  the  same  favorable  light,  in  which 
I  view  it.*' 
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Colonel  Vavasour  then  spoke,  and  with 
manly,  dignified  frankness  -  greatly  subdued 
by  his  deep,  tender  interest  in  the  subject, 
expressed  his  feelings  with  regard  to  her 
young  niece,  and  entreated  for,  at  least,  her 
countenance  and  approbation  of  the  step  he 
was  about  to  take. 

He  did  not  touch  upon  the  fact  of  Francesca's 
suspected  preference  for  himself,  which  idea, 
suggested  by  Giulia,  had  >alone  emboldened 
him  to  embody  into  a  hope,  that  which  be- 
fore, had  been  but  as  an  improbable,  though 
delicious  dream  of  his  fancy.  His  generous 
heart  only  wished  to  sue  as  an  humble  aspi- 
rant to  the  lovely  young  being ;  not  a  sylla- 
ble did  he  utter,  which  might,  in  any  way, 
take  from  her,  the  dignity  of  being  the  first  to 
be  wooed. 

Surprise  for  some  moments  depriyed  Mrs« 
Gordon  of  the  power  of  utterance ;  and  then, 
when  she  began  by  degrees  to  believe,  and 
understand  the   reality   of   what   she  heard^ 
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tbere  came  such  a  mdi  of  Tarying  emotiQiii 
to   her   heart,   that  a^tation  still  kepi  her 
alent,  till  Colonel  Vayasoiir  had  finished  all 
he  had  to  say ;  and  then,  oonfnsedly  she  an- 
swered, that  she  was,  certainly,  mndi  aston- 
ished ;  that  she  could  not  bat  appreciate  CScH 
lonel  Vavasour*s  flattering  preference  towaidi 
her  niece,  but  he  must  agree  with  her,  that 
as  yet,  she  was  too  young  to  think  of  matri- 
mony- and,  therefore,  that  it  would  be  mot« 
prudent  to  defer  speaking  to  her  on  the  subject 
for  the  present 

But  Colonel  Vavasour  now  interposed.  He 
would,  indeed,  have  been  a  phlegmatic  lover, 
had  he  allowed  the  prudent  scruples  of  an 
aunt,  to  damp  entirely  those  hopes,  which  had 
been  so  strongly  raised  A^j^ain,  with  feeling 
dignity,  he  entreated  Mr&  Gordon,  st  all 
events,  to  allow  Francesca  to  have  an  inter- 
view with  him,  declaring  that  he  only  required 
to  ascertain  whether  her  feelings  in  the  least 
degree  responded  to  his  own;    and  then,   if 


iw*-- 


TflB  BOSOM  FRUND.  285 

thej  did  not,  he  would  withdraw  instantly  and 
for  ever,  his  suit. 

Mrs.  Gordon  could  not,  with  justice,  oppose 
this  proposition ;  indeed,  she  nuw  only  wished 
the  affair  terminated  ns  soon  as  possible ;  and 
when  Giulia  proposed  going  at  once  to  prepare 
her  sister  for  the  scene  which  awaited  her,  and 
thus  give  her  time  for  consideration,  she  did 
not  oppose  it.  She  shrank  from  taking  any 
part  in  the  business,  and  even  in  the  perplexity 
of  the  moment,  felt  comfort  in  the  conviction 
that  her  loved  niece  was  safe  in  the  hands  of 
such  a  man  as  Colonel  Vavasour— tliat  he 
would  scorn  to  take  any  advantage,  which  the 
weak,  infatuated  jealousy  of  Giulia  might 
prompt  her  to  pursue,  in  attempting  to  in- 
fluence Francesca  against  her  natural  incli- 
nation. 

Mrs.  Gordon,  therefore,  allowed  her  to  de- 
part on  her  delicate  mission,  and  was  left  alone 
with  Colonel  Vavasour,  with  whose  evident 
anxiety  and  agitation,  she  could  not  but  sympa- 
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thize;  she  only  wished  Franoefloa  WMoUkr, 
and  that  she  could  imagine  it  poidUe  lier 
niece  might  return  his  affection ;  for  he  mm, 
indeed,  one  to  whom  most  proudly  and  (^aidlyy 
she  would  yield  her  darling  charge ;  bat  at  the 
ptesent  moment,  it  appeared  to  her,  like  mat- 
ing the  lion  with  the  lamb. 
They  remamed  for  «HDe  time  in  nleiiee. 

■ 

Colonel  Vavasour  now  pacing  the  room—now 
seating  himself,  hastily  seizing  some  book,  and 

endeavouring  eagerly  to  peruse  its  contents. 
Giuliahad  not  closed  tbe  door  after  her,  and  in 
that  direction  the  Colonerseyes  were  constantly 
wandering.  Suddenly  a  sound  met  their  ears, 
one  long,  silvery  peal  of  laughter  I  Jt  came 
from  Francesca*8  apartment,  only  a  few  doors 
irom  where  they  sat. 

The  blood  rushed  over  Colonel  Vavasour's 
brow ;  he  leant  it  upon  his  hnnd,  and  raised  it 
not  again.  Mrs.  Gordon  felt  for  him,  but 
could  not  herself  forbear  a  smile. 

Giulia  had  found  Francesca  stiU  in  bed.    She 
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lay  with  her  hands  clasped  oyer  her  dark  hair, 
which  was  matted  and  wreathed  about  her  head5 
shewing  to  fiill  advantage  her  little  face, 
with  irs  small  ciiiselled  features,  looking  so 
almost  infantine,  that  Giulia  even  shrank  in 
spirit  from  the  task  she  had  before  considered 
ao  feasible ;  but  there  was  also  perceptible,  a 
sort  of  dreamy  languor  in  her  large  eyes, 
fixed  upon  the  budding  trees  which  gently 
moved  without  the  small  paned  windows,  pro- 
bably the  remains  of  last  evening's  indispo^ 
sition. 

"  You  are  better  this  morning,  dear  Fran- 
cesca,*'  said  Giulia,  embracing  her,  and  the 
sister's  voice  was  so  mudi  more  tender  than 
was  her  wont,  that  the  young  girl  gazed  on 
her  smilingly,  and  gratefully  as  she  answered, 

"Oh,  yes,  Giulia,  dear— quite  well,  I 
think." 

''  And  what  was  it  ihat  made  you  so  ill  last 
night  r 

Francesca  turned  her  head  away,  as  if  she 
did  not  like  the  subject,  and  murmured — 
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**  I  cannot  tell  you.    I  hardly  know  T  and 

she  finished  witli  a  slight  sigh. 

'*  You  were  frightened  at  Colonel  Vava- 
sour,' Giulia  continued  with  a  smile. 

*'  Was  I  ?*'  nsked  the  young  girl,  and  there 
was  another  sigh  deeper  than  the  last 

**  He  is  a  very  good  and  noble  man,  Fran- 
c^sca,"  continued  Giulia  cautiously  after  a 
slight  pause,  *^  how  honourable  -  how  flatter- 
ing it  must  be  to  be  loved  by  him  T 

"  And  whom  does  he  love?"  asked  Fran- 
cesco, abruptly  and  quickly,  as  uncovering  her 
face,  she  fixed  her  eyes  sharply  on  her  sister*a 
face. 

*'  Who  ?  why  do  you  ask  ?" 

**  Ah  I  I  do  not  know,"  she  answered,  again 
turning  away,  "  but  I  thought  it  was  perhaps 
you.'' 

**  Me — what  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  It  was  only  because  nurse  said  to  me 
one  day,  that  every  one  thought  that  Colonel 
Vavasour  would  make  you  a  good  husband.     I 
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do  not  know  why,  I  am  sure,'*  she  continued, 
with  a  little  pettish  laugh,  *^  except  that  you  are 
clever,  and  learned,  and  I  suppose  they  thought 
you  worthy  of  himu" 

**  No,  Francesca,  it  is  not  me  he  loves," 
Giulia  gravely  rejoined,  "  it  is  yourself.  Yes," 
she  continued  as  her  sister's  eyes  were  lifted 
up  like  those  of  a  startled  gazelle,  her  whole 
face  in  a  sudden  glow,  "  and  not  only  does 
he  love  you,  but  he  wishes  to  make  you  his 
wife." 

For  one  moment,  Francesca  remained  in 
the  sitting  posture  she  had  assumed,  gazing  on 
her  sister  with  parted  lips ;  then  she  threw 
herself  back  on  the  pillow,  and  then  came 
that  ringing  peal  of  childish  laughter,  which 
had  reached  the  ears  of  those  in  the  school- 
room, and  which  did  not  please  Giulia  more 
than  it  had  done  one  of  that  party. 

^^  Francesca !  this  is  a  strange  vislj  to  treat 
a  communication,  which  ought,  in  my  opinion, 

yoh   II  o 
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to  have  caused  far  deeper  fiBeliiiga  than 
of  merriment  and  levity*" 

Franceflca  had  oorered  her  Amm  wfth 
hands  as  if  to  stifle  her  paraiyBiki  of  ]Mi|^it«r», 
and  Giulia  grarely  awaited  ill  ottndttnBo. 
At  length  all  sound  died  away,  bir 
heaved  convulsiTelj,  her  whole  hamm 
to  tremble,  like  an  a^pen  lea^  and  toon  GniBft 
beheld  the  large  tears,  tridding  tUck  aai 
fast  through  her  fingers. 

The  sister  bent  and  kissed  her  brow. 

"  It  is  a  surprise  to  you,  no  doubt,  dearest. 
It  was  so  to  me  —but  a  great  happiness  also,  to 
see  my  little  sister  the  wife  of  such  a  man — 
one  by  whom,  the  greatest,  the  stateliest  ladies 
of  the  land  would  consider  themselves  but  too 
fortunate,  in  having  been  selected  as  worthy  of 
his  choice  I  You  will  rise  then,  my  sister,  and 
relieve  Colonel  Vavasour's  anxiety,  which,  I 
assure  you,  is  excessive ;  grant  him  the  inter- 
view which  he  so  much  desires,  and  theo,  he 
will  tell  you  better  than  I  can,  all  he  feels — and 
you—** 
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**0h,  no— no  T  sobbed  France8CE^  again  sit- 
ting up,  and  joining  her  hands  with  a  look  of 
deep  distress  and  alarm. 

**  Francesca,  I  have  promised  Colonel  Vava- 
sour that  you  will  see  him  ;  and,  therefore,  I 
must  beg  that  you  will  not  childishly  refuse  to 
do  ea  You  are  not  wont  to  sufier  from  bash- 
fulness — and  you  have,  I  oan  assure  you, 
already  given  cause  for  suspicion,  that,  in  some 
degree,  you  return  Colonel  Vavasour's  feel- 
ings. I  cannot  believe,  that  you  intend 
to  despise  the  offer  he  is  about  to  make 
you— 

**  Despise  !  Despise  I"  cried  Francesca, 
with  a  nervous,  bitter  laugh,  her  eyes  flash- 
ing fire. 

"What  is  it  then,  dear^  said  Giulia, 
sooothingly,  "  what  do  you  feel  on  the  sub* 
ject  r 

"  Oh  1  I  could  not  tell  you — you  would  not 
understand  it,"  said  Francesca,  petulantly  turn- 
ing away  with  an  impatient  gesture.  "  Send 
my  aunt,"  she  added. 
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*'  I  will^  Francesca,''  said  GKulia,  gently,  for 
her  conscience  told  her,  that  she  had  quendied 
a  sbter^B  confidence  and  affection,  hj  oold  biuh 
picions ;  and,  therefore,  merited  nothing  better 
from  her,  than  similar  mistrust  on  the  part  of 
the  young  girL 

'^  I  will  send  her,^  repeated  Giulia,  **  but 
you  must  promise  me  to  see  Colonel  YaTaaoor, 
and  not  to  reject  his  proposal  without  due  con-t 
sideratioo.  Be  assured,  you  would  be  greatly 
blamed  by  your  friends,  were  you  to  act  rashly 
in  this  important  matter — although  your  aunt 
Gordon  may,  perchance,  fancy  you  are  too 
young." 

Too  young,   indeed!"  mused    Francesca, 

certainly,  too  young,  and  too  little — so  far 
below — but  go,  Giulia,  and  send  my  aunt,  she 
will  do  me  good — and  I  feel  very  miserable." 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


Blla.  —  I've  fondtty  fixed  mjrself  upon  theey 

Most  worthless,  and  unsoited  to  thy  worth, 
Like  a  poor  weed  on  some  proud  turret's  brow, 
I  wave,  and  nod.  and  kiss  the  air  around  theei 
But  cannot  be  like  thee. 

R0DB.10. -"Heaven  bless  thee,  little  flower  I     I  prize  thee  more 
Than  all  the  pride  of  female  statelinessi 

Ella  —  Dost  thou  ?  then  I  am  happy^I  am  proud, 
I  will  not  wish  me  other  than  I  am. 

Joanna  Baillii: 


GtuuA  entered  the  school-room^  and  requested 
Mrs.  Gordon  to  go  to  her  sister ;  Colonel  Va- 
vasour arose>  but  in  somewhat  a  desponding 
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manner.  *Wlth  as  mnoh  cbeerfblneflt 
as  she  could  assume^  the  Bafoneas  toU 
him,  that  her  sister  wonid  see  him  as  soon 
as  she  was  dressed.  He  asked  no  mofei  hut 
retired  to  the  librarf^. 

Francesca  was  soon  weeping  hTsterioalty  on 
her  aunt's  bosom^  whilst  htr  Ibnfl  finend,  y/dHk 
soothing  kind  words^  bade  her  not  giye  wttj 
to  such  agitation. 

''What  hare  70a  to  fbar,  dearest  ehiU? 
speak  to  Colonel  Vavasour  as  you  would  to 
me,  he  wishes  but  for  your  happiness.** 

''  Aunt  Gordon  tell  me,  did  not  Giuliamock 
me,  when  she  told  me — " 

"  Mock  you !  no  darling,  it  is  all  true,  but 
then  you  need  net  fear  that  Colonel  Vavasour 
will  be  offended,  he  is  good  and  kind,  he 
knows  that  you  are  very  young,  and — ^ 

**  Offended  I"  Francesca  exclaimed,  "he  must 
not  be  offended.** 

**  Then  you  will  tell  him  the  real  truth^** 
her  aunt  continued. 
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"  Oh !  I  could  not — I  should  die  before  the 
glance  of  that  eye^"  she  cried  despairingly. 

"  Then  I  am  sure  he  will  not  require  any 
sacrifice  from  you  against  which  your  feelings 
rcToIt — ^tell  me  all  you  thinks  and  I  will 
convey  your  sentiments  to  him^** 

*'  Tell  youy  aunt,"  exclaimed  Francesca, 
almost  passionately,  ^'  can  you  not  imagine-— 
can  you  not  tell  what  they  must  be? 
Tell  them !  as  soon  could  I  pourtray  in  words, 
the  feelings  which  bent  me  down  at  his  feet 
in  the  gallery  last  evening—the  feelings 
which  must  have  been  too  intense  for  my 
weak  heart,  for  it  seemed  to  crush  it ;  and  it 
was  this  strong  feeling  I  suppose  which  caused 
me  to  faint,  as  they  say  I  did." 

"  No,  my  dear  child,  it  was  because  your 
nerves  were  not  in  a  very  strong  state,"  said 
Mrs.  Gordon  beginning  scarcely  to  know  what 
to  think.  ^^  You  will  not  feel  the  same, 
when  you  again  see  Colonel  Vavasour;  and 
he  is  so  calm,  so  gentle,  and  withal  so  kind» 
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he  will  understand  at  once  all  that  joa  would 
ezpreses  and  spare  70U  the  pain  of  long  ex- 
planations. Still  my  Francesoa  must  remem- 
ber that  she  is  no  longer  in  the  poeiti(m  of  • 
child,  but  a  woman,  and  must  summon  to  her 
aid,  all  the  dignity  and  proper  pride  whidi 
ought  to  belong  to  one  ;  particularly  in  a 
situation  of  such  importance  as.  that 
in  which  you  now  stand,  little  hdj/^  Abd 
Mrs.  Grordon  smiled  upon  her  niece.  ^  It  ia 
one,  let  me  tell  you,  of  which  most  women 
would  be  proud,  rather  than  dismayed.  But 
I  will  send  nurse,"  she  added,  as  she  saw 
Francesoa  more  calm,  but  evidently  confused 
and  bewildered,  scarcely  comprehending  what 
she  heard ;  and  nurse,  little  knowing  what  was 
going  forward,  with  her  young  lady,  (who 
she  still  regarded  almost  in  the  same  light  as 
when  she  first  took  charge  of  the  little  girl 
years  ago,)  entering  at  that  moment,  Mrs. 
Grordon  left  Francesoa  to  perform  the  duties 
of  the  toilette. 
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In  about  an  hour*s  time,  Francesca  passed 
from  her  room  along  the  corridor  into  the  gal- 
lery, looked  for  a  moment  at  that  same  spot  on 
which  Colonel  Vavasour  had  gazed  the  night 
before,  then  darted  off,  and  prepared  to 
descend  the  great  staircase. 

It  was  however  with  a  timid,  lingering  step. 
Her  face  too  was  pale  as  ivory,  except  when 
there  flitted  over  it  a  delicate  flush.  But  yet 
her  feelings  might  not  be  likened  to  those  of 
any  other  young  lady  in  a  similar  position. 
She  was  proceeding  of  her  own  accord  from 
her  apartment  to  seek  Colonel  Vavasour, 
more  like  an  innocent  child,  who  with  timid, 
confiding  anxiety  wishes  to  unburthen  herself 
of  some  grief,  or  to  confess  some  fault  press- 
ing painfoUy  on  her  young  heart — to  pour 
forth  her  feelings  to  some  one  whom  she  trusts, 
though  fears.  Francesca  paused  at  the  library 
door,  put  her  little  trembling  hand  upon  the 
lock  ;  it  moved —she  withdrew  it,  knowing 
however  that  she  must  have  been  heard;  again 

o  5 
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•he  collected  all  her  coimgd  nd  opmod  it-— 
gare  one  timid  glanoe  avmiiid^  dm  gUiMi 
dowly  forwardt. 

Cdonel  YaYtsour  aroee  n  htAMing  hm 
eater,  whibt  all  the  blood  teemed  to  rurik  to 
his  heart ;  he  could  not  eTin  advamoe  to 
her. 

Strange  infloenee  which  Ion  wffl 
OTer  the  noblest,  even  the  stenieBi 
well  may  the  gentle  sex  glory  in  their  power  I 
the  bold,  the  lion  hearted  soldier  was  prostrate 
in  strength,  yanqoished  to  feebleness,  and 
by  the  mere  presence  of  a  diminutiye  girl  of 
sixteen. 

But  when  the  young  girl  stood  dose  before 
him,  when  he  looked  at  the  sweet  face,  and 
heard  her  gentle  voice  utter  some  inarticulate 
sound,  Cplonel  Vavasour  felt  nought  but  a 
gush  of  the  deepest  tenderness,  all  expiessed 
in  the  gaze  of  his  noble  eye. 

His  voice  softened  to  the  lowest  murmur 
as    he   pronounced  the  word    ^^  Francesca !" 
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And  Francesca,  ehe  had  remembered  her 
aunt's  injanctions.  Some  feeling  whispered 
to  her  that  it  was  time  she  should  be  digni- 
fied^ nay  even  proud.  She  had  therefore 
erected  her  little  form  to  its  full  height — 
had  even  raised  her  eyes,  as  she  thought,  very 
haughtily  to  Colonel  Vavasour's  face  when 
she  first  stood  before  him.  But  that  look  of 
love — her  name  pronounced  as  none  before  had 
eyer  spoken  it  I  In  another  instant  she  had 
sunk  upon  the  ground.  She  was  seated  at  his 
feet,  weeping  and  trembling  like  a  little  droop- 
ing primrose,  at  the  foot  of  a  sturdy  oak. 

Colonel  Vavasour  was,  as  it  were,  thunder- 
struck. He  could  not  see  her  thus ;  it  dis- 
tressed him,  and  yet  now  he  dared  not  pre- 
sume to  raise  her— he  could  only  pray,  and 
entreat  her  to  rise. 

"  Miss  de  Crespigny  let  me  implore  you — 
Francesca — do  not  weep — why  is  all  this? 
This  is  not  right,"  he  continued,  using  in  his 
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despair  the  oommanding  tone  he  oonld  rsnder 
80  impcNsiiig^  *^  let  me  beg  of  you  to  xiao.'* 

It  had  its  effect ;  Franceeca  started  i^  tlM ' 
tears  ceased,  and  she  gased  with  fear  into  his 
face— but  she  read  no  sternness  there    otij 
deep  —  deep  anxiety. 

Colonel  Vavasour  took  her  hand^  and  with 
respect  led  her  to  a  chair,  seated  himself  hy^ 
her  side,  and  with  manly  firanknesisy^  every 
word  and  tone  suiting  the  delicacr^  of  her 
with  whom  he  had  to  deal,  told  her  all  relating 
to  his  own  feelings,  and  requested  her  truth- 
fully and  fearlessly  to  reveal  her  own. 

**  One  word,  dear  Francesca,  will  be  enough," 
he  said,  as  trembling  and  with  hesitation,  she 
moved  her  lips  as  if  to  speak,  and  then  hung 
her  head  in  silence. 

**  One  word,"  he  again  repeated,  "  to  tell 
me  whether  or  not  you  feel  towards  me  as  I 
could  wish— say  yes  or  no !  I  will  not  ask 
more,  for  Francesca  is  truth  and  openness 
itself." 
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"  One  word,**  exclaimed  Francesca  with 
earnestness^  **  one  word  will  not  explain  what 
JfeeL" 

"  But  it  will  prove,  dearest  Francesca,  whe- 
ther or  not  you  will  consent  to  be  mine  far 
evtrV* 

**  Far  ever  I"  she  repeated,  raising  her  eyes 
with  a  radiant  smile,  but  more  in  soliloquy 
than  addressed  to  him. 

"  Yes,  my  own  Francesca — mine  Jar  ever — 
my  wife — my  treasure — to  be  loved— -oh  I  how 
loved  r 

Francesca  wept— her  head  now  resting  for 
support  on  Colonel  Vavasour's  bosom. 
My  darling,  say  you  love  me.*' 
Love  you  I"  she  sobbed,  "  it  is  not  love." 
Not  love  r*  Colonel  Vavasour  repeated, 
recoiling,  "  what  then  ?  nought  but  love 
Francesca  will  suffice." 

'^  Alas,  alas  I  then  woidd  you  have  me  feel 
as  I  do  to  all  around  me  ?  I  cannot  help  it, 
for  I  do  not— cannot  love  you  in  that  manner.'' 


(( 
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"  How  then,  my  sweet  one?" 
"  I  will  try  to  tell  you,  but  you  will  perha^ 
tliink  me  wicked,  you  may  epurn  auch  impiooB 
love.  It  is  a  feeling,  partaking  of  venerar 
tioQ,  too  strong  for  an  earthly  lore,  too  liks  I 
idobitry,  woraliipping  the  creature  too  fer- 
vently ;  Buch  a  feeling  it  was  that  mode 
me  kneel  to  you  last  night,  and  this  momingi 
was  obliged  to  pray — oli  I  how  fervently,  tliitt 
your  image  might  not  come  before  my  eyes,  J 
and  steal  my  thoughts  from  God." 

It  was  aU  over  now  —  Colonel  Vavwour 
demanded  no  further  testimony ;  it  was  not 
for  liim  to  quarrel  with  such  idolatry— nay, 
perhaps  he  began  to  feel  that  it  could  scarcely 
now  be  colled  by  that  name— since  one  cannot 
be  at  once  the  worshipper  and  the  worshipped, 
and  the  worshipped  she  tnuat  now  feel  herself  to 
be,  in  every  look  and  tone  of  him  to  whom  she 
bad  oonfeased  her  idolatry.  He  no  longer 
feared  the  scruples  of  the  aunt.  Franceses 
was  old  enough  to  love  him— why  then  not 
Bofficiently  old  to  become  his  wife  7 
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This  was  an  incontrovertible  argument  which 
even  Mrs.  Gordon  could  not  gainsay,  especially 
when  her  little  Francesca  clung  to  her  caress- 
ingly, and  reproached  her  for  not  glorying  in 
her  blissful  fortune.  How  could  she  but 
smile  in  the  midst  of  the  tears  which  woidd 
fall  at  the  prospect  of  the  early  marriage  of 
her  darling  niece  ? 

Colonel  Vavasour  set  off  to  London  to 
report  the  good  use  he  had  made  of  the  short 
period  he  had  been  in  office. 

Surprise  there  might  be,  but  no  opposing 
sentiments  could  exist  to  such  an  alliance,  and 
on  hearing  that  the  beautiful  Miss  de  Cres- 
pigny,  in  her  seventeenth  year,  was  about  to 
be  married,  every  one  agreed  in  her  great, 
good  fortune,  in  having  been  chosen  by  the 
noble  and  gallant  hero^  Colonel  Vavasour. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


"  Tfaej  tell  mr,  gtaOt  ladj,  that  they  do^  thee  Gu  a  brida. 
That  tha  wiMth  i*  waven  ibr  tbj  hair,  the  bridegroom  bj  tbj 


And  vbeD  I  think  how  often  I  have  seen  the«  with  thy  mild 
And  toTCl;  look,  and  itrp  of  aii,  and  bearing  like  a  child. 
Oh  I  how  moumfullj,  how  mournlully  the  thought  come* 

o'er  mjr  brun, 
When  I  think  thou  ne'er  maj'it  b«,  that  free  and  girlifh  thing 

again."  FmaaBaLli. 


It  was  the  beginning  of  July  when  Claud 
Hamilton  returned  to  Eugbnd,  having  ob- 
tained  hie  diamisaal  somewhat  earlier  than  he 
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expected*     At  the  age  of  twenty-five  he  re- 

tomed  to  fulfil  an  engagement^  formed   not 

« 

certainly  with  that  willing  impulsive  spirit  of 
love  which  makes  such  an  anticipation  so  de* 
lightful ;  but  (as  the  fabled  Midas  whose  touch 
turned  all  to  gold)  there  are  some  happy 
buoyant  spirits  who  are  disposed  rather 
to  cast  the  reflection  of  their  own  bright  feel- 
ings over  every  event,  which  in  the  stream  of 
their  existence  meet  their  course,  however 
gloomy  occasionally  they  may  appear — who  in 
short  make  the  best  of  all  things.  And  so  it  was 
with  Claud  Hamilton,  who  returned  to  England 
ready  to  undertake  with  cheerfulness,  the  des- 
tiny which  awaited  him,  and  to  fulfil  consci- 
entiously the  duties  and  obligations  it  would 
entail  upon  him,  perfectly  aware  that  all  the 
worldly  advantages  that  awaited  him,  were 
not  at  all  to  be  despised,  or  in  any  way  dis- 
pleasing possessions. 

He  had  heard  nothing  but  praises  of  his 
affianced   bride  —  how   munificently  she  bad 
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beharedl  The  first  use  iha  liafl 
of  her  independenoe  wbb,  in  die  noefe  defioato 
and  judicioaa  manner,  to  Most  Mr*  Hamiltm 
in  a  very  material  way  with  ngazd  to  fiaaiir 
oial  arrangements  ;  and  ClaodypenelntadwHh 
gratitude  for  this  act  of  kindnew  towaria  Im 
family,  determined  that  Giolia  ahoold 
find  him  fbrgetftd  of  all  he  owed  to 
debt  impossible  to  repay,  bat  by  wShdaaa  avd 
attention  on  his  part  I 

On  Claud's  arrival  in  London,  he  found  that 
his  father  had  already  been  obliged  to  depart 
for  Shirley  HaU,  but  his  mother  was  awaiting 
him  in  Portman  Square,  though  she  was  obliged 
to  set  off  the  following  morning,  to  be  in  time 
to  attend  th^  wedding  of  Francesca,  to  which 
of  course  she  would  be  accompanied  by  her 
son. 

^^  The  wedding  of  Francesca  F'  how  strange 
this  sounded  in  his  ears. 

Great  indeed  had  been  his  surprise  on  hear* 
ing  a  short  time  before  of  the  intended  event. 
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and  tbe  more  he  now  talked  it  over  with  his 
mother,  the  more  the  singularity  of  the  fact 
seemed  to  strike  him. 

^^  What  a  hurried  business  it  appears  to  be !'' 
he  said,  *^  why  could  they  not  have  waited  a 
little  longer  ?  she  is  so  very  young." 

'*0h !  I  can  assure  you,"  replied  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton, ^^  that  Colonel  Vavasour  is  a  very  ardent 
lover,  and  Giulia  seemed  to  wish  to  have  it 
over  before  her  own  marriage  takes  place ;  in 
idiort  we  all  think  long  engagements  are  very 
tiresome,  useless  affairs  ;  except  they  are  un- 
avoidable, as  in  your  case.  You  see  Annie's 
and  Lord  Beverley's  match  was  soon  completed, 
and  even  Gertrude's— as  it  was  to  be,  I  got  over 
as  quickly  as  possible.  I  hate  lovers  about 
the  house,  particularly  poor  parsons.  So  I 
packed  them  off  to  their  "love  in  a  parsonage," 
which  I  assure  you  Gertrude  contrives  to  make 
a  very  pretty  abode.  You  will  meet  them 
both  at  Shirley ;  Mr.  Seymour  is  to  perform 
the  ceremony." 
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Shirley  I— at  the  mention  of  the  name,  Claud's 
thoughts  flew  hock  to  past  daye,  and  he  felt  k 
strangp  feeling  of  depression  at  Ub  heart. 

"  I  wish  this  marriage  had  been  over  before 
I  went  there,"  he  said,  "  weddings  are  al- 
ways dismal  afiuirs ;  one's  own  mast  be  quite 
enough." 

It  did  Beem  very  strange  to  Claud  Hamilton 
to  find  himself  onee  more  in  that  old  mansion, 
the  memory  of  which  had  always  haunted  his 
imagination,  the  same  gloom  still  pervading  its 
old  walls,  which  summer  even  fiuled  to  dispel ; 
the  brightness  without,  perhaps  only  render- 
ing the  sombre  stillness  within  more  striking. 
But  still  Claud  could  scarcely  feel  that  he  was 
in  the  same  place  he  bad  quitted  six  years  ago. 
Perhaps  because — 

**  It  ii  ow  fiMliog*  give  thtai  toot 
To  wbkMoe* er  wf  gue  opoD." 

And  certfunly  Claud  Hamilton's  feelings  could 
not  be  considered  the  same  now,  as  they  were 
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then;  for  though,  happy  those,  whose  hearts  had 
Buffered  no  greater  change,  still  he  had,  since 
that  time,  seen  the  world, /<?ft  the  world,  and  he 
even  wore  around  him  a  web  of  that  world's 
weaving.  But  there  were  also  outward  cir- 
cumstances to  make  him  feel  the  change,  that 
first  morning  of  his  arrival  at  Shirley  HaU. 

Where  was  the  fairy  child,  to  him  of  old  the 
lovely  spirit  of  that  place,  and  without  whom 
it  could  scarcely  be  the  same  ?      She  was  not 
to  be   seen  fluttering   about;  for  her  merry 
Yoice  he  listened  in  vain.     When  too,  he  sat 
down  to  dinner,   it   was  in  one  of  the  large 
apartments  prepared    for    the    occasion,   but 
which  he  remembered  in  former  times  darkened 
and  unfurnished,  echoing  with  no  sounds  but 
occasionally  those  of  Francesca's  laughing  ter- 
ror as  he  chased  her  in  its  gloom. 

A  large  party  was  assembled  in  that  sombre 
room — and  more  than  all,  there  was  the  broken 
spirited  girl  of  former  days,  with  grave  dig- 
^ity  doing  the  honours  of  the  house ;  and  he 
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teatedbyher  eide  not  aa  tfcato,  Ai gOoAHMlil 
eaoouniging  firiend,  the  alhiteliMr  «f  Im  IMfik 
glected  childhood,  bat  in  the  duuMtM  (if  iW 
engaged  suitor.  And  tibeli  agifai  t6  ddnk  Ml 
what  ocoaeion  they  had  anemUed  I 

''  Colonel  Vavasour,"  said  Ladf  4ft  ChtMk 
pigny  at  the  condudion  of  the  dfaoUN^  *  A 
you  not  agree  with  me  that  my  tbntta  htA  kefe* 
terbe  kept  quite  quiet  thiaeventeg*  Ifi^  C&iwl 
Hamilton,*^  she  added  with  a  smib  ttid  diglii 
erection  of  the  head,  that  spoke  of  conscious* 
ness  as  sh'^  pronounced  the  name,  ^^  is  as  you 
know,  an  old  friend;  but  still  more  on  that 
account,  might  a  meeting  be  agitating.'' 

"  Perhaps  so,"  replied  Colonel  Vavasour 
with  a  very  happy,  proud  smile,  "  but  from  the 
account  Lady  Beverley  has  been  giving  me,  I 
think  there  is  not  much  serious  agitation  to  be 
apprehended." 

*'  No  indeed,"  remarked  Mrs.  Hamilton 
laughing,  **  except  when  dear  good  Mrs.  Gror^ 
don  looks  pathetic  and  makes  affecting  speeches. 
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it  would  be  difficult  to  tell  which  is  the  bride 
elect,  Francesca  or  her  little  bridesmaids, 
(these  were  Mrs.  Hamilton's  two  youngest 
girlfi)  who  try  on  all  the  pretty  dresses  in  turn 
with  her,  and  peep  into  the  chapel  from  the 
gallery  to  watch  the  preparations.'* 

A  choaking  sensation  came  into  Claud's 
throat  at  these  words,  and  a  moisture  to  his 
eyes. 

There  was,  however,  rather  a  different  scene 
to  the  one  just  described,  enacted  by  Francesca 
before  the  end  of  the  evening,  when  the  ex- 
citement of  the  day  was  over  and  it  drew  near 
the  time  of  retiring  to  rest,  for  the  last  time,  in 
her  own  little  room  through  her  aunt  Gordon's 
apartment.  The  colour  was  seen  fading  gradually 
from  her  cheek,  the  spirit  from  her  eye,  and  the 
ladies  on  going  up  stairs,  found  her  seated,  in 
the  midst  of  all  her  gay,  bridal  paraphernalia 
weeping  bitterly. 

Mrs.  Gordon  had  left  her,  unable  to  restrain 
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her  own  strong  emotion,  and  Mn»  BifWiff: 
stiff  and  statelj  was  standing  by,  i^eakii^r 
words  which  sounded  but  hanh  mpnoS^l 
to  the  little  Hamiltons  who  sat  hj  Fubk^ 
cesca's  side  in  silent  dismay ;  but  ab^  who  knefC*  c 
her  so  well^  felt  they  were  intended  to  aUayu 
her  feelings  and  to  reassure  her. 

She  was,  howeverj  more  effeotnaUy  rouaed;  . 
by  the.entrance  of  comparatiye  strangers,  BOoh 
as  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  her  elder  daaghtevi^— 
The  gentle  Annie  who  we  now  meet  as  Lady 
Beverley,  a  bappy  wife  to  a  most  devoted  hus- 
band, whom  she  moreover  ruled  most  thoroughly 
with  her  quiet  rod  of  meekness,  she  was 
also  mother  to  a  lovely  boy.  And  the  pretty 
Gertrude  was  there  also— the  clergyman's  wife, 
but  such  a  clergyman's  wife !  She  was  attired 
in  a  toilette  no  less  recherchi  than  that  of  her 
Countess  sister.  It  might  have  happened  that 
Mr.  Hamilton  had  not  been  quite  judicious  in 
her  choice  of  the  wedding  trousseau,  and  had 
provided  for  the  clergyman's  bride,  dresses 
scarcely  suited  to  her  situation;  but,  whatever. 
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might  have  been  the  case,  Gertrude  certainly  did 
not  form  our  beau  ideal  of  a  clergyman's  wife. 
The  fine  lady  seemed  to  cling  pertinaciously 
to  her,  as  she  reclined  listlessly  on  a  sofa  with 
her  ornamented  smelling  bottle  in  her  hand, 
talking  of  the  embroidered  robes,  and  lace, 
caps,  which  she  had  ordered  from  London  for 
her  expected  infant. 

Her  husband  too,  the  grave,  wise  Seymour, 
who  in  every  other  respect,  would  not  on  any 
consideration  have  swerved  in  the  slightest 
degree  from  the  consistent  life  encumbent 
on  one  of  his  sacred  profession,  even  he, 
gazed  contentedly  upon  his  pretty  wife, 
and  listened  to  all  her  trivial,  worldly  talk, 
with  far  too  much  of  feelings  savouring  of 
carnal  pride  and  pleasure. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  very  much  amused  at 
this  specimen  of  the  parson's  wife,  which  she  had 
turned  out  of  her  school — it  served  Mr.  Sey- 
mour right,  she  said,  for  presuming  to  think  of 
one  of  lier  daughters.     He  had,  however,  the 

TOU   IL  P 


314  TBV  BOSOM  nnani. 

promise  *of  a  living  in  Ladyde  Cxopignj^ 
gift^  now  held  bj  Dr.  ManYers,  lately  become 
▼ery  apoplectic,  and  had  already  been  appointed 
Chaplain  to  his  wife*8  future  n8ter>in<4aw. 

Thue  Claud  was  continually  reminded  of 
the  benefits  his  intended  alliance  had  drawn 
upon  almost  every  branch  of  his  ftnuly.  And 
as  he  sat  by  Giulia*s  ride  that  evenings  he  Ad 
not  forget  all  this ;  he  was  vagrj  with  himself 
for  not  being  able  to  shake  off  a  feeling  of 
depression,  which  seemed  to  weigh  down  the 
power  of  appearing  either  ardent  or  cheerful, 
in  his  attentions,  and  which  sensation  the  care- 
lees  gaiety  of  those  around  him  only  sened  to 
increase.  For  with  the  exception  of  Giulia  and 
Mr.  Hamilton,  and  the  latter  was  engaged  with 
Colonel  Vavasour  on  matters  of  business— there 
were  none  of  the  party  sufficiently  intimate 
with  the  young  bride  elect,  to  suffer  much 
from  the  same  feeling  of  interest.  Claud 
seemed  to  hear  nothing  but  the  careless 
speeches  which  floated  on  his  ear,  as  if  he  were 
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dreaming,  of  arrangements  connected  with  the 
marriage  of  which  Francesca  seemed  so  strangely 
the  heroine.  He  was  quite  ashamed  of  the 
feeling  he  experienced  when  the  door  was 
pushed  open  and  Arno  entered — for  he  started 
up  as  if  he  fancied  the  dog  must  be  followed  by 
his  little  mistress — not  so  much  in  the  person 
of  the  pretty  child  he  had  last  beheld  at  Shirley, 
but  as  the  fairy  Peri  of  Portman  Square  who 
had  left  an  impression  on  his  mind  ever 
since,  as — 

"  One  of  those  forms  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face ; 

And  oh  I  the  loveliness  at  times  we  see 

In  momentary  gliding,  the  aod  grace— 

The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree, 

In  many  a  nameless  being  we  retrace 

Whose  course  and  home  we  know  not,  nor  shall  know. 

Like  the  lost  Pleiad  seen  no  more  below." 

But  he  saw  her  not  that  night — he  saw  her  not 
till  the  following  morning,  and  then  how — and 
where? 
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**  Come,  fwccteil  eoBM  t 
The  holy  tow  tball  tremble  on  tbylipt 
And  at  God's  blessed  altar  shalt  tbou  kneel 
80  meek  and  beautiful,  that  men  will  deem 
Some  angel  there  doth  pray." 

AMOKYIIOIie. 


It  was  in  the  ancient  chapel^  now  decked 
with  flowers,  that  Claud  beheld  FrancesciL 
He  had  led  in  Giidia  followed  by  a  young  and 
smiling  party,  who  arranged  themselves  round 
the  altar  where  Mr.  Seymour  in  his  clerical 
dress  awaited  them* 
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There  was  a  breathless^  awful  pause,  dur- 
ing which  Claudes  attention  was  only  diverted 
once,  by  his  eye  falling  accidentally  on  a  face 
he  had  not  yet  seen  since  his  arrival  at  Shirley. 

It  was  that  of  the  Italian  girl ;  but,  thougn 
he  might  have  remarked  a  moment  before,  if 
he  had  looked  at  her,  that  she  was  observing, 
stealthily,  his  countenance,  with  a  very  pecu- 
liar expression,  her  eyes  were  then  bent  with 
quiet  humility,  on  the  ground. 

A  firm,  manly  tread  was  now  heard  echoing 
down  the  aisle,  and  Colonel  Vavasour,  accom- 
panied by  a  brother  officer,  somewhat  pale,  but 
firm  and  dignified,  passed  the  group,  and  took 
his  place  by  the  altar.  Another  pause  still 
more  breathless,  but  at  last,  Claud  heard  a  low 
sound  by  his  side-  it  was  Giulia  weeping  ! 

The  next  moment  a  murmur  met  his  ear, 
and  Claud,  as  if  through  a  dim  haze  which 
seemed  to  obscure  his  sight,  discerned  a  small 
form  led  towards  them,  between  his  father  and 
Mrs.  Gordon. 
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A  white  veil  streamed  over  her,  almost 
tirelj  concealing  both  form  and  face ;  her 
large,  wild  eyes,  gazing  fearfully  and  bashfollj 
around,  gleamed  from  beneath  the  transparent 
covering. 

The  trio  passed  close  to  Claud,  and  then  there 
was  a  moment's  delay— for  one  little  arm  dung 
tightly  around  that  of  Mrs.  Gordon,  who 
gently  strove  to  disengage  herself  firom  the 
hold. 

Colonel  Vavasour  looked  with  an  air  of  en- 
treaty upon  Francesca,  and  then  she  relaxed 
her  grasp ;  Mr.  Hamilton  led  her  before 
the  centre  of  the  altar,  and  she  stood  by 
the  side  of  her  affianced  husband,  weeping 
and  trembling,  whilst  that  solemn  marriage  ser- 
vice commenced. 

It  was  now,  for  the  first  time,  that  Claud 
began  to  realize  the  idea,  that  they  were 
there  gathered  together,  to  behold  that  man 
and  woman  joined  together  in  the  holy  bands  of 
matrimony —nor  w  as  it  till  a  young  voice,  which, 


■Kvl 


THB  BOSOM  FRIBND.  319 

eyen  through  its  weeping  utterance,  he 
could  well  recognise,  as  the  never  forgotten 
notes  of  his  sweet  playmate  repeated  — 
"  Lf  Francescay"  and  the  words  that  followed, 
(to  which  her  heart  seemed  to  respond— from  the 
earnest  fervour  by  which  they  gradually  were 
breathed  forth)  not  till  then  did  he  begin  to  feel 
that  in  the  person  of  that  "  woman,"  he  really 
beheld  the  sportive  child  of  Shirley  Hall — the 
youthful,  joyous  beauty  of  the  London  ball- 
room I 

But  he  now  seemed  to  understand,  as  if  for 
the  first  time,  how  it  all  really  was,  and  the 
strange  sort  of  bewilderment  passed  away.  In 
a  few  minutes,  he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  little 
crowd  surrounding  the  bride  and  bridegroom, 
pressing  forward  with  the  others,  to  offer  his 
congratulations  to  the  young  wife,  now 
clinging  to  the  arm  of  her  noble,  happy-look- 
ii^  husband. 

And  his  words  of  compliment  received  from 
her  more  consideration,  than  any  other  of  the 
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various  kind  speeches  that  were  poured  into 
her  ear. 

With  her  own  affectionate  warmth  of  man- 
ner, she  extended  her  hand  towards  him;  and 
with  a  blushing  smile,  seemed  to  welcome  him 
as  a  friend  and  brother — and  Claud,  in  a  tone 
in  which  was  blended  the  playful  cheerfulness 
of  former  days,  and  the  most  earnest*  heartfelt 
feelings,  breathed  the  words — 
"  God  bless  you,  Mrs.  Vavasour !" 
The  expression  was  heard  by  Colonel  Vava- 
sour, and  there  seemed  something  in  the  man- 
ner in  which   It   was  spoken,  which  vibrated 
gratefully  to  his  heart,    for,  with  a   pleased 
smile,  he  frankly,  and  cordially,  shook  hands 
with  the  young  man,  and  Francesca  gave  a 
little  nervous  laugh,  at  hearing  herself,  for  the 
first  time,  called  by  her  new  title  ;  and  then 
less  slowly,  and  more  with  her  own  buoyant 
step,  she   was   led   from    the    chapel   by  her 
gallant  spouse,  the    others  following    in  pro- 
cession. 
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The  bride  did  not  appear  again  in  public, 
till  dressed  in  the  most  unique  specimen 
of  Mrs.  Hamilton's  taste,  she  made  her 
entrance  into  the  great  Hall,  where  the  whole 
household  were  assembled  to  witness  her  de- 
parture. 

She  had  taken  leave  of  those  she  most 
loved,  a  fact,  that  could  well  be  descerned, 
from  the  expression  of  her  countenance. 
She  was  calm,  however,  but  raised  not  her 
long  eje-lashes  sweeping  her  cheek;  and, 
after  curtseying  slightly  to  those  around  her, 
she  proceeded  between  Mr.  Hamilton  and 
Colonel  Vavasour,  to  the  door— old  Hector 
quietly  walking  after  them,  and  Amo  joyfully 
bounding  backwards  and  forwards  before  his 
young  mistress. 

Claud  and  some  of  the  gentlemen  followed 
the  party  into  the  court. 

The  bride  had  been  handed,  or  rather  lifted 
into  the  carriage,  and  affectionately  embraced 
by  her  elder  guardian,  but  there  seemed  some 
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little  delaj.  The  bridegroom  had  not  followed, 
but  stood  looking  in  by  Mr.  Hamilton's  side 
apparently  discussing  some  point. 

Claud  approached  to  see  what  was  the 
matter. 

"  My  darling,'*  he  heard  Colonel  Vavasour 
say,  *^  you  shall  have  it  again^  very  soon." 

"  But  he  will  be  so  unhappy,"  said  a 
crying  voice,  ^^he  has  never  been  separated 
from  me  for  a  long— long  month ;  how  he  puts 
his  little  head  upon  my  shoulder,  and  he  looks 
at  me  so  piteously.  Ah  1  you  are  very  cruel. 
Colonel  Vavasour  —  Well,  take  him  away  — 
but  1  know  I  shall  cry  all  the  way." 

"  Well,  let  it  be,  Francesca,  if  it  is  to  make 
you  so  very  unhappy,'*  said  Colonel  Vavasour, 
in  a  resigned  tone,  as  he  entered  the  carriage : 
"  you  see  already,  Mr.  Hamilton,  what  a  victim 
I  am." 

Mr.  Hamilton  laughed,  and  stepping  back, 
Claud  saw  Francesca  with  Amo  on  her  knee, 
the  little  creature  pressing  close  to  its  mis- 
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tress  in  evident  terror,  at  the  fear  of  being  re- 
moved. 

But  he  was  not  suffered  to  remain.  Fran- 
cesca  herself,  put  the  dog  from  her,  saying 
firmly — 

"  No,  take  it  away,  it  shall  not  go  with  us," 
and  Claud  stepped  forward  to  receive  Amo  in 
his  arms. 

"Ah,  Claud!  Yes,  you  used  to  be  very 
fond  of  him — take  him  to  dear  aunt  Gordon, 
and  tell  her  I  send  him  to  comfort  her,  till  she 
sees  her  little  Francesca  again.  I  would  not 
for  the  world,  do  what  you  dislike,"  she  added, 
with  a  sweet  smile,  turning  to  Colonel 
Vavasour,  and  placing  her  hand  upon  his. 

The     carriage     was,    in     another    instant, 
grinding  through  the  court-yard,  and  Claud 
re-entered     the     house     with    Amo    in    his   * 
arms. 

In  about  two  months,  the  papers  announced 
the  marriage  of  Claud  Hamilton  and  the 
Baroness  De  Crespigny. 
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The  event  took  place  in  London* 

We  will  not  trouble  oar  readen  withtlM 
details  of  a  second  bridaL  Lady  De  Gree- 
pignj  was  giren  awaj  by  ber  brotheHa-laWy 
Colonel  Yayaaoiir,  who  returned  firam  hia 
wedding  expedition  just  in  time  fiar  the  oc- 
casion. 


END  OF   VOL    II 


T.  C.  NiiTBT,  rfiMtfT.  7«,  Mortlmei  Street,  CaTCfidiib  Sqi 


'.▼3^^' 


THE 


BOSOM     FRIEND. 


A    NOVEL, 


BT  THB  AUTHOR  OP 
''  THB  OAMBLBB'a  WIFB,**  "  THB  YOUNG  PRIMA  DONNA," 


&C.,  &C,f  (fee. 


(4 


A  bo9om  nerpent— a  domeittic  evil !" 


POPB. 


IN        THRKE      VOLUMES. 


VOL.  IIL 


LONDON: 

T.  C.  NEWBY,  72,  MORTIMER  St.  CAVENDISH  Sq. 


1845. 


i 

i   .1 

\l 

u 

■J. 

IT 

y 


THE 


BOSOM     FRIEND. 


CHAPTEE    L 


*'  The  home,  i*troth»  u  silent  now, 

And  hath  a  look  of  gloom«- 
I  can  rememher  when  there  were  lights 

And  music  in  ereiy  room*" 

Mart  Howm. 

**  But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead? 

Was  she  chaste  and  £ur  ? 

How  liyed«-how  loTed-^ow  died  she  ?** 

Child!  Harold. 


Colonel  and  Mrs.  Yavafiour,  had  spent  the 
two  first  months  of  their  married  life  on  the 
Continent,  which  having  been  so  lately  opened 
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to  the  English^  was  much  resorted  to  st  this 
time. 

Somewhat  reluctantly  they  retunied  to 
England,  in  order  to  attend  the  marriage  of 
Lady  De  Crespigny. 

Francesca  arrived  with  her  young  ima- 
gination glowing  with  delight  at  the  recoUeo- 
tion  of  all  the  novel  beauties  she  had  be. 
held. 

Claud  and  Giulia,  anxious  to  adopt  in  their 
own  case,  a  plan  which  had  seemed  so  produc- 
tive of  pleasure  to  others,  after  a  few  days 
passed  at  their  seat  in  Berkshire,  intended  also 
to  make  a  continental  tour.  During  their  ab- 
sence from  England,  extensive  improvements 
would  be  going  on,  at  Beechlands,  which  would 
prevent  its  being  eligible  as  a  residence,  for,  at 
least,  a  year. 

Shirley  Hall  was,  indeed,  becoming  too  de- 
lapidated  and  incommodious  for  a  family,  and 
the  time  was  fast  approaching,  when,  probably. 
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Mrs.  B.iyers  would  again  become  its  chief  in- 
mate. 

The  old  mansion  was,  truly,  unsuited,  from 
its  gloom  and  desolation,  to  be  the  residence 
of  the  two  young  married  people;  at  least,  so  all 
thought  and  advised,  with  respect  to  Claud 
and  Oiulia;  though  no  one  seemed  to  feel  any 
anxiety  on  the  subject  of  the  effect  such 
aoUtude  might  produce  upon  the  other  pan-, 
Francesca  and  Colonel  Yavasour,  when,  after 
a  month's  stay  in  London,  they  set  off  to  spend 
a  few  days  at  the  HalL 

It  did  appear  somewhat  strange  to  Fran- 
cesca, to  find  herself  at  Shirley,  under  such 
different  circumstances.  No  aunt  Gordon 
there  to  receive  her — for  she  had  parted  with 
that  dear  relation  in  London,  who,  after 
having  spent  some  time  with  her  darling 
Francesca,  had  set  off  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
Scotland,  having  promised  her  nieces  to  meet 
them  at  Shirley  in  the  spring.  She  departed 
blaming  herself,  for   having  lamented  almost 
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as  ft  misfortune,  that  which  had  prored  in  its 
fulfilment,  bo  great  a  blesaing.  Her  beloved 
charge  had,  indeed,  gained  a  protector;  the- 
fervent  prayers  of  the  aunt  hod  been  an- 
swered, for  in  the  husband  of  the  young 
girl,  Mrs.  Gordon  saw  with  joy  and  gratis 
tudo,  one,  who  truly  might  be  ber  protector 
— her  support  in  weal  and  woe  —  her  guide 
and  comforter  I  She  would  be  shielded  from 
the  dangers  of  life,  by  the  powerfal  proteo  I 
tion  of  a  loving,  watchful,  and  devoted  hue- 
band,  shiouded  by  whoee  care,  it  seemed 
as  if  no  breath  of  the  world  could  reach  or 
sally  her.  And  the  young  wife  clung  to  her 
noble  partner  as  the  ivy  round  the  oak,  trust- 
ing, rejoidoig  in  the  imprisonment  which  bound 
her  in  every  thoaghti  feeling,  and  affection,  to 
kirn  she  so  venerated.  But  Kice,  where 
was  she  in  the  midst  of  eo  much  happi- 
tkeasP 

The  Italian  girl  had  been  present  at  the 
wedding  of  her  fnend,  and  had  been  kindly 
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noticed  by  Claud,  who  found  it  difficult  to  re- 
cognize in  the  retiring,  humble  Nice,  the  once 
fierce,  bold  beauty,  whose  conduct  had  been 
80  repellant  to  his  feelings ;  and  he  could  do 
no  leas  than  join  graciously,  in  the  hope  affec* 
tionately  expressed  by  Giulia  in  her  presence, 
that  Nice  would  meet  them  on  their  return  to 
Shirley,  whenever  that  might  be. 

In  the  meantime,  she  had  been  invited  by 
the  Marchesa,  who  was  about  to  return  to  her 
native  country,  to  accompany  her  there,  and 
she  had  accepted  the  offer,  having  no  other 
alternative  save  that  of  boarding  in  a  convent, 
an  idea  she  in  no  way  relished.  Her  uncle  was 
also  to  accompany  them  for  the  present,  but  as 
his  new  connection  in  England  woidd  oblige 
him  to  be  chiefly  a  resident  in  that  country, 
Nice  would  always  have  an  opportunity  of  re* 
turning  at  her  pleasure.  She  now  too  had  no 
fear  of  his  pressing  her  on  the  point  of  the 
convent  The  Priest  found  the  ^1  too  useful 
an  instrument  for  the  furtherance  of  his  van* 
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narrow  limits  of  a  doister.'  '   -       *  ( •'  ^:.: 

Although  for  a  thae  Era  Fluld!kad  bacn 
pasdye  in  the  banneiBy  be  Kad' h^dar>  meaai 
g^ven  up  all  hope  of  the  oemviBaian  sC  tbt 
Baroness,  of  wh()iBe  noslaUe  aui  4»r  bd 
gained  but  too  great  eipeiieiider;  «ad  miOk  m 
deep  foreknowledge,  whidi  sieuaMlipAJWifl  A* 
cmftj  Jesuit,  his  young  relative  -  liad:!idnsed 
and  encouraged  him  oonoermngthe  erfents  and 
time^  which  were  to  afford  a  more  accessible 
road,  than  had  before  been  open  to  him,  of  final 
success. 

And  the  consequences  to  Nice  were  indeed 
important  to  her  future  happiness,  for  her 
uncle  had  promised  to  her  in  recompense  for 
her  services,  should  they  be  crowned  with 
success — perfect  liberty  to  dispose  of  herself^ 
according  to  her  own  pleasure. 

Francesca  found  herself  in  her  former  home 
alone  with  her  husband,  and  though  it  did 
seem    strange   to   look    around  and  not    see 
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the  kind  affectionate  countenance  of  her  ex- 
cellent aunt  beaming  upon  her  as  in  former 
days,  she  still  felt  rejoiced  to  be  once  more 
at  a  home,  which,  with  aU  its  gloom,  to  her 
had  ever  appeared  bright  and  happy — and  now 
again  amidst  her  birds  and  flowers  the  same 
girlish  spirit  danced  in  her  heart;  but  her 
mind  seemed  exalted,  and  raised.  She  no 
longer  felt  inclined  as  before,  to  start  up  from 
her  occupations  and  fly  about  the  rambliog 
house  for  amusement;— yet  she  was  happier — 
oh  !  how  far  happier  than  she  had  ever  been 
or  dreamt  ever  of  being;  now  sometimes 
her  heart  felt  so  full  of  joy  that  it  seemed 
to  overflow,  and  her  eyes  to  fill  with  tears, 
which  she  ^ould  laugh  at  herself  for  shedding. 
"  Mrs.  Rivers  do  you  not  think  I  am  grown 
very  sedate  lately  ?^  she  said  one  day,  when 
her  husband  being  busy  writing  letters  of 
business,  and  not  able  to  restrain  herself  from 
interrupting  him  by  her  chatter  if  she  re- 
mained by  his  side,  she  had  glided  from  the 
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library  into  the  gallery  and  aeated  herself  m 
the  window  seat  with  Amo  at  her  ftet,  her 
eyes  wandering  over  every  olgeot  which  she 
could  associate  with  a  oertsin  day  she  never 
could  forget. 

Mrs.  Bivers  wassailing  past  her,  but  stopped 
on  being  thus  addressed. 

She  bent  her  eyes  with  a  somewhat  dubiovis 
expression  on  a  hioe  which  certainly  bore  in 
its  joyous  look,  no  signs  of  anything  like 
sedateness. 

"  Why  you  cannot  wish  me  to  be  more  so 
I  am  sure,  Mrs.  Rivers,"  the  little  lady  con- 
tinued, ^^  you  would  not  have  me  look  like 
those  stiff  women  on  the  walL" 

"  No,  Mrs.  Vavasour,  at  your  age,  stiffness 
as  you  caU  it,  is  not  expected,"  Mrs.  Bivers 
answered,  her  countenance  not  in  the  least 
degree  moving  from  its  customary  rigidity, 
"  nor  is  it  necessary  as  you  now  are,  that  your 
youthful  spirits  should  be  checked — I  mean 
alone  in  the  company  of  your  husband,  who  I 
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rejoice  to  see,  meets  from  70U5  the  proper 
degree  of  love,  honour  and  obedience  due  from 
a  wife  to  a  husband." 

"  Yes  indeed,  Mrs.  Bivers,  he  never  finds 
any  fault  in  me,  and  would  indeed  be  miserable 
if  I  were  to  become  any  graver  or  quieter ;  so  " 
the  little  wife  continued  archly,  ''I  always 
intend  to  be  as  merry,  and  if  I  can  manage  it, 
as  pretty  looking  as  that  lady  in  the  comer,  for 
Colonel  Vavasour  admires  her  so  very  much. 
By  the  bye,  I  find  he  knows  all  about  her  history 
and  I  wanted  him  to  tell  me  what  made  you 
shake  your  head,  when  people  said  she  was  like 
me ;  but  he  only  smiled,  and  said  that  I  possessed 
all  the  curiosity  of  my  mother  Eve,  and  that 
I  had  better  ask  you.  I  must  be  old  enough 
now  to  hear  everything,  as  I  am  married;  so 
pray  satisfy  my  long  desired  wish  of  knowing 
all  abpsi^t  that  pretty  lady,  whose  example  you 
are  so  anxious  I  should  avoid." 

^^  Young  lady,"  said  Mrs.  Bivers  in  a  most 

solemn  tone,  '^  if  your  husband  objects  not  to 

B    b 
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the  communication,  it  ia  not  for  iii«  to  with- 
hold it,  and  perhaps  it  is  as  well,  that  ere  yoa 
go  into  a  delusive  world,  yoa  should  know 
something  of  the  sin  and  sorrow  that  lurk 
beneath  its  fairest  appearance,  in  order  that 
you  may  beware  of  the  snares,  most  often 
prepared  for  the  fair  and  young  like  you, 
lady.'  Many  have  fallen,"  the  old  woman 
continued,  moumftilly  ahalring  her  head,  **  too 
many  alas  from  their  very  ignorance  of  evil  1" 

"  How  dreadful,"  said  Francesca,  "  you 
frighten  me !  but  when  I  go  to  the  drawing 
rooms  and  balls  in  London,  if  you  mean  that^ 
Mrs.  Rivers,  1  shall  have  my  husband  by 
my  side,  and  thus  guarded,  what  can  I  have 
to  fear  ?'' 

"  Mrs.  Vavasour,"  said  the  old  house-keeper 
her  usually  steady  voice  slightly  trembling, 
"  that  will  be  the  time,  against  which  you 
must  study  a  deportment  very  different,  from 
the  unrestrained  manner  you  display  with  im- 
punity in  the  freedom  of  this  old  hall :   you 
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will  find  in  the  world,  others  to  witness  your 
behaviour,  to  comment  on  it,  who  will  be  far 
less  lenient  than  the  partial  eyes  of  your 
husband,  and  the  friends  of  your  childhood. 
You  cannot  be  ever  by  your  husband's  side ; 
the  fashion  and  the  business  of  the  world  will 
prevent  it ;  you  must  act  like  the  rest — at 
least,  so  those  said  with  whom  I  once  lived,  and 
who  understood  it  far  too  well ;  and  the  world 
has  not,  I  fear,  improved  since  then.  There, 
it  will  be  imagined,  young  lady,  that  innocent 
thoughtlessness  of  manner,  is,  or  at  least,  will 
soon  become,  levity  and  folly.  And  then — 
God  preserve  you  and  save  you  firom  the 
perils,  which  befel  that  fair  creature,  of  whom 
with  grief  and  shame  I  am  about  to  speak !" 

Mrs.  Rivers's  stem  eye  actually  glistened 
with  a  tear,  and  she  was  forced  to  clear  her 
voice  ere  she  could  proceed. 

Francesca  drew  one  of  the  large,  old 
fashioned  chairs  close  to  her  seat  in  the 
window,  and  made  the  old  woman  sit  down  ; 
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Slowly  and  cdlenily  ahe  obeyed^  and  die  bri^^ 
ean  streamixig  through  the  atained  g|aaa  taH 
npon  the  two  figurea.  The  anoieiit  dame  in 
her  sober  Uaok  dreaa— her  atiff  and  atately 
high-crowned  cap,  under  which  her  white  hair 
was  formally  arranged  I  Sternly  marked  waa 
every  feature  of  her  wrinkled  fiaoe^  and  aeYere 
was  the  expression  of  her  gr^  eyeSi  which 
gleamed  through  a  pair  of  diver  mounted 
spectacles.  They  were  fixed  upon  the  ooon^ 
tenance  of  the  young  creature  who  sat  before 
her,  bending  forward  in  the  attitude  of  deep 
attention. 

What  a  contrast  between  youth  and 
bloomiDg  hopes --age  and  sorrowed  experi- 
ence! Francesca  with  her  dear  large  eyes 
opened  to  their  widest  extent^  from  the  mixed 
feeling  of  interest  and  alarm  beating  at  her 
heart — her  white  smooth  skin  and  rosy  lips, 
the  curls  of  bright  hair,  telling  of  youth's 
first  prime,  falling  upon  her  fair  shoulders! 
She  truly  seemed  like  the  beautiful  Spring  with 
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all  its  buds  and  flowers,  and  the  old  woman 
might  be  likened  to  stem  winter  with  its  ac- 
oompaniments,  gloom  and  decay  I 

*^  Be  quick,  dear  Mrs.  Bivers,"  exclaimed 
Francesca,  '^  I  am  expiring  with  curiosity  to 
hear  the  story." 

"  Well  then,''  the  old  woman  began, 
<^  you  must  know  that  I  once  loved  dearly 
that  beautiful  creature  whose  picture  hangs 
in  that  neglected  comer.  She  was  my  foster 
sister,  and  also  a  de  Crespigny.  I  was  brought 
up  with  her,  and  when  as  gay  and  young  as 
you  are  now,  she  married  her  cousin,  your 
father's  uncle,  then  the  heir  of  this  house. 
I  came  with  her  more  as  a  companion  than  a 
servant  to  this  old  halL 

^^  It  was  a  very  different  looking  place  then. 
Oh  I  you  would  not  have  known  it  for  the 
same !  The  walls  echoed  with  the  sounds  of 
glad  voices — and  gay  doings.  Music,  and 
dancing,  and  acting,  and  masquerading  went  on 
unceasingly,  during  those  merry  making  times 
when  the  house  was  full  of  company,  to  do 
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honour  to  the  yomig  Greatnie  who  till  then 
had  lived  in  perfect  solitude  in  her  fkiher^s 
quiet  home,  with  me  finr  her  sole  compunon; 
till,  as  I  said,  your  great  unde  married  her, 
as  noble  a  gentleman  as  I  ever  saw,  ezoepting 
I  must  say  your  own  husband,  young  lady. 

*^  Ah  I  how  fair  and  pure  and  innocent  in 
heart  she  seemed  at  that  period,  and  how  her 
husband  delighted  in  her  gaiety  and  beauty  I 
It  was  just  at  that  time  that  the  picture  was 
taken  in  her  masquerade  dress— it  was  painted 
by  a  great  artist  who  came  down  for  the  pur- 
pose.** 

^^  After  this^  alack !  alack!  she  went  to  Lon- 
don— that  Babylon  of  iniquity  I  I  did  not  go 
with  her.  Her  mother-in-law,  the  then  Lady 
de  Crespigny,  took  a  great  fancy  to  me,  and  I 
remained  behind  with  her.  I  soon  after  mar- 
ried the  steward's  son.  We  heard  of  Mrs.  de 
Crespigny  as  the  greatest  beauty  at  court, 
and  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  and  after  the  Lon- 
don season  was  over  she  came  back  to  Shirley 
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more  lovely  than  ever  in  form  and  face — but 
in  heart-  alas  I  alas  I 

"  There  were  mirth  and  revelry  again  re- 
sounding through  these  old  walls,  such  as 
never  have  been  heard  since — and  she  was 
again  the  spirit  and  life  of  all — but  the  spirit 
was  not  the  same— no,  I  soon  saw  that — and 
I  found  that  the  breath  of  the  world  had 
dimmed  the  innocence  of  her  heart.  I  knew 
not  however  the  festering  wound  it  had  left 
there — and  her  husband,  he  saw  it  not — his 
eyes  were  blinded  by  his  love ;  he  was  too  good 
and  true  himself,  to  suspect  one  so  dear  to  his 
soul,  and  she  now  used  her  former  innocence 
of  manner  to  veil  her  present  change  of  feeling. 

^^  But  we  knew  it  all,  ah  me  I  too  soon  I 
Yoimg  lady,  there  was  one  amongst  those 
guests,  with  whom  in  her  first  innocent  gaiety 
of  heart  she  had  lightly  laughed  and  jested, 
thinking  no  eviL  But  he  was  evil — and  the 
world  in  which  she  had  met  him  was  evil — 
and  ere  she  knew  it,  she  had  become  evil  too. 
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Her  mirth  and  gaiety  were  innooenoe  no 
more ;  the  very  mind  and  conscience  were 
defiled-^she  could  now  call  evil  good;  and 
good  eviL  She  loved  her  husband  no  more ; 
she  who  had  sworn  at  the  altar  to  love  him, 
and  him  alone,  till  death  did  them  part — bvtd 
another  r 

Through  her  listener's  parted  lips  there  issued 
an  exclamation  of  horror. 

^^  Yes,  you  well  may  exdum:— well  may 
your  check  grow  pale.  But  now  veil  your 
face,  for  still  greater  shame  must  it  express— 
and  pray  that  you  may  be  preserved  safe  in  a 
world  like  this,  where  the  purest  innocence 
can  so  quickly  sink  into  the  deepest  guilt." 

Francesca  did  indeed  hide  her  face  with 
terror.  The  sepulchral  lone  of  voice  with  which 
the  old  woman  told  the  sad  tale,  added  to  its 
pathos  and  solemnity;  she  felt  that  she  had 
heard  too  much  akeady.  What  could  come 
next? 


*  *." 
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Mr.  de  Crespigny,"  Mrs.  Bivers  continued, 
was  obliged  to  leave  Shirley  Hall  on  pressing 
buiuness — ^it  was  but  for  a  few  days.  He  re- 
turned and  as  usual  asked  immediately  for  his 
wife,  oh !  what  had  we  to  tell  him  ? 

^'  She  was  gone — she  had  betrayed,  forsaken 
him — she  had  fled  with  another.  In  the  dead 
of  night  she  had  passed  from  her  chamber,  and 
by  the  secret  stair-case  stole  even  through  the 
holy  house  of  God— that  chapel  where  she 
might  have  seen  frowning  as  it  were  upon  her, 
the  commandment  she  was  about  to  break,  with 
a  viUain  black  and  treacherous — but  not  more 
so  than  herself.  No !  the  words  which  you 
may  read  traced  upon  the  back  of  that  picture 
are  truer  than  ever  poetry  before  uttered — 

**  The  sweetest  tlungs  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds, 
lilies  that  festeri  are  Ur  worse  than  weeds." 

Francesca  had  now  in  the  excitement  of  her 
feelings  sunk  upon  her  knees  before  the  old 
woman,  and  raising  her  streaming  eyes  to- 
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wards  her,  sobbed  out  in  the  greatest  agita- 
tion— 

*'  She  could  not — she  oonid  not  do  so  I— sihe 
was  a  wife,  and  he  was  so  good^  yon  say,  and 
noble— like  my  husband— and  she  cenid  leave 
him?  Ah,  why  did  you  tell  ine  this?  I  shall 
never  look  up  again  as  I  have  Aoae — ^fbr  I 
never  knew  till  now,  that  a  woman  toM  do 
such  a  thing  I — And  he,**  she  continued  speak- 
ing very  rapidly,  "  did  he  not  follow  and  kSU 
her?  she  deserved  it!"  the  young  wife  cried, 
her  eyes  flashing  almost  fiercely. 

"  No,  her  punishment  was  far  worse — she 
killed  him.  She  broke  his  heart.  He  had  not 
strength  to  curse  her— nor  indeed  had  he  the 
inclination.  He  died  here  in  this  house,  and 
she  lived  in  sin  for  years,  and  then  died  in 
poverty  and  ruin.  And  now  smile  no  more 
young  lady,  when  I  speak  of  the  soberness 
befitting  a  wife,  to  one  like  you,  who  are  so 
inexperienced — so  childlike ;  think  of  me  no 
longer  as  the  cross  old  woman  who,  ever  from 
your  earliest  years,  checked  with  severity,  that 
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liveliness  of  character  in  which  others  delighted. 
A  terrible  example  was  before  my  eyes^  and 
seeing  you  growing  up>  daily  more  and  more 
like  in  person,  to  her,  your  relative  both  by 
birth  and  marriage,  whom  I  so  loved  in  her 
days  of  innocence,  I  dreaded  for  you  the  evils 
which  thoughtless  gaiety  often  engenders.  My 
manner  is  I  know  rough  and  stern,  but  I  mean 
well  towards  you,  my  dear  young  lady — I  have 
had  many  sorrows.  The  sudden  death  of  my 
husband  soon  after  these  calamities — the  soli- 
tude of  my  life  in  this  old  house  which  has 
never  since  been  inhabited,  as  it  used  to  be  by 
the  family,  have  made  me  doubtless  gloomy  and 
morose.'* 

Francesca  now  arose,  but  her  countenance 
was  sadly  altered  since  she  had  listened 
to  this  tale,  and  she  murmured  her  thanks 
but  faintly,  for  that  for  which  before  she  had  so 
eagerly  sued.  It  was  as  if  for  the  first  time 
she  knew  and  felt,  that  sin  was  in  the  world  in 
all  its  hideousness,  and  it  seemed  to  weigh 
down  with  a  vague  dread,  her  innocent  heart. 
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Like  Coleridge's  wedding  gaest,  after  hanng 
heard  the  ancient  Mariner^s  fearful  tale  she — 


*'  Went  like  one  that  hti  been  HamMd 
And  u  of  aente  Ibrlorti— >" 


sadder  certainly  though  wiser,  to  seek  her 
husband — ashamed  and  sorrowful*  to  tell  him 
the  dreadftd  storj  she  had  heard*  And  he 
wiped  her  tears  and  smiled  at  her  grief,  though 

in  his  heart,  the  husband  loved,  admired  and 
honoured  her  more  than  ever. 

"But  why  should  you  grieve  about  it,  my 
sweet  girl?"  he  said;  "  although  there  is  sin 
in  the  world,  it  need  not  approach  you— nor 
will  it  I  am  sure.  I  could  with  confidence 
leave  you  for  years,  and  have  no  fear  that 
you  had  ceased  to  love  me  or  to  honour  and 
obey  me,  although  you  do,  you  little  naughty 
girl,  threaten  to  become  disobedient." 

"  Ah  r'  she  exclaimed  earnestly,  "  even  that 
I  will  never  do  again,  even  in  jest.    I  vowed 
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to  love,  honor  and  obey  you,  and  even  if  I 
had  not,  who  could  help  loving  you  ?  I  loved 
you  even  when  I  feared  you— what  must  I 
do  now?" 


CIlAl'lhK     11. 


f.    ; 

■  ■ 


f  '    : 


i 

i 


V\'ild  tlioughts  within,  bad  men  without, 
All  evil  spirits  round  ab<iut, 
Are  bandctl  in  unblest  device. 
To  bi)oil  love's  earthly  paradise. 


Keblk. 


Oh,  beautiful  is  youth ! 

How  often  as  it  pasi>e8  by, 

With  flowing  linibs,  and  flashing  eye» 

With  soul  that  not  a  care  has  crosMd, 

.  -  With  cheek,  that  not  a  tint  has  lost ; 

;  How  uAen  in  my  heart  I  cry. 

[low  beautiful  is  youth  \ 

William  IIowitt. 


It  will  now  be  necessary  to  give  a  short  sketch 
of  the  first  married  months  of  Lady  de  Cres- 
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spending  them  in  Italy.  In  that  fair  landj 
under  the  influence  of  that  climate,  even  the 
child  of  misfortune  forgets  for  a  time  his 
misery,  and  Giulia  found  herself  at  the  summit 
of  earthly  happiness,  for  besides  the  gifts  of 
youth,  health,  and  all  that  worldly  circum- 
stances can  afford,  she  had  now  in  her  pos- 
session the  one  anxiously  wished  for  prize, 
once  her  only  hope,  her  only  expectation  for 
the  future — that  which  she  thought  would 
make  this  world  a  Paradise  I 

And  for  a  time  Griulia  might  even  be  said 
to  feel  it  such,  with  one  like  Claud  whose 
affectionate,  feeling  heart  naturally  and  easily 
inclined,  whatever  might  have  been  wanting 
in  his  feelings  before  bis  marriage,  towards 
her,  to  whom  he  was  now^linked  by  such  tender 
ties. 

She  found  herself  the  object  of  bis  exclu- 
sive attention,  and  to  an  imloved  one — such 
as  she  had  ever  been,  it  appeared  to  her  de- 
lighted heart,  that  now  she  had  attained  the 
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love  of  which  she  had  ever  dreaiiit--*liitt  nerer 
hoped  to  poflsesa.  GKuHa  forgot  thst  she  was 
not  beaatifbl^ihat  ^^none  oonld  be  loved  bat 
the  beaatifoL'' 

Claud's  affectionate  heart  rqoioed  in  the 
happiness  he  created.  He  disoovered  as  those 
like  him  always  find,  that  everything  toadied 
by  the  magic  of  a  cheerful,  willing  i^irit,  will 
yield  some  portion  of  light  and  beauty ;  and . 
in  his  young  heart,  he  discovered  qualities 
which  were  endearing  her  to  him.  The  elastic 
spirits  of  the  young  man  rose  to  their  natural 
joyous  height,  Giulia's  aflRiiming  that  calm, 
happy  serenity  which  better  became  her  cha- 
racter ;  both  blending  well  together,  the  one 
tempering  the  exuberance  of  the  other — what 
happiness  might  have  been  theirs  I 

They  were  floating  one  day  down  the  bay 
of  Naples,  where  they  had  settled  for  the 
winter  months.  Though  in  November,  the 
sky  was  blue  above  their  heads,  the  air  balmy 
as  an  English  summer. 
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A  boat  glided  past  and  both  at  once  uttered 
an  exclamation.  Like  a  lightning  flash  a 
pair  of  well  known  eyes  gleamed  upon  them. 
It  was  Nice.  The  friends  had  corresponded 
since  their  separation,  and  Giulia  had  heard 
that  she  was  to  be  in  Italy,  but  at  Naples  she 
had  no  idea  of  meeting  her,  the  Marchesa's 
Palazzo  being  in  a  different  part  of  the 
country. 

However  at  Naples  Nice  was  now  residing. 
She  had  seen  Claud  and  his  lady;  the  man  she  had 
once  loved — who  had  scorned  her  !---and  seated 
triumphantly  by  his  side  she  beheld  her  once 
despised  tool,  and  they  were  together  in  their 
happiness,  though  she  had  doomed  that  it 
should  cease — she  would  not  endure  to  leave 
it  undisturbed !  The  Italian  girl  had  followed 
them  to  Naples  with  some  such  purpose,  for 
the  Marchesa's  movements  were  easily  directed 
by  her  advice ;  and  now  again  by  her  consum- 
mate art,  by  which  even  Claud  was  subdued, 
she  managed  to  wind  herself  with  apparent 

VOL  III.  c 
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bRrmlessness  around  her  yietinui  till  the 
period  for  their  return  to  England.  Fn 
Paolo  had  left  Italy  some  time  before^  aad 
under  the  roof  of  the  Marchese,  Nioe  said 
she  no  longer  could  remain  with  safety^  tober 
honour. 

To  such  a  plea  it  was  impossible  for  Claud 
to  turn  a  deaf  ear.  Nice  therefore  returned 
with  them  to  England*  It  was  not  till  then^ 
})erhaps,  that  the  effect  of  the  new  yenom  bo 
gently  and  artfully  instilled  by  the  bosom 
serpent,  into  Giulia's  heart,  began  Invisibly  to 
take  effect. 

The  Baroness  and  her  husband's  destination 
on  their  arrival  in  England  was  London,  and 
there  it  had  been  their  intention  to  remain  for 
a  few  months ;  but  ere  they  had  been  many 
weeks  in  Grosvenor  Square,  Giulia  expressed 
a  wish  to  leave  it  for  Shirley ;  and  though  her 
husband  at  first  objected  to  a  plan  which 
seemed  somewhat  unreasonable  and  capricious, 
and  naturaUy  feeling  some  little  reluctance  to 
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quitting  the  Metropolis  and  its  cheerful  society 
for  gloomy  Shirley,  hehadsoongoodnaturedly 
yielded,  on  seeing  how  strongly  Giulia  had  set 
her  heart  on  the  plan. 

Claud  was  also  obliged  to  relinquish  his  op- 
position to  the  scheme,  on  noting  the  darkening 
brow,  and  the  hurt  expression  of  the  tone  of  voice, 
with  which  Giulia  hinted,  that  a  husband  of  a 
few  months,  should  require  nothing  more  than 
the  company  of  his  wife. — And  so  the  trio — 
for  Nice  still  clung  quietly  but  surely  to  their 
party,  departed  for  that  place,  which  had  wit- 
nessed many  a  scene  of  dread  and  suffering. 

Alas !  that  we  had  not  more  of  sorrow  and 
dread  to  relate ! 

And  what  had  moved  Giulia  thus  to  act 

Was  it  that  it  troubled  her  to  be  where  others 

but  herself,  must   share  her  husband's  notice 

and  attention  ?    Could  it  be  that  she  still  felt 

herself  ill  at  ease  on  one  point,  in  spite  of  the 

almost  incredible  success  of  the  design,  which 

was  intended  to  have   finally  and  effectually 
c  3 
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cleared  away  from  her  path  all  further  fiuur 
and  distrust ;  particularly  after  witneaaiiig  the 
unmixed    happiness    of  Francesoa   and    her 

husband  ? 

Itis  true  that  they  wereinLondoii»aiidthetwo 
families  in  constant  intercourse ;  but  nug^t  not 
the  most  mistrustful  heart  have  rather  gloried 
in  the  sight,  of  how  happily  she  had  Buooeeded 
in  casting  away  all  possibility  of  ever  again 
indulging  in  the  morbid  feeling  ? — ought  not 
Giulia  to  have  felt  her  heart  swell  with  grati- 
tude^  on  observing  the  sincere  and  heartfelt 
pleasure  with  which  Claud  Hamilton  noted 
the  felicity  of  his  little  favorite  playmate — on 
hearing  him  extol  the  husband,  and  declare, 
that  he  was  exactly  the  man  he  would  have 
chosen  for  Francesca,  and  on  listening  to  him 
expatiating  on  her  beauty  and  grace,  with  feel- 
ings such  as  a  kind  brother  might  feel  towards 
a  pet  young  sbter?  And  then  the  cheerful,  care- 
less frankness  of  their  intercourse,  in  which 
nothing  could  possibly  be  discerned  to  create 
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a  thooght,  that  the  regretful  feeling  ever 
crossed  his  mind— of  what  might  have  been. 
Giulia  would  have  been  fully  satisfied — not 
a  doubt  or  a  fear  would  have  disturbed  her 
tranquillity,  had  she  not  possessed  *'  a  bosom 
friend  " — but  alas !  it  is  well  said  that  there 
are  — 

'*  Demons  who  impair 
The  strength  of  bitter  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prej 
In  melancholy  bosoms  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day 
And  love  to  dwell  in  darkncfts  or  disunay. 
Deeming  themselves  predestined  to  a  doom.** 

One  little  sketch  of  a  pleasing  nature  we  must 
present  to  our  readers,  ere  we  proceed  to  that 
part  of  the  story  which  we  would  fain  delay  ap- 
proaching. 

It  was  at  an  early  drawing  room  that 
little  Mrs.  Vavasour  was  first  introduced  to 
the  gay  world.  The  two  sisters  were  to 
be  presented  "  on  their  marriage "  that  day. 
In  spite  of  the  strange  impression,  which  Mrs. 
Rivers's  dread  example  of  the  dangers  attending 
die  gay  in  spirit,  when  launched  upon  the  wave:^ 
of  the  deceitful  world,  had  made  at  the  mo- 


30  THE  BOSOM  wtaaanK 

ment  upon  her  mind,  the  old  lady  woold  have 
been  somewhat  shocked  had  eeen  how  little  it 
had  apparently  sobered  her;  for  indeed  her 
husband  had  rather  lessened  in  her  estimaitioii 
the  force  of  the  good  woman's  opinions^  bj  t^- 
Ing  her  that  as  a  rule,  it  was  a  greet  mistake 
to  imagine  that  gravity  was  alone  a  safegoacd 
to  virtue;  on  the  contrary  qften  might  it  be  seen, 
that  those  who  carry  austerity  on  their  lips 
indulge  in  laxity  in  conduct  I 

It  was  indeed  impossible  for  her  to  believe, 
that  there  was  anything  necessary  to  restrain,  in 
the  innocent,  joyous  spirits  that  danced  in  her 
breast,  as  seated  by  her  admiring  and  delighted 
husband  she  was  wliirled  away  to  St.  James's. 
How  she  laughed  to  see  her  little  form  decked 
in  the  grand  and  stately  dress,  and  at  her  hus- 
band's vain  entreaties  that  she  would  sit  still 
in  the  carriage,  instead  of  jumpinor  up  as  every 
fresh  equipage  passed  by,  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  its  occupants,  as  well  as  to  shew  herself  to 
the  "  poor  people  "  who  were  not  going  to  the 
drawing-room. 
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All  this  was  done  to  the  great  danger  of  the 
disarrangement  of  her  toilette,  as  well  as  to  the 
eyes  of  her  husband,  into  which,  her  waving 
plumes,  never  steady  for  a  moment,  continu- 
ally intruded.  Francesca  was  a  little  nervous 
on  entering  the  saloons,  and  on  finding  herself 
approaching  the  august  presence,  but  still  her 
husband  did  not  leave  her,  and  she  was  so 
proud  and  happy  to  see  him  accosted  with  such 
respect  by  royalty — to  hear  the  Regent  say, 
^^  And  that  lady,  Colonel  Vavasour,  is  your 
wife,  I  conclude,'*  never  for  a  moment  having 
the  slightest  idea,  that  probably  it  was  her  own 
pretty  self  rather  than  her  gallant  husband, 
which  drew  upon  them  such  distinguished 
notice,  from  that  illustrious  personage,  who  pos- 
sessed in  so  great  a  degree  what  is  termed 
"  an  eye  for  beauty."  And  the  young  creature 
was  soon  encouraged  by  his  fascinating  man- 
ner, to  talk  to  him  with  that  innocent  freedom, 
which  as  yet  the  stiff  etiquette  of  court  had 
not  taught  her  to  repress. 
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The  Regent  playfully  congratulated  Colond  I 
Vavasour  on  the  fair  conquest,  he  had  left  the  ( 
wars  abroad,  to  achieve  at  home,  "  And  eo  | 
slyly  too  !'■  his  Royal  Highnesa  added,  "  Really  i 
you  soldiers  are  terrible  fellowe;  are  they  no^  , 
Mrs.  Vavasour?" 

"  Oh,  I  do  not  know,  sir  P  she  saidhlushing^ 
but  with  an  arch  expression  in  her  beautifol  | 
eyes — "  Colonel  Vavaaour  won  his  victory  m 
a  very  cowardly  manner,  lie  dressed  himself  | 
in  armour,  and  frightened  me  almost  to  death, 
and  then  he  asked  me  to  marry  him,  and  so — ** 
And  Francesca  turned  her  eyes  beaming  with 
love  and  devotion  on  her  hosband's  face,  and 
seeing  there,  something  which  indicated  that 
she  had  gone  too  far,  she  paused  suddenly, 
coloring  deeply,  and  pressing  closer  to  his  side. 
"  So  you  obeyed  his  wishes,"  sud  the  Regent 
laughing  as  he  completed  her  sentence.  *'  Well, 
fair  lady,  in  my  opinion  you  could  not  have 
done  better,  and  I  rejoice  that  such  a  prize  has 
fallen  to  the  gallant  Colonel  Vavasour's  share." 
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And  the  Regent  allowed  them  to  pass  on, 
many  an  echo  reaching  Franoesca's  ear,  of  the 
exclamation.  "  A  perfect  gem !"  "  a  pocket 
Venus!"  unintelligible  words  to  her  uninitiated 
senses. 

Once  she  found  herself  on  Claud's  arm^  to 
whose  care  Colonel  Vavasour  left  her  for  a 
few  moments,  when  the  brother-in-law  was 
much  amused  by  the  unsophisticated  eojoy- 
ment  of  the  little  rustic,  and  the  original 
remarks  which  she  made  on  all  around  her. 

Giulia  was  on  his  other  arm,  scandalized  by 
the  absence  of  dignity  displayed  in  her  sisterV 
deportment.  It  certainly  was  a  contrast  to 
her  own  demeanour — she,  a  more  practised 
courtier,  who  was  sailing  so  majestically  along, 
her  plumes  scarcely  moving,  her  train  sweep- 
ing after  her  so  gracefully,  whilst  Francesca 
moved  about  with  all  the  abandon  of  her  ever 
restless,  varying  movements — attracting  how- 
ever many  an  admiring  glance,  which  Giulia 
observed  too  welL 

c  5 


"  .\jiid  |^>ny,  Fru>ceeca,'  nid  Colonel  Yan 

aoor  Uu^fhing,  ae  ibey  were  talking   nver  the 
drH«ring-rooin    tliat   saioe  evening,    "  tell  am 
who  uiwDgBt  all  those  jo«  nw,  did  yoa  tlinik  ' 
equml  to  your  bu^ao  d  f 

"  Ofa,  yt>u  ELTF   Tei;  conceited,"   the  litUs  h 
wife  replied,  "  vou  know  ver;-  well  that  I  saw  ^ 
none  that  was  in  any  way  to  be  compared  to 
you;  you  only  wish  to  hear  me  say  sa" 

"  Indeed,  I  know  no  eucb  thing,  Francesca,*^ 
her  hueband  Uughingly  answered,  "  but  I  am 
very  glad  to  hear  you  say  bo." 

"  Do  you  imajrine  Giulia  thinks  as  highly 
of  Claud  as  I  do  of  you?"  Francesca  enquired. 

"  She  ought  to  value  him  highly,  for  he  ia 
a  delightful  fellow,"  said  Colonel  Vavasour, 
"  I  think  your  eieter  very  fortunate  in  her 
husband." 
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"  Oh,  I  am  very  glad  you  think  so,  Ernest; 
I  am  so  fond  of  him — ^he  was  always  so  kind 
to  me  when  I  was  a  child — and  he  is  so  lively 
and  agreeable.  Yes,  next  to  myself  I  think 
Giulia  must  be  the  most  fortunate  of  women. 
It  seemed  so  strange  when  I  heard  they  were 
to  be  married — why,  I  know  not,  but  Claud 
is  so  merry  and  amusing,  and  Giulia  so  grave 
and  solemn ;  and  that  reminds  me  that  I  never 
told  you  what  nurse  said,  when  I  told  her  of 
our  intended  marriage — I  was  so  angry  with 
her.'' 

"  What  was  it,  my  little  wife  ?"  the  fond 
husband  enquired. 

"  Do  you  know,"  she  continued,  "  that 
instead  of  seeming  very  glad,  as  I  expected, 
she  looked  quite  cross,  and  when  I  made  her 
tell  me  what  ailed  her,  only  think  of  the  im- 
pertinence of  the  old  woman !  she  said  she  had 
settled  it  all  quite  different,  that  Giulia 
was  to  have  married  you,  and  I  Claud,  and 
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this  plan  she  considered  would  have  been 
much  better  arrangement." 

"  Perhaps  she  was  right,"  said  Colosel  Va- 
vasour with  mock  gravity. 

"  Oh,  Ernest,  you  do  not  think  so !"  she  said 
clasping  her  handa  in  dismay — "  Ah !  you 
are  smiling  now — why  did  you  frighten  roe? 
But  I  was  very  silly  to  believe  you,  for  who 
would  have  suited  you  so  well  aa  your  otcn  tittle 
vnfer 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


Content  thyself,  my  dearest  love ; 
Thy  rest  at  home  shall  be 
In  England's  sweet  and  pleasant  isle ; 
For  travel  fits  not  thee. 

My  rose  bhall  safely  here  abide, 
With  musicke  passe  the  daye 
Whilst  I,  among  the  pierceing  pikes, 
My  foes  seeke  far  awye/* 

Akcxbmt  Poems. 


It  was  in  the  month  of  May  that  the  Vava- 
sours had  been  expected  at  Shirley  Hall  for  the 
long  planned  meeting  with  Mrs.  Gordon ;  but 
in  March  Giulia  received  a  letter  from  Colonel 
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Vavasour,  saying  that  with  their  permia^on,  he 
would  bringdowahiswifeimmediately.  Atthe 
same  time  he  added  that  he  hod  written  to 
request  Mrs.  Gordon  to  join  her  niece  as  soon 
as  possible,  which  he  was  sure  on  hearing  the 
circumstances  of  the  case,  ehe  would  willingly 
consent  to  do  ;  Claud  and  (jiulia  were  already 
aware  what  these  circiimetances  must  he. 

Europe  was  in  preparation  to  resist  the  un- 
principled disturber  of  the  world ;  England 
waaalready  in  movement,  and  Colonel  Vavasour 
must  take  the  commaud  of  his  regiment  ordered 
to  the  Netherlands. 

Of  this  he  bad  not  yet  eummoned  courage 
to  inform  Francesca;  he  dreaded  the  effect 
which  the  intelligence  might  have  upon  her 
in  her  present  situation,  for  in  July  she  ex- 
pected to  beconie  a  mother. 

Colonel  Vavasour  had  taken  for  her  a  villa  at 
Bichmond,  and  had  invited  the  young  Hamil- 
ton's to  stay  with  her ;  therefore,  though  he 
was  obliged  often  to  leave  Francesa,  as  he  told 
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her^  on  business,  he  was  able  to  go  on  with 
his  preparations  without  exciting  her  sus- 
picion. 

But  could  the  watchful  eye  of  love  not 
discern  the  change  in  her  husband's  spirits — his 
forced  cheerfubiess— his  almost  sorrowful  in- 
tensity  of  tenderness  towards  herself,  and  not 
feel  vague  misgivings  that  some  misfortune 
was  hanging  over  her  young  head  ? 

They  went  to  Siirley  where  they  were  re- 
ceived with  cordial  warmth  by  their  young 
host,  and  with  kindness,  almost  affection  firom 
Giulia — for  with  all  her  faults  she  could  sym- 
pathise with  her  sister  under  such  trying  circum- 
stances. Mrs.  Gordon  in  a  few  days  after  joined 
them,  when  Colonel  Vavasour  lost  no  time  in 
making  a  petition  to.Lady  de  Crespigny,  concern- 
ing a  point  on  which  he  was  deeply  anxious. 
It  would  relieve  him  of  a  portion  of  the  extreme 

J' 

anxiety  he  could  not  fail  to  experience,  at 
leaving  his  poor  little  wife,  to  know,  that 
during  his   absence  she  would  be  in  her  old 
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home,  Burrounded  by  those  of  her  famfly 
dear  to  her,  aatl  from  whom  he  knew  she  woold 
receive  all  the  affection  and  tender  care  that 
he  could  deBu-e  for  that  loved  being. 

He  had  cxjiected  no  denial  of  his  requeft, 
nor  did  it  meet  with  any ;  on  the  contrary,  with 
his  trank  warmth  of  manner,  Claud  aiJEured 
the  Colonel  of  the  pleasure  it  would  give  him. 
indeed  that  as  a  matter  of  course  he  had  never 
supposed  for  a  moment,  that  Franccsca  would 
be  left  under  any  other  protection. 

And  Giulia  —  there  was  a  momentary  dnk- 
ing  at  her  heart  when  her  acquiescence  was 
demanded — one  panful  struggle!— and  then 
endeavouring  with  a  strong  effort  to  discard 
the  troubled  thoughts  which  rose  in  her  mind, 
she  gave  as  kind  an  assent  as  she  could  com- 
mand, to  her  brother-in-law's  petition.  And 
he  who  was  so  far  from  suspecting  that  his 
darling  Franceeca  wae  not  prized,  and  dearly 
beloved  by  all,  especially  by  her  own  sister, 
was  perfectly  satisfied. 
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Mrs.  Gordon  promised  to  stay  with  her  till 
Colonel  Vavasour's  return,  and^there  was  now 
nothing  but  the  act  of  separation  to  press  upon 
the  soldier's  heart. 

But  it  was  necessary  now  that  the  truth 
should  be  broken  to  Francesca,  for  there  was 
but  a  fortnight's  grace ;  the  husband  must  then 
repair  to  London  and  shortly  afterwards  em- 
bark with  his  regiment.  Mrs.  Gordon  re- 
gretted that  this  had  not  been  done  before ;  the 
intelligence  would  thereby  have  been  softened 
by  the  greater  distance  of  the  event.  But  she 
could  enter  into,  and  admire,  the  feelings  of 
that  manly  heart,  which,  though  gladly  pre- 
paring, without  a  sigh  or  wish  to  the  contrary, 
to  face  the  perils  of  war,  shrank  with  a  woman's 
tenderness,  from  witnessing  the  grief  of  that 
young  tender  creature — but  she  strove  to  re- 
assure him. 

Mrs.  Gordon  fancied  Francesca  could  not 
be  so  utterly  unprepared.  Of  "  the  rumours 
of  war,"  she  could  not  have  been  quite  igno- 
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rant.  The  mysterious  conversations  and  looks 
of  lier  hiiaband.  his  cliange  of  spirits,  scarcely 
could  have  escaped  her  usually  quick  obaer- 
vation ;  too  the  aunt  had  noted,  that  there 
wns  a  deeper  shadow  on  those  clear,  bright 
eyes — a  more  thoughtful  expression,  in  the 
tenderness  with  which  she  gazed  on  her  hus- 
band —  a  tenacious  clinging  to  his  aide  —  * 
nervous  disinclination  to  his  leaving  her  for 
a  moment.  And  then,  Mrs.  Gordon  trusted 
to  the  spirit,  which,  under  all  her  child-like 
disposition,  she  knew  existed  in  the  young 
heart  of  her  niece,  to  bear  her  up  through  the 
coining  trial 

Colonel  Vavasour,  at  length  nerved  his 
heart  to  the  dreaded  communication.  He  drew 
her  one  evening  into  the  gallery,  and  with 
agitated  steps,  paced  with  her  in  silence,  its 
length.  Suddenly  he  met  Francesco's  anxious 
gaze,  lifted  to  his  face. 

"  Ernest,"  she  hurriedly  said,  with  a  faint 
emile;  "do  you  remember  this  time  last 
year  V     And  she  paused  before  the  armour. 
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He  mournfully  nodded  acquiescence. 

"  Do  you  love  me  as  well,  Ernest."  she  said, 
"  as  then  you  did  ?" 

"  As  toelly  Francesca !"  was  all  the  answer,  as 
he  pressed  her  arm  convulsively. 

**  Then  why,"  she  said,  sadly,  "  do  you  not 
trust  me  ?  1  thought  you  would  hide  nought 
from  a  wife  you  loved,  but  you  have  con- 
cealed much  from  me  of  late.  You  have  had 
cares  pressing  on  your  heart,  and  have  not 
thought  your  wife  worthy  of  sharing  your 
griefs — ^you  have  left  her  to  find  out  herself, 
that  which  she  should  have  heard  from  your 
lips  alone.  Ah!  you  may  love  her — but  you 
think  her  a  poor,  weak  child.  She  wishes  to  be 
loved  as  a  brave  man's  wife !" 

"  Then  you  know,  my  beloved,  that  I  must 
leave  you." 

Francesca,  for  some  time,  had  felt  misgiv- 
ings, which  bad  been  gradually  assuming  a 
palpable  form.  She  had  schooled  her  heart 
gradually  to  bear  them ;  but  the  dread  words,  "/ 
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must  leave  you,  really  heard  —  really  pn^ 
Qoiinced,  acemed,  at  once,  to  crash  all  courage, 
and  murmuring — 

"  Oh,  no !  Oh,  no !"  she  threw  her 
arms  round  her  hueband'a  neck,  and  wept 
bitterly.  | 

"  Franccaca,  you  wish  to  be  loved  as  a 
brave  man's  wife,"  he  sad,  endeavouring  to 
steady  bis  voice  almost  to  steranesa,  lest  the 
tenderueee  to  which  his  heart  too  well  inclined, 
should  hut  increase  her  emotion ;  "  show  your- 
self worthy  of  that  name,  by  your  firmness 
and  course." 

"  Yes — yes,  Ernest,  I  will,"  she  cried,  Ufl- 
ing  up  her  head,  her  eyes  flashing  through 
her  tears  with  bright  enthusiasm  ;  "  I 
will  act  aa  a  brave  man's  wife  \  but  you  shall 
not  leave  me  I  Where  is  the  wife's  proper 
place,  but  by  the  side  of  her  husband  ?  what 
is  her  duty,  but  to  follow  him  wherever  he  may 
go  ?  Ernest,  I  have  read — and  you  have  told 
me  yourself,  of  women  who  have  followed  their 
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husbands,  even  to  the  field  of  battle — why 
should  I  not  be  near  you,  to  pray  for  your  safety, 
to  receive  you  in  my  arms  on  your  return  — 
if  wounded,  to  nurse  and  tend  you — and  oh ! 
merciful  heaven  I  if  you  should  fall — to  die  with 
youP 

Beautiful  sophistry  of  a  young  and  loving 
heart! 

"  My  own  Francesca !"  the  husband  an- 
swered, pressing  her  in  his  arms ;  "  listen  to  me 
dearest,  a  wife's  proper  place  is  where  her  hus- 
band wills  her  to  abide — ^her  duty  to  obey ! 
Show,  then,  my  darling,  the  real  bravery  of 
a  soldier's  wife,  by  your  courageous  resig- 
nation to  that,  which  Providence  has  or- 
dained; and  which,  many  besides  yourself, 
are  doomed  to  suffer.  Convince  me  of  your 
love,  by  removing  from  my  mind  all  care, 
all  sorrow  on  your  account,  save  the  agony 
of  our  separation,  and  be  content  to  remain 
here,  where  I  know  you  will  be  safe  and 
well  cared  for.    Francesca,  you  must  remem- 
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ber  that  you  have  now.  not  only  yourflcif  to  con* 
BJder.  No  I  every  tie  of  duty  and  of  love,  claim 
your  iitraoBt  care  of  yoiiraelf.  Let  mo  sec, 
then,  my  brave  and  loving  ^rl.  ahew  hcr- 
ieif  all  that  I  kaow  ehe  really  is.  Her 
prayere  will  be  heard  by  the  God  of  Battle; 
though  diBtance  may  divide  us,  I  shall  re- 
turn, if  it  so  pleases  Him ;  and  all  I  oak  of 
you,  ia  to  lovp  me  when  I  do  relum,  as 
tenderly  as  now  I  know  j'ou  do — only  pro- 
mise me  this,  my  treasure  1" 

She  promised  all  with  silent  tears,  with  a 
pale,  but  resolute  countenance.  There  were 
no  more  outbreaks  of  affliction;  sternly  she 
nerved  her  young  heart  to  repress  her  feel- 
ings. She  brought  herself  even  to  listen 
calmly  to  her  husband's  wishes  and  arrange- 
ments, during  his  absence.  She  made  him 
enter  into  every  minutis  concerning  them, 
in  order  that  she  might  have,  at  least,  the 
comfort  of  fulfilling  all  his  commands  ;  and 
then,    with   the    elastic   spirit  of  youth,  she 
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seemed  to  skip  over  the  dread  interval,  and 
spoke  of  the  events  relating  to  his  return 
as  if  they  were  about  immediately  to  occur. 

"  Where  should  she  meet  him  ?"  she  en- 
quired. 

"  At  Shirley,"  he  said,  "  unless  he  wrote 
to  the  contrary  —  he  would  wish  to  find 
her,  on  his  return,  where  he  had  left  her." 
"You  will  not  wish  to  run  away  to  seek  gaiety," 
Colonel  Vavasour  added,  smiling,  "  whilst  your 
husband  is  absent  ?" 

"  Ernest,  I  think  even  Mrs.  Rivers  will  be 
satisfied.  I  shall,  indeed,  be  grave  enough 
to  please  her.  I  do  not  imagine,  that  I  shall 
have  the  slightest  inclination  to  laugh  till 
your  return." 

"  Francesca,  do  not  speak  thus,"  her  hus- 
band said,  with  grave  earnestness ;  "  if  you 
wish  to  please  me  in  every  respect,  I  pray 
you,  dearest,  be  as  cheerful  as  you  can.  I 
shall  love  to  think  of  you  with  a  smile  on 
your  lips,   not    with   the  tear  dimming  your 
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bright  eyes ;  besides,  in  gratitude  to  those 
who  ore  eo  kind  to  jou,  you  must  eodeavour 
to  be  cheerful— and,  Francesco,  the  most  im- 
portant of  every  consideration,  is,  that  by 
your  patient,  ready  submission,  you  will  best 
evince  your  faith  and  confidence  in  that  mer- 
ciful God,  in  whose  hands  you  will  have 
trusted  your  husband," 
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CHAPTER  IV. 
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Already  in  your  eyts 
I  see  a  pale  suffusion  rise; 
And  soon,  through  erery  vein. 
Soon  will  her  secret  Tenom  spread* 
And  all  yovr  heart,  and  all  your  head, 
Imbibe  the  potent  stain. 


AKCNSlDa. 


It  will  be  needless  to  enter  into  any  detail 
of  the  period  which  intervened  between  the 
last  conversation^  and  the  miserable  moment 
of  separation    between    Francesca    and    her 
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tuaband.  It  is  not  difficult  to  unagine  witb 
what  feelings  those  two  tenderly  attiiched 
beinfjH,  with  their  respective  piospects  before 
them,  felt  that  dreudcd  time  approaching.  Sad 
in  their  intensity,  were  the  looks  of  aSectioa 
which  they  cast  upon  each  other.  And  yet, 
notwithstanding  the  strong  tie  which  bound 
him  to  his  home,  the  soldier's  heart  chaJed 
and  panted,  like  that  of  the  war-horse,  to 
find  himself  once  more  in  the  sphere,  which, 
for  so  long,  had  been  his  element — the  field 
of  glory  and  of  action  1  He  had  that  excite- 
ment to  seek — but  his  poor,  young  wife  would 
remain  inactive  behind  —  having  lost  her 
all  of  joy — her  husband !  None,  however, 
could  fail  to  admire  the  gentle  manner  in 
wJiich  Franccsca  conducted  herself  during 
the  time  of  trial  —  and  all  those  arotind  her, 
seemed  to  vie  with  each  other  in  shewing  kind- 
ness to  the  poor,  little  wife. 

Her  aunt  was  even  more  than  ever  affection- 
ate.     Claud    exerted    himself    to    the    very 
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Utmost,  to  enliven  and  keep  up  her  spirits, 
and  Colonel  Vavasour  was  delighted,  when 
be  perceived  that  he  had  succeeded  in  making 
her  laugh  and  talk  for  a  short  time,  like  her 
own  merry  self. 

But  it  was,  also,  a  trying  time  to  Giulia. 
At  first,  indeed,  when  she  saw  her  sister 
thus  the  object  of  universal  interest  and  at- 
tention, she  made  an  effort  to  reason  herself 
into  believing  and  appreciatini;  the  true 
cause  of  all  this  solicitude,  and  to  endeavour 
to  enter  into  the  spirit  which  influenced 
others  in  their  conduct  towards  the  sorrowing, 
young  wife.  She  did,  indeed,  struggle  to 
repress  the  dreaded  feeling  of  envy,  which 
she  felt  was  casting  its  dark  shadow  over 
her  heart.  But  weak  must  have  been  the 
attempt  at  self-government,  which  she  had  so 
feebly  attempted,  when  a  word — a  look— a 
tone,  from  her  bosom  friend  —  any  trifling 
speech  or  incident  which  occurred,  that  might, 
in  any  indirect  manner,  be  taken  hold  of  as 
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sffbrding  offendm-;  matter  for  a  jcaloiu  heart;  ' 
\mi\  llie  power  of  recalling  to  the  recol- 
lection of  those  who  noticed  the  Baroness'e 
present  demeanour,  the  Giulin  of  former 
days. 

The  party  had  tnken  advantage  of  a  Sua  i 
H{iring  morning  to  make  n  little  excureioai 
wme  miles  distant,  and  were  rowing  for  a  abort -^ 
time  on  a  river. 

Franceses *B  spirits  were  esliilaratod  by  the  ' 
fresh,  cheerful  air,  ae  well  ns  by  the  childlike 
pleasure  which  slie  took  in  an  amusement 
almost  new  to  her — that  f^f  being  upon  the 
water.  Seated  close  to  her  husband's  side  she 
chattered  with  almost  her  usual  gaiety. 

Her  conversation  was  chiefly  addressed  to 
Claud,  who  eat  opposite  to  them,  with  Giulia 
next  to  him.     Nice  was  also  in  tbe  boat 

"  Do  you  remember,  Claud,"  sbe  was  con- 
stantly 8ayin<! ;  and  then  she  would  recal  lit'Ie 
incidents  of  her  childhood  in  which  he  had 
acted  a  conspicuous  part. 
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^*  Really  I  shall  be  quite  jealous,"  at  length 
Colonel  Yayasour  laughingly  interposed,  "  at 
you  two  having  been  on  such  intimate  terms, 
before  I  was  even  heard  or  thought  of  by  you, 
Francesca." 

^'  Oh  indeed,**  she  replied,  smiling  archly, 
^^  I  can  assure  you,  that  Colonel  Vavasour 
was  heard  of,  and  thought  of  too.  You  were 
always  held  up  to  me  as  the  great  fierce  war- 
rior, who  was  to  come  back  and  keep  me  in 
order.  I  had  such  an  impression  of  you  in  my 
mind.  Only  imagine  how  strange  it  is,  that 
I  should  now  be  your  little  wife ;  for  then  you 
must  know,"  she  added,  laughing,  *^  I  wns 
called  another's —and  by  that  gentleman  there, 
who  proved  so  inconstant,  that  I  was  forced  to 
put  up  with  my  terrible  guardian.'' 

Colonel  Vavasour  smiled  with  tender  plea- 
sure on  Francesca,  as  she  thus  prattled  on, 
but  he  was  somewhat  distrait  and  grave  that 
morning. 

"  You  are  making  us  all  melancholy,  Sig- 
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nora  VsTaaour,"  said  tiie  soft  voice  of  Nice, 
scarcely  before  heard,  "  by  talking  of  the  days 
that  are  gone.  I  heard  a  pensive  aigh  breathed 
by  Mr.  Hmiiilton." 

Giulia  darted  a  quick  glance  at  her  huabad^ 
who  laughing  said,  that  he  wae  not  aware 
that  he  hitd  performed  an  act  so  sentimentaL 

"  Sad— what  should  make  us  sad  in  taJking 
of  paat  days,  when  ihey   were  happy  onci?"  . 

asked  Franceaca.      "  Has  it  that  cITect  upOA  ^^H 
you  or  Claud,  Giulia!   it  ouffht  not,  at  leaa^ 
when  the  present  is  so  far  happier  still." 

"  What  would  ever  make  you  sad,  Fran- 
cesca  ?"  Bud  Giulia  colouring  and  evading  the 
answer,  that  must  be  given  by  herself  or  ClauA 
"  I  must  say  I  envy  your  spirits  which  never 
seem  to  Gag  under  any  circumstances." 

"  Ah  r*  s^d  Franceaca,  her  countenance 
losing  its  bright  expreseioa,  and  her  eyes  fill- 
ing with  tears.  "  I  know  what  you  mean — 
you  think  you  would  not  be  so  gay  if  Claud 
were  going  so  soon  to  leave  you,"  and  she 
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sadly  laid  her  head  upon  her  huBband'a  dboulder, 
who  looked  with  an  expression  of  grave  sur- 
prise  at  Lady  de  Creapigny,  for  in  80  unne- 
cessaiy  a  manner  rousing  the  poor  young 
crenture  from  the  momentary  forgetfiilness 
of  her  sorrows^ 

With  some  conftision  Giulia  stammered 
forth  something  like  an  apology  to  Franceses, 
in  order  to  exculpate  herself  from  having  had 
any  such  meaning,  and  Francesca  to  dispel 
nxkf  unoomfortaUe  feeling  which  might  have 
arisen  amongst  the  party,  tried  to  resume  her 
cheerfiilness. 

But  the  spirit  of  mischief  was  abroad  that 
day. 

Francesca  was  looking  so  lovely — her  coun. 
tenance  so  sweet — her  husband's  eyes  dwelt 
on  her  face  with  all  the  idolatry  of  one,  from 
whom  it  was  soon  to  be  hidden,  for  many  a 
long  day,  and  Giulia  fancied  the  attentions 
of  Claud  to  herself,  cold  and  constrained,  in 
oompariaon,  and  thait  his  eyes  were  continually 
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wandering  to  his  &ir  w-iMfii,  who  wu 
smiling  and  talking  with  him ;  and  when  he 
did  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  glooinj  ooonto- 
nance,  must  he  not  have  been  atnibk  bjr  ihe 
contrast? 

Nice  saw  all  this  and  managed  in  die  same 
qniet  way,  to  drop  in  wiih  speediest  seemingty 
harmless  as  the  last,  but  which  proved  in 
their  efieot  like  a  drop  of  homing  oQ  upon  a 
wound,  to  the  irritable  fedings  of  OioHa. 

Even  Francesca  at  last  began  to  feel  their 
drift,  and  Colonel  Vavasour  to  observe  that 
all  was  not  right. 

At  length  it  came  to  a  crisis.  Something 
in  the  conversation  enabled  Nice  to  insinuate 
the  following  words  with  marked  emphasis — 

**  Ah !  you  are  veiy  kind,  Signora  Vava- 
sour ;  you,  T  think,  love  everybody  T 

"Do  I?"  cried  Francesca,  her  eyes  sud- 
denly flashing,  '^  you  are  mistaken  there,  Nice, 
for  I  am  sure  I  do  not  lave  ytm.^ 

Giulin's  brow  became  black  as  night  at  this 
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inimical  speech  aimed  at  her  friend^  and  which 
she  considered  as  an  insult  to  herself.  Even 
Colonel  Vavasour  looked  grave  and  displeased. 
But  Nice,  with  the  most  perfect  composure, 
smiled  indulgently,  nor  was  it  till  some  time 
after,  that  she  turned  her  eyes  with  a  very 
significant  and  sinister  expression  on  the  of- 
fender. 

Claud  had  bent  over  the  boat  to  hide  a 
smile  created  by  the  speech  of  Francesca, 
and  to  break  the  awful  silence,  he  cried  jest- 
ingly as  he  flung  some  water  amongst  the 
ladies — 

*^  You  are  becoming  personal  in  your  re- 
marks; what  a  difficult  task  I  shall  have  to  keep 
you  all  in  order  I" 

But  a  gloom  was  no  .v  thrown  over  the  whole 
party,  during  the  rest  of  the  expedition,  for 
Francesca  saw  that  her  husband  was  somewhat 
displeased,  and  although  she  tried  by  some 
little  graceiul  attempts  to  make  up  to  Nice  for 
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her  too  hastily  uttered  words,  she  oO^d 
recover  her  spirits. 

On  their  return  home  Colonel  VRVasonr 
gently  blamed  her  for  the  rudeness  of  her 
apeech  to  Nice.  He  beg&n  to  suspect, 
that  raattere  were  not  quite  as  he  could 
have  wished  between  every  member  of  the 
party  he  was  about  to  leave  together,  and  h« 
now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  de^jirons  of  enqnir- 
inp:  more  into  the  character  of  the  Italian  girl. 

FrancescR  confessed  to  him  that  though  she 
wRs  sorry  for  what  she  had  ioMverteDtly  smd 
still  that  it  was  not  very  far  from  the  tmtk ; 
for  indeed  she  had  never  been  able  to  feel  for 
her  much  affection,  and  lately  she  was  sorry 
to  say,  she  liked  her  leas  than  ever.  She  aaid 
^e  was  also  jealous  of  her  for  poor  Oand's 
sake ;  and  she  added, 

"Ytm,  Ernest,  would  not,  I  »m  sure,  like 
me  to  have  a  friend  always  in  your  way,  as 
she  ia  in  his -finding  out  every  thing — listen- 
ing to  every  thing  he  says.     I  feel  convinced 
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lie  does  not  like  it,  although  he  is  too  good- 
naturedy  and  anxious  to  gratify  Gfiulia,  to  ex- 
press how  odious  he  considers  it.  Why^  even 
Aunt  Gordon  is  always  so  scrupulous  of  inter- 
fering with  us,  and  she  so  differently  situated  1 
But  Nice  never  leaves  Giulia  if  she  can  help 
it,  and  never  does  her  any  good,  I  fancy; 
for  though  my  sister  may  be  attached  to  her, 
she  is  always  much  more  cheerful  when  not  in 
her  presence." 

^  I  never  heard  my  little  Francesca  so 
bitter  against  any  one  before,"  remarked 
Colonel  Vavasour. 

'^  Not  bitter,  Ernest  I  but  I  may  have  more 
cause  perhaps  than  you  think,  for  being  a 
little  so,"  continued  Francesca,  '^for  I  have 
lately  discovered,  that  it  is  to  her  I  may  attri- 
bute Giulia's  coldness  towards  her  poor  little 
sister.'' 

Colonel  Vavasour  looked  somewhat  dis- 
turbed, but  he  only  said, 

'^  Well,  dearest,  do  you  be  careful  to  abstain 


&om  acting  in  any  way  that  may  be  likely  tb 
hurt  or  offend  your  sister,  bo  that  at  any  rata 
you  may  have  nothing  for  which  to  reproof^ 
yourself.  1  feel  certain  that  under  the  pro- 
tection of  your  aunt,  you  will  be  always  safe 
and  in  comfort,  und  i  know  you  are  too  aen- 
aiblc  and  amiable,  to  excite  any  other  t'eelinge 
save  thoee  of  kindness ;  and  who  can  re&:un 
from  loving  you  ?"' 

"  Hamilton,"  Colonel   Vavasour    continued  < 
as  Cland  entered  at  the  moment,  "  tbie  little 
lady  has  been  promising  to  behave  very  well, 
and  I  am  sure  you  will  all  be  very  kind  to 
her!" 

"  Kind  to  her  I"  said  Claud  with  warmth, 
"  I  hope  80  indeed." 

"Oh  I  am  secure  of  Claud's  affectioo," 
sud  Fntncesca  gratefully,  "  be  always  was  kind 
to  me,"  and  she  placed  her  little  hand  confid- 
ingly in  his. 

Colonel  Vavasour  turned  his  eyes  upon 
them    for    a    moment  with    something   of   a 
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thoughtful  expressioii,  and  then  said  gravely, 
*^  Yes,  Francesca,  I  can  leave  you,  I  know, 
with  comfort  and  confidence  to  his  care.  I 
shall  expect,"  he  continued  with  a  smile,  *'  to 
hear  a  very  good  account  of  you  from  him  on 
my  return.'' 

*'  I  hope  so  indeed,"  Francesca  exclaimed, 
turning  towards  her  husband  with  earnest  ten- 
derness, ^*  do  you  think  there  is  any  chance  of 
his  being  able  to  say  ought  against  me  ?  Then 
indeed  should  I  fear  your  return,  more  than 
ever  did  Blue  Beard's  wife,  for  though  you 
might  not  kill  me  with  your  sword,  a  re- 
proachful glance  from  those  eyes  of  yours, 
would  as  effectually  strike  me  dead.** 
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"  Uf  gentle  little  one  Am  baog'it  apon  m^ 
WUb  )uch  fond  hold,  in  good  looth  we  must  put, 
H«re  bid  BeaTcn  Uen  tat,  >nd  no  Gnther  go. 


JoiMNA  Bailli>. 


The  dreaded  day  at  length  arrived. 

Colonel  Vavaaour  was  to  depart  at  early 
dawn.  It  was  hia  intention  to  take  no  final 
leare,  and  Francesca,  wearied  by  a  wakeful, 
wretched  night,  had   eunk  into  a  deep  aleep 
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when  he  left  her  side.  Once  more  he  stole 
into  the  chamber  to  take  one  long  anxious 
look^  and  then  joined  Cland^  who  awaited  him 
in  the  gallery. 

Colonel  Yavasonr  soon  rose  from  his  nn* 
tasted  breakfast,  and  putting  his  arm  within 
that  of  Claud's,  walked  to  and  fro  with  him, 
talking  in  a  low  and  earnest  voice  about  his 
poor  young  wife. 

Between  the  two  brothers-in-law  the  utmost 
regard  and  esteem  had  arisen.  Their  noble 
natures  were  formed  for  the  friendship  they 
felt  towards  each  other,  and  which,  at  this 
moment,  eyinced  itself  by  the  confidence  of 
the  one,  and  the  sympathy  of  the  other.  Sud- 
denly, whilst  thus  engaged,  they  heard  a  gentle 
sound  behind  them  like  the  pattiug  of  u 
child's  footsteps.  They  looked  round  and 
saw  a  little  white  figure  standing  near  them. 
It  was  Francesca. 

She  was  wrapped  in  her  dressing  gown — 
her  little  bare  feet  slipped  hastily  into  slippers. 
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A  look  of  troubled  grief,  nnd  tears,  were  do  Ii 
pale  fnce, 

She     threw    herself    id  to     ber    husbands 
arms — she  did  not  xpeak,  but  sobbed  hyetei 
cally.     Colonel  Vavaeour  cast  a  look  of  dift-l 
mayed  anguish  on  Claud. 

"  I  will   go  and  sec  if  all    is  ready,"  tbe  ' 
latter  niiirmured,  hia  kind  nature  tortured  by 
the  sight  of  all  this  sorrow — and  the  husband 
and  wife  wcru  left  rtlono.  , 

"  Francesca,  this  is  not  well  of  you,"  fal- 
tered Colonel  Vavasour,  "  it  ia  not  well  to- 
wards yourself  or  me;  these  partings  are 
enough  to  break  tbe  stoutest  hearti  and  what 
do  they  avail  ?" 

"  It  may  grieve  us  now,  Ernest,  but  after- 
wards— oh,  if  you  knew  what  anguish  it 
would  have  been  to  me  to  have  lost  this  last 
embrace,  yuur  last  — last  words — to  have 
awakened  and  found  you  gone  I  if  you  conld 
but  imagine  my  feelings,  you  would  not  cliide 
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It  is  strange  with  what  different  feelings 
men  and  women  look  upon  trials  of  a  similar 
nature.  What  cowards  are  the  strong,  and 
even  the  firmest  men— how  they  shrink  from 
encountering  any  scene  which  may  wound 
their  sensibilities,  whilst  to  women  there 
even  seem,  to  be  a  luxury  in  the  grief  such 
agony  occasions — a  comfort  in  the  out-pourings 
of  the  heart  I  This  tendency  in  the  weaker 
sex,  may  be  traced  under  far  more  heart-rend- 
ing circumstances,  than  mere  temporary 
separations.  A  woman  often  clings  until  the 
last  moment  to  the  inanimate  form  of  a  be- 
loved one  about  to  be  hidden  for  ever  in  this 
world  from  her  gaze —whilst  the  iron-hearted 
man  most  generally  turns  with  dread  and 
horror  from  the  anguish  of  that  *^  long  last 
look,**  the  more  intense  often,  in  proportion 
to  the  adoration  once  felt  towards  the  departed. 

*'  And  now,  Francesca,  I  must  go,*'  exclaimed 
the  half-distracted  husband,  **  cling  to  me  no 
more,  dearest— Francesca,  they  are  coming — 
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"  Friends!  what  are  friends  to  Eraest? 
care  for  none  bat  him  now." 

"  What !  not  for  poor  Clnud  ?" 

"  Poor  Ckud  indeed  I  when  he  is  so  cruel  as 
to  laugh  at  my  nuaerjr.'' 

In  spite  of  this  bitter  charge,  Chtud,  think- 
ing it  better  to  excite  this  mood  of  petulance 
thnn  that  of  the  pnthetic,  continued  in  the 
name  Tgin  of  raillery,  and  at  last  succeeded  in 
touchin;^  one  of  tboae  chords,  wluch  in  the 
midst  of  Borro'v,  is  often  most  easily  affected ; 
and  at  length  the  poor  little  thing  gmited,  and 
even  laughed  hyeterically  through  her  tears, 
though  she  called  him  at  the  same  time  cruel, 
for  thus  trifiiag  with  her  feelings,  and 


~  Strange  though  it  leem — jct  with  attcioert  fricf. 
I<  linked  ■  mirth — it  don  not  bring  celieF — 
Tbat  plajfulneiM  of  lonDw  ne'er  beguile*. 
And  nniln  in  iHttemfa — bat  utill  it  imiiei.^ 


Mrs.   Bivers  at  this   moment   entered ;  she 
had  been  in  attendance  to  superintend  the  de- 
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parture  of  Colonel  Vavasour,  and  had  received 
his  last  instructions  to  see  that  Francesca 
sliould  be  immediately  attended  to,  which 
orders  she  was  on  her  way  to  fulfil,  though 
not  aware  that  she  had  risen.  The  old  woman 
therefore  looked  with  great  surprise  on  the 
scene  before  her,  and  some  grave  censure. 

*'  Mrs.  Vavasour,  you  had  better  return  to 
your  bed,"  she  said  in  a  tone  of  seventy,  and 
as  Francesca  was  easily  awed  by  any  such 
tone  from  those  whom  she  respected,  she  arose 
in  obedience. 

Mrs.  Rivers  glanced  with  an  air  of  surprised 
reprehension  on  the  thin  dress  and  naked  feet 
then  displayed  to  her  sight,  shining  like  snow 
on  the  dark  oaken  floor,  but  she  made  some 
allowance  for  this  breach  of  strict  propriety 
as  arising  from  the  thoughtlessness  of  extreme 
distress,  and  she  led  her  to  her  chamber, 
on  the  way  to  whicli,  they  met  Mrs.  Gordon, 
who  was  coming  to  seek  her,  having  been  in- 
formed by  Nice,   whom   she   found  skulking 
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about  the  corridor,  that  FraaoiSflCfi  :mm  ift  .the 
gallery. 

"  Is  she  alone  7*  Mrs  Gordon  Ipd.fwxioiwJy 
enquired. 

^'  Oh  no  I  she  has  found  a  very  eflbetnidl 
comforter  in  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  is  sopoeediiig 
admirably  in  that  office,  or  I  should  baie 
offered  my  ttervices,"'  and  so  saying  fihe  j^Bded 
to  the  apartment  of  Giulia,  to  gre^  her  vajkiqg 
senses  with  the  same  tale.  Mrs.  Gkkrdon  no- 
ticed the  somewhat  cynical  tone  in  which  these 
words  were  uttered,  but  to  herself  the  man- 
ners of  Nice  had  become  of  late  anything  but 
agreeable,  therefore  on  this  particular  occasion 
she  took  no  heed  of  their  impertinence.  She 
knew  not  that  the  dark  spirit,  long  tutored  in 
the  school  of  guile  and  art,  was  now  on  the 
wings  of  hatred  and  reven;.  e,  ready  to  issue 
forth  in  full  strength  and  power — 


*«   'V 


The  female  dog-stur  of  her  little  sky, 
Where  all  beneath  l.er  influei.ce  droop  aod  die. ' 


*'T 
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Nice  had  not  expected  that  fate  would  have 
thus  propitiously  come  to  her  aid ;  her  trust 
had  been  in  her  own  art  and  talents  for  the 
furtherance  of  her  scheme  of  vengeance^  which 
was  intended  to  blast  the  peace  and  happiness 
of  her  victim. 

Drop  by  drop^  slowly  and  gradually  did  she 
piurpose  to  instil  the  poison,  by  which  the  do- 
mestic bliss  of  Claud  Hamilton  was  to  be 
destroyed,  by  working  on  the  weakness  of  the 
unhappy  crei^ture  who  had  ever  been  as  a  tool 
in  her  hand — the  miserable  Giulial 

The  vindictive  Italian  had  vowed  to  herself 
that  she  would  make  the  generous  spirit  of 
the  noble  hearted  Claud  writhe  under  the 
tyranny  of  suspicion  and  jealousy — his  mar- 
ried lot  become  a  bed  of  thorns ;  tiiat  he  shoiUd 
be  goaded  to  loathe  the  gilded  pill  he  had 
forced  himself  to  swallow,  when  he  had  turned 
in  scorn  and  hatred  from  beauty  and  passion 
like  hers.  Perhaps  he  would  be  driven  from 
his  boasted  height  of  virtue   and  probity ;  or 
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if  he  (lid  not  fall — his  unspotted  aame,  at  least 
be  blackened  und  clouded  ;  and  he  ehould  6d(1 
tu  Ilia  sorrow,  bu;  too  late,  what  it  was  to  cast  | 
back  in  Bcom,  the  passion  of  an  Italian  womaa'a 
heart -and  that  when  next  it  would  burst 
forth,  the  chantcier  of  that  pasaion  would  have 
altered  into  hate — aye  bitter  hatred  ! 

But  a  smooth  and  easy  field  now  was  opeued 
before  her,  aa  if  by  some  secret  power  of  mis- 
chief, in  league  with  her  deaigna. 

Truly  one  atrong  effort  seemed  now  suffi- 
cient to  do  the  work  at  once. 
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CHAPTER     VL 


**  Then  mmny  a  demon  will  she  rtise 
To  rex  your  deep,  to  haunt  your  ways ; 
While  ^eami  of  loft  delight 
Ruie  the  dark  tempest  of  the  brain. 
As  lightning  shines  across  the  nudn 
Through  whirlwinds  and  through  night. 

No  more  can  faith  or  candour  more ; 
But  each  ingenuous  deed  of  love. 
Which  reason  would  applaud. 
Now,  smiling  o'er  her  dark  distress, 
Fancy  malignant  strives  to  dress 
Like  injury  and  fraud.** 


AKIBIilDI. 


Therb  was  much  anxiety  within  the  walls  of 
Shirley  Hall  ere  the  day  of   Colonel   Vava- 
sour's departure  closed,  and  before  the  mom- 
TOL.  m.  E 
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m^  dawned  sounds,  wliich  for  long  years  had 
not  been  heard  bcnealh  its  roof,  were  listened 
to  by  inanj  an  anxiouii  heart — an  infant's 
feeble  wtul  I  i 

The  grief  and  agitation  of  her  tmsband'la 
departure,  had  been  too  much  for  Franceses, 
and  a  premature  ctmfinemeat  was  the  conee- 
quence ;  before  Cohttiel  Vavasour  embarked 
from  England,  he  heard  that  he  was  the  father 
uf  a  Bun,  and  that  both  the  mother  and  child 
were  doing  well. 

Franceaca'e  baby !  how  strange  tbie  sounded 
to  every  ear. 

Claud  laughed  heartily  when  be  first  heard 
these  words  pronounced.  He  could  hardly 
realize  their  actual  truth.  The  cbild  herself 
it  seemed  of  yesterday,  to  be  a  mother  I  Giulia 
laughed  not— After  the  first  natural  relief  at 
her  Bister's  safety  had  abated,  thoee  words 
seemed  but  to  plant  fresh  thorns  in  her  hearts 
or  rather  to  renew  the  mortification,  which 
Fntoceeca's   situation  had  not  failed  to  cause 
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her  to  endure.  But  every  feeling  of  pride 
must  urge  her  to  struggle  to  conceal  this  from 
all  eyes — save  one  to  whose  power  she 
seemed  to  have  passively  surrendered  her  every 
thought^  who  it  might  almost  be  imagined,  had 
acquired  some  supernatural  means  of  discover- 
ing them.  As  to  Francesca,  when  sufficiently 
recovered  to  be  able  to  notice  her  baby — for 
during  many  days  after  its  birth  she  was  se- 
riously ill— it  was  a  curious  sight  to  see  the  little 
creature  in  her  novel  position,  and  to  witness 
the  sentiments  it  had  created. 

Such  very  young  mothers  seldom  feel  ma- 
ternal affection,  when  first  the  impulse  is  called 
forth  in  its  most  intense  force.  The  feeling 
is  one  which  increases  imperceptibly  —  and 
when  Francesca  was  first  introduced  to  her 
sou,  she  was  more  puzzled  and  surprised  than 
anything  else. 

She  had  never  before  seenanewbomchilci,'and 
certainly,  was  somewhat  disappointed  with  the 
appearance   of   the    little    specimen   brought 
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triumphantly  by  the  nurse  for  her  inqpeotion— 
and  scorned  the  idea  of  tlua  tinj,  led-fiuwd^ 
crying,  little  being,  having  been  sent,  as  she 
was  told,  to  supply  the  plaee  of  her  noUe 
Ernest 

But  the  event  had  hajgiened  at  m  moat 
fortunate  period,  for  the  little  arrival  did 
tend  to  divert  her  mind  from  dwdSng  so 
much  on  her  husband's  absence  — -  she  soon 
began  to  be  interested  and  fond  of  the  baby— 
morcy  howeyer,  as  a  child  would  be  with  a  new 
doll  or  plaything. 

During  the  first  two  or  three  weeks  after 
Francesca's  confinement,  Claud  went  to  Lon- 
don for  a  few  days  to  report  to  his  family  the 
progress  of  the  young  invalid.  He  was  anxi- 
ous to  persuade  his  mother  to  accompany  him 
back  to  Shirley.  But  it  was  the  height  of  the 
London  season ;  and  IVIrs.  Hamilton,  though 
relieved  for  the  present,  from  her  office  of 
cl.aprone,  was  still  up  to  her  ears  in  engagements 
— indeed,  the  gay  mother  was  much  oftener  to 
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be  seen  at  the  various  balls  and  entertainments 
which  were  daily  occurring,  than  her  daughter. 
Lady  Beverley,  as  the  latter  entered  less  into 
the  gaiety  of  London,  to  gratify  her  own  in- 
clination, than  to  please  her  husband — who, 
in  spite  of  the  traces  of  the  small-pox,  was 
proud  of  his  Annie. 

Mrs.  Hamilton,  besides  having  many  engage- 
ments before  her,  was  glad  of  an  excuse  to 
decline  a  visit  to  Shirley  Hall — for  she  truly 
had  a  horror  of  its  extreme  gloom,  although 
she  never  hinted  the  reason  to  her  son — and 
also,  perhaps,  she  felt  a  secret  dread  of  wit- 
nessing, too  closely,  the  state  of  domestic  mat- 
ters between  Claud  and  Giulia.  No  doubt, 
the  worldly,  though  affectionate  mother, shrank 
from  the  knowledge  of  any  lack  of  connubial 
happiness  in  a  marriage  which  she  had  forced 
upon  her  too  yielding  son.  Mrs.  Hamilton, 
therefore,  rather  rejoiced  that  Francesca's  un- 
expected confinement  relieved  her  from  the 
necessity  of  offering    her    servicesi,     which. 
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otherwise,  she  nught  have  fblf  it  inoittlb&ilf 
upon  her  to  have  done. 

She  would  now,  however,  be  often  ia  the 
neighbourhood,  for  Dr.  MsnveA  haTingdied^ 
Gertrude  and  her  husband,  Wei^  on  tile  pofilt 
of  taking  possession  of  his  late  t^ietkot,  ttboM 
five  miles  firom  Shirley  HalL 

Cland,  therefore,  returned  alone.  Se  ftaad 
Franoesoa  stiU  on  the  sofininherbed-foom,  ImI 
Mrs.  Grordon  promised,  that  he  should  risit 
his  little  sister  in  the  evening  with  the  rest  of 
the  party. 

He  had,  besides  his  wish  to  see  her,  news  to 
relate  concerning  military  affairs  abroad. 

The  arrangements  with  regard  to  the  ao- 
commodation  of  the  family  had  been  altered 
since  Francesca's  abode  amongst  them. 
Giulia  had  chosen  for  herself  and  husband, 
the  apartments  in  the  corridor,  consisting  of 
those  her  parents  inhabited.  The  Italian  room,  as 
it  was  generally  called  amongst  the  house- 
hold, had    been,  tiU    now,  held  sacred,  and 
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unappropriated  to  any  use  —indeed,  froca  the 
time  when  Giulia  had  first  begun  to  shun 
the  apsurtmenty  it  bad  been  generally  kept 
locked  up  by  Mrs.  Rivers ;  and  this  circum- 
stance imparted  to  the  chamber  a  degree  of 
mystery^  infiising  into  the  servants'  minds  a 
superstitious  awe,  and  causing  them  care- 
fully to  avoid  entering  the  corridor  after 
dusk. 

The  domestics  were,  therefore^  much  sur- 
prised at  their  young  lady's  having  now 
chosen  it  as  her  private  sitting-room,  and 
Mrs.  Bivers  evidently  objected  to  the  arrange- 
ment ;  but  as  Giulia  was  firm  in  her  determina- 
tion,  she  could  not  oppose  it. 

Nice  still  occupied  her  old  apartment  in  the 
opposite  corridor — which,  with  this  exception, 
was  given  up  entirely  to  the  use  of  Mra. 
Vavasour  and  Mrs.  Gt)rdon— the  old  school- 
room being  arranged  for  their  morning  occu- 
pation—so  that,  excepting  at  meals  or  in  the 
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evening,  the  party  might  oonoder  themtelTes 
independent  of  each  other. 

Claud  laughingly  gave  these  anangemeuta 
the  name  of  '*  ihe  Bival  ConidorSy**  (omiiUMia 
appellation  1)  as  he  repaired  to  virit  ^  the  Q^e6n 
of  the  East,"  as  he  alao  called  -its  little  ooea- 
pant,  accompanied  by  faia  ^  Queen  of'  the 
West/  and  her  lady  in  waiting;  the  presence^ 
of  Nice  he  could  not  but,  however,  think  might 
have  been,  on  this  occasion,  disused  with,  and 
so  did  Francesca. 

In  her  present  delicate  state  of  nerves  and 
health,  it  had  all  along  been  unpleasing  to 
her,  that  her  sister  never  could  visit  her  apart- 
ment, even  for  a  few  minutes,  without  the 
Italian  girl  being  by  her  side,  to  stand  and  fix 
her  eyes  upon  her — those  dreadful,  glittering 
eyes !  which  of  late — particularly  since  the  rash 
speech  she  had  made  upon  the  water,  Fran- 
cesca had  remarked  to  have  assumed  an  undis- 
guised expression  of  dislike— something  she 
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could  hardly  define,  but  which  raised  a  trou- 
bledy  and  disagreeable  feeling  in  her  breast. 

So  much  did  it  afiect  her,  that  she  would 
cover  up  her  baby's  face,  lest  the  glance  should, 
perchance,  turn  upon  it  also — 

^  For  she  was  sure,"  she  said,  half  jestingly, 
half  sorrowfully,  to  her  aunt,  who  chid  her  for 
the  thought,  ^'  that  there  was  some  evil  influ- 
ence in  her  eye,  which  would  exert  some  im- 
pious power  over  the  little  creature,  like  that 
of  the  wicked  fairy  in  the  tale." 

And  there  she  was  again  this  very  evening, 
this  Italian  girl ;  though  Francesca  heeded  her 
not  so  much — for  she  had  so  many  things  to  say, 
and  to  hear  from  Claud. 

He  revived  her  spirits  which  had  been  before 
so  depressed,  by  his  cheerfulness  and  gaiety. 
She  was  so  much  amused  by  seeing  him  attempt 
to  nurse  the  baby,  and  at  all  the  droll  speeches 
he  made  on  the  occasion,  that  she  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  anything  else;  and  was  very  sorry,  when, 
after  a  very  short  visit,  Giulia  put  an  end  to  it 
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oil  the  plea  of  her  fear  oi  exoitiiig  her  too 
much,  and  thence  retardmg  her  xeeoreiy.  In 
this  opinion  Mrs.  Gordon  follj  agreed*  In- 
deed, the  aunt  did  not  enoouiage  very  fireqiieat 
or  lengthened  visits  from  Claiid*--aiid  SVan-* 
oesca*s  weak  state  was  the  rsaionihegaTe: 
hut  probably,  she  had  others^  id  wUok  GKolia 
was  more  concerned;  for,  with  her  knowMge 
of  the  fatal  tendency  in  her  elder  nieee's  ohft- 
racter,  she  was  aware  that  it  would  require  tbe 
most  judicious  management  to  prevent  its 
again  breaking  out,  under  circumstances,  which 
must  now  render  it  so  much  more  dangerous 
and  distressing. 

Had  Mrs.  Gordon  been  consulted  before 
hand,  she  would  have  advised  other  arrange- 
ments than  those  that  had  been  made  concern- 
ing Francesca,  during  her  husband's  absence — 
but  she  had  found  it  all  settled — apparently 
with  Giulia  8  own  cheerful  concurrence — and 
she  was  somewhat  inclined  to  the  doctrine,  which 
sees,  as  ordamed  by  Almighty  wisdom,  every 
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event  and  circumstance  in  man's  existence ;  and, 
she  felt  that  although  our  blind  eyes  may  not  be 
able  to  discern  the  end  appointed  in  the  various 
dispensations  of  Providence,  still  we  must  not 
strive  against  that,  which  seems  to  be  predes- 
tined bj  God. 

And  might  not  perhaps  the  present  circum- 
stances tend  in  the  end  to  the  final  cure  of 
morbid  sentiments  so  destructive  to  the  hap- 
piness of  Giulia,  whilst  a  less  desperate 
remedy  might  but  have  kept  up  the  delusion  ? 

Francesca  was  soon  well  enough  to  exchange 
her  bed-room  for  the  sitting-room,  and  then  to 
leave  the  house  for  an  airing. 

One  morning  Giulia  proposed  to  her  hus- 
band that  she  should  drive  him  over  in  the 
ai^ernoon  in  a  little  carriage  to  visit  the  Sey- 
mours. The  ponies  he  had  himself  trained 
for  her  use,  and  had  tutored  her  into  being  a 
very  expert  whip. 

He  happened  to  see  Francesca  soon  after 
the  arrangement  h%d  been  made.     She  was 
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piuiiig,  slie  aaid,  to  eajoy  a  little  of  tfao  freali  ' 
air  of  thiit  beautiful  day. 

It  waa  iibout  the  end  of  Ma;.  Fraaoesoa 
wufl  leaning  out  of  the  window,  longing,  ehe 
aaii],  for  the  liberty  of  rambling  about 
usual,  but  as  yet  she  was  scarcely  allowed  to 
walk  cut  of  a  sn^'s  pace  many  minutes  to- 
gether. And  in  the  close  carriage,  she  de- 
clared she  felt  more  like  a  priaoncr  than  even 
in  the  house,  and  she  exeliumed,  "  how  de- 
lightful !"  when  Clitud  informed  her  that 
Giulia  was  going  to  drive  out  in  her  pony  car- 
riage. 

"  Would  you  really  like  to  go  ?"  Claud 
asked. 

"  Oh  I  yes,  I  should  really  enjoy  it  of  all 
things,"  she  said,  with  her  usual  open  frank- 
ness, "  it  must  be  bo  de%htfiil  to  fly  so  fast  as 
I  saw  you  and  Giulia  drive,  the  other  day  with 
those  beautiful  ponies— and  I  want  very  much 
to  see  Gertrude's  child  that  I  may  judge  of 
what  my  little  monkey  will  be  at  its  age." 


THE  B060M   FRIEND  85 

"  Well,  be  ready  at  one  o'clock,  and  you  shall 
go,"  said  Claud. 

Francesca  gratefully  thanked  him,  and 
seemed  charmed  with  the  thoughts  of  the  ex- 
pedition. 

Claud  Hamilton  soon  after  went  to  inform 
Giulia  what  he  had  promised  her  sister. 

'*  But  I  asked  you  to  go  with  me,"  she  said 
colouring  slightly. 

^'  Yes,  I  know  tkiat,  and  I  should  have  been 
very  happy  to  have  accompanied  you;  but 
*  when  a  lady's  in  the  case,  all  other  things,  of 
course,  give  place,'  and  I  could  not  have  been 
80  ungallant  as  not  to  have  offered  my  seat, 
when  she  expressed  such  pleasure  at  the  idea, 
and  when  I  knew  she  would  so  thoroughly  ap- 
preciate it,  poor  little  thing  I" 

"  But  I  think,"  said  Giulia,  "  when  two 
ladies  are  in  the  case,  and  one  of  them  is  your 
wife,  it  would  be  more  natural  to  consult  her 
feelings  first ;  and  you  know,  Claud,''  she  con- 
tinued, and  her  voice  trembled  with  the  too 
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BUsceptiblc  tetuJernesa,  which  alaa]  affords 
a  mind  like  hers    pain  rather  than  pleasure. 
"  You  know  that  I  should  not  enjoj  the  drive, 
except  for  the  pleasure  of  yoor  flocietj-." 

"  Thank  you,  dear  Giulta;  I  am  aorty  then 
that  I  bavfi  been  the  means  of  disappointing 
you — but  you  will  surely  enjoy  giving  yourpuur 
nster  pleasure.  I  really  have  letters  to  write, 
and  I  will  take  this  opportunity  of  paying 
Mrs.  Gordon  the  attention  of  taking  a  walk 
with  her.  You  know  I  rode  over  to  see  the 
Seymours  only  yesterday  ,and  therefore  to  return 
yon  the  compliment,  excepting  for  the  ple»- 
sure  of  your  society,  dear  Giulia,  I  would 
rather  stay  at  home." 

Giulia  looked  for  a  moment  as  if  willing  to 
refflgn  herself  to  that,  which  waa  urged  with 
BO  kind  a  look  and  manner  that  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  resist  its  influence.  A  soft  vmoe 
however  exclaimed, 

"  La  Signora  Vavasour  ought  to  be  much 
flattered  at  the  great  sacrifices  made  for  her 


J 


THE   BOeOM   FRIRlfO.  87 

gratificatioiL  Mr.  £U»niltoii  is  very  obliging 
to  relinquish  so  easily  a  pleasure^  upon  which 
he  seems  to  set  so  great  a  store." 

These  words  made  Claud  look  round  hastily^ 
for  Nice  had  glided  into  the  room  without 
his  having  obeerved  her.  His  countenance 
at  first  expressed  surprise  at  a  speech  which» 
if  understood^  as  the  words  impliedi  must 
have  been  considered  a  somewhat  unnecessary 
interference;  but  spoken  as  they  were  in  a 
tone  of  si£rnificance>  and  accompanied  by  a 
peculiar  expression,  could  scarcely  be  mis- 
taken as  open  irony,  which  even  his  good 
nature  did  not  prevent  bis  feeling  aa  most  im- 
pertinent. 

The  cloud  again  spread  over  the  coun- 
tenance of  Giulia,  and,  for  the  first  time,  tlie 
eyes  of  her  husband  began  clearly  to  see 
through  the  mist  which,  with  the  natural 
kindness  of  his  heart,  had  hitherto  blinded  his 
perception,  or  made  him  unwilling  to  suspect 
the  secret  and    pernicious  influence   of  the 
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Italian  girl,  so  often   darkeaing  the  spirit  of  i 
his  unhappy  wife,  aod  which  now  awakened 
mi^vings  in  his  mind  aa  to  their  future  hap- 
piness and  comfort. 

Then  did  the  young  man's  mind  revert  to 
many  parts  of  the  conduct  of  K^ice,  which  had 
at  one  time  filled  him  with  snch  disgust ;  her 
forward  behaviour  towards  liimaelf  in  London 
which  her  altered  demeanour,  for  the  last  few 
months,  had  ahuost  obliterated  ii'om  his  re- 
membrance, and  ho  bei^an  to  think  seriously, 
that  not  only  to  satisfy  the  natural  antipathy 
which  men  generally  entertun  towards  their 
wife's  boiom  friend,  but  also  to  ensure  the 
future  peace  of  himself  and  Giulia,  be  must 
endeavour  to  rid  the  bouse  of  the  incubus 
which  had  fastened  herself  so  pertinaciously 
on  the  young  Baroness. 

Claud,  however,  dropped  the  subject  for 
the  present,  nor  did  he  take  the  slightest  notice 
of  the  speech,  after  the  first  cold  look  of  sor- 
priee  he  fixed  upon  the  Italian  ^t's  face. 
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When,  however,  one  o'clock  arrived,  Fran- 
cesca  tripped  into  the  library  where  he  was 
idtting  alone  reading,  equipped  for  the  expe- 
dition, she  asked  if  Giulia  was  ready,  with  a 
countenance  which  implied  that  she  was  all 
pleased  anticipation.  Claud  told  her  he  woidd 
go  and  inquire,  and  immediately  repaired  to 
the  private  sitting  room  of  his  wife. 

There  he  found  her  seated  with  Nice.  There 
were  no  signs  of  any  preparation  for  the  drive ; 
and  when  he  informed  her  that  the  carriage 
was  waiting  her  orders,  Giulia  replied  with  a 
half  ashamed,  half  moody  expression,  that  she 
had  given  up  her  intention  of  going  out,  and 
that  he  might  countermand  her  orders. 

Claud  was  now  really  provoked;  the  more 
so,  as  he  could  not  but  fancy  that  Giulia  had 
been  excited  to  this  mode  of  proceeding,  by 
the  influence  of  her,  who,  he  began  to  see,  in 
so  new  a  point  of  view. 

'^  Giulia,  this  is,  indeed,  nonsense,"  he  ex- 
claimed, rather  angrily ;  but  subduing  his  ris- 
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ing  emotion^  said  more  calmly,  '^yoor  nhitor  la 
already  dreaaed  and  waiting  £or  yoo  -^  aunlys 
you  will  not  diaappoint  her.** 

''  /  cannot  diaappoint  har«  at  I  never  pro» 
mised  anything." 

^'  But  Giulia,  you  know  tliait  I  did-^-mew 
for  a  moment,  dreaming  that  har  owil  aiater 
would  not  feel  the  same  desire  to  give  ^m  pcM^ 
little  creature  pleasure— she^  who  haa  jnal  now, 
such  chums  on  our  consideratioii.  However,  if 
you  have  decided  against  it,  there  is  no  other 
alternative,  but  that  I  must  drive  her  myself." 

Qiulia  started  and  changed  colon 

"  Come,  Giulia,  will  you  go  or  not  ?  for  if 
not,  we  need  not  keep  Francesca  waiting/' 

Giulia  looked  uneasy— hesitated,  and  turned 
her  eyes  timidly  towards  Nice,  as  if  wishing  to 
read  in  her  countenance  some  expression,  which 
would  decide  her  actions ;  but  the  Italian's  face 
was  hidden  from  her  sight,  and  was  pertina- 
ciously bent  over  a  book. 

Claud  perceived  all  this ;  and  now,  tho- 
roughly provoked,  exclaimed — 
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"  Well,  Giulia,  as  it  seems  so  difficult  to  you 
to  make  up  your  mind  without  assistance,  on  a 
matter  which  seems  to  me  so  easily  decided,  I 
had  better  relieve  you  from  all  further 
trouble,  by  going  at  once  and  driving  Fran- 


cesca* 


»» 


So  saying,  Claud  quitted  the  room,  leaving 
Giulia  in  a  state  of  startled  dismay,  and  then 
Nice  lifted  up  her  face  and  looked  upon  Giulia, 
with  the  expression  with  which  a  sorceress 
might  be  imagined  to  gaze  upon  a  victim  who 
was  writhing  under  the  influence  of  some 
charm,  concocted  by  her  hideous  art. 
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CHAPTEK  VII. 


Tlie  iiunnf  temper,  brigbl  where  all  is  strife^ 
Tile  simple  hvarl,  [hul  mocks  it  worldly  wilei  -, 

light  wit,  tbat  plsji  along  the  calm  of  life. 
And  Kin  ila  Ungoid  turface  Into  (mild. 

Tbe  bappy,  gtatefii]  spirit  tbal  improvea 
And  brigbttni  naf  gilt  by  lartun*  giien; 

That  wander  where  it  irill,  with  Ihoaa  it  h>Te(, 
Hakeii  KJtTj  place  a  home,  and  home  a  hea*en, 

HooRt 


Frahcesca  did  not  certainly  manirest  much 
disappointment,  when  Claud  informed  her  that 
her  sister  had  changed  her  mind,  and  did  not  in- 
tend to  driTe,  and  that  in  consequence  she  must 
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put  up  with  him  as  a  companion.     She  sprang 
lightly  into  the  little  carriage  by  his  side,  and 
the  ponies  pranced  gaily  out  of  the  courtway. 
The  little  mother  had  been  looking  very  deli- 
cate since  her  confinement,  her  eyes  had  not 
yet  recovered  their  wonted  brightness — her 
cheek  its  healthful  hue,  her  voice  its  buoyant 
tone ;  but  now  as  they  flew  briskly  along  on 
one   of  those  fine,  cheerful,  sunny  days,  when 
all  nature  seems  to  rejoice,  and  to  the  inno- 
cent heart,  when  existence  is  felt  as  a  blessing, 
a  spring  of  grateful  gladness  seemed  to  infuse 
itself  through  her  whole  frame,   speaking  in 
her  joyous  tone  or  beaming  eyes  as  she  lifted 
them  up  in  silent  enjoyment— 


**  Like  m  reviving  flower  when  storms 
Are  hushed  on  high.'* 


Shewas  soon  chatting  gaily  to  her  companion, 
but  as  usual  her  conversation  tume  d,  like  the 
needle  to  the  compass --to  her  husband ! 
Francesca  had  received  a  letter  from  him 
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that  very  morning,  and  ever  and  anon  ahe  would 
take  it  from  licr  busom  to  rend  sumo  little 
paaaage  over  to  herselt'  or  her  coniimuioii — 
urging  Claud  to  tell  her  his  suppoeitione  ooi^< 
ceming  the  issue  of  military  attaire,  and  tbei 
possibility  of  there  being,  after  all,  no  fightiog| 
and  that  her  huaband  aiight  be  able  to  retunt 
abuosc  immetiiately  tu  her.  All  tliip  Claud  en- 
deavoured to  enter  into  tritli  intoreeted  atten- 
tion, though  in  hia  manner  there  wa^  leise  of 
natural  cIiCL-rfuIueys  than  usual.  FranrescBi 
prob:ibly  remarked  thie  for  ahe  suddenly  said 
with  a  Bweet  smile: — 

"  I  am  very  selfieh,  talking  of  nothing  but 
ray  own  interests — but  I  dare  say  yon,  who 
were  eo  long  separated  from  Giulia  and  all 
your  family,  can  imagine  how  difficult  it  is  to 
forget  the  absent,  even  for  two  minutes  to- 
gether. I  can  scarcely  help  talking  about  what 
I  am  80  constantly  tbioking  of,  when  I  have 
some  one  near  me  who  will  listen  as  kindly  as 
you  do,  dear  Claud.     It  is  different  with  eome 
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people.  Now  Giulia— even  of  you  I  remember 
she  seldom  or  ever  spoke — she  used  to  prefer 
sitting  by  herself  to  think  about  you.  And 
they  say>^*  she  continued  with  somewhat  of 
sadness^  '^  that  people  feel  much  more  who  talk 
less — but  I  am  sure,''  Francesca  exclaimed  with 
a  smile,  ^^  I  feel  quite  enough — so  much  that  it 
would  kill  me  if  I  could  not  imburthen  myself 
a  little  by  words.  But,''  she  added,  *^  do  let 
me  try  to  drive  a  little ;  I  have  been  watching 
you,  and  I  am  sure  1  can  guide  those  gentle 
beauties,''  and  Claud  had  to  put  the  reins  into 
her  little  hands  and  direct  them  in  their 
management,  till  a  more  spirited  movement  of 
the  little  animals  forced  her  to  relinquish  the 
ribbons  in  feigned  affiight 

'*  I  shall  wait  I  think  till  Ernest  comes 
home,  for  he  has  promised  me  a  carriage  and 
ponies-- 80  you  see,  Mr.  Claud,  I  have  as  good 
a  husband  as  Giulia,  although  I  must  own 
that  she  has  a  most  good-tempered  sposo.*' 
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"  Perhapa  he  may  be  rather  too  good-tem- 
pered," Claud  answered  with  a  serioua  emile, 

"  Not  in  Giulia's  case,"  Fnincesca  answered, 
"  she  is  so  wise  and  prudent,  that  she  does  not 
require  any  one  to  keep  her  in  order  as  I  do, 
1  cannot  imagine  yoti  looking  severe  and  angry." 
"Icannot  say  I  everreniember  seeing  Vavasour 
look  e  i  ther  se  V  ere  or  angry  ,''Baid  Claud  laughing. 

"  But  /  have,"  continued  Francesca,  "  aomc 
times  for  a  moment — and  I  have  a  dread  and 
fear  of  ever  doing  that  which  might  draw  upon 
me  euch  a  look ;  but  even  in  his  anger  I  loved 
to  gaze  upon  his  countenance—it  was  like 
watching  the  glories  of  a  thunder  storm.  Is 
it  not  strange,  Claud,"  she  continued  after  a 
pause,  "that  Ernest  cculd  have  loved  me  ?"' 

"  Strange !"  repeated  Claud,  "  no,  Froncesca, 
I  cannot  think  it  strange,"  and  he  turned  his 
eyes  abruptly  away  from  the  sweet  eyes  gazing 
up  seriously  into  his  face. 

"  But  I  mean,"  she  persisted,  "  that  it  was 
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atrange  that  he  should  have  preferred  me  suffi-' 
ciently  to  make  me  his  wife  I  When  I  was  in 
London  I  saw  so  many  beautifxil^  stately  women, 
who  I  sighed  to  think  were  so  superior  in  ap- 
pearance to  myself.  However  here  I  am  still 
talking  of  myself  and  husband — and  you,  poor 
Claud^  are  looking  quite  weary  of  me,-  and 
wishing  no  doubt  that  you  had  Giulia  by  your 
side,  instead  of  such  a  little  chatterer.'* 

"  And  of  course  you  wish  that  Vavasour 
was  in  my  place,''  he  said  smilingly. 

Francesca  gave  a  merry  laughing  answer,  as 
they  were  now  entering  the  village  in  which 
the  Seymours  resided. 

On  driving  up  to  the  door  of  the  snug  little 
Vicarage,  opposite  to  which  was  the  pretty 
steepled  Church  embosomed  in  trees,  Mr. 
Seymour  met  them  at  the  door,  and  ushered 
them  into  an  elegant  little  apartment  furnished 
with  all  the  taste  and  refinemcDt  of  a  London 
lady's  boudoir. 

Here  they  were  received  by  its  mistress,  as 
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pretty  as  ever,  but  very  little  in  character  will 
Ihi'   idea   Frauceaea  had  pictured  to  herself  H 
properly  belungin;;  to  a  clergj-man's  wife.  GeM^ 
tnide  aa  well  as  her  husband  were  both 
lighted  to  eee   their    young   gueat,   who   hadtl 
appeared  so   uuexpcotedly,   inatead    of    iheiel 
[jriive  sister- in-law  and  patroness.      She   wtM 
•ifi  interested  in  all  she  saw,  so  deli^^hted  with 
till'  pretty,  comfortable  rooms,  which  looked  ki 
Vijlht  and  cheerful  after  those  of  gloomy  Shir- 
ley, and  in  raptures  with  the  baby,  a  lovely 
little  fair  girl  ofa  year  old,  dressed  superbly. 

Mr.  Seymour  shewed  Franeeaca  the  Church, 
the  school,  everything  belongiDg  to  the  es- 
tablishment, whilst  Claud  remained  chatting 
with  his  sister,  and  she  returoed charmed  by  all 
that  she  hud  seen. 

"  How  happy  you  must  be  I"  Francesca  ex- 
claimed to  Gertrude,  who  she  found  reolining 
oil  her  sofa,  "  it  makes  me  almost  wish  that 
Ernest  was  a  clergyman,  and  then  he  never 
would  leave  me.     How  you  must  enjoy  every 
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duty,  your  station  imposes  on  you — teaching 
in  the  school,  and  visiting  the  poor  !  How 
fond  they  all  seem  of  your  husband,  Ger- 
trude 1" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  clergyman's  wife,  "  he  is 
certainly  a  contrast  to  old  Doctor  Manvers, 
who  was  too  fat  and  indolent  to  attend  to  the 
parish,  and  as  lie  was  not  married,  they  do  not 
miss  the  services  of  a  parson's  wife ;  which  I 
regret  to  say,**  she  added  with  a  shrug  of  her 
pretty  shoulders  and  a  half  smile,  '^  I  am  not 
able  to  bestow  ui>on  them/' 

"  Oh,  what  a  pity,*'  cried  Fnincesca,  "  but, 
why  are  jon  not  able  Gertrude  ?" 

^^  Oh !  you  must  ask  my  husband,"  she  said 
with  a  smile  at  Mr.  Seymour ;  '^  ask  him  if  he 
does  not  think  he  manages  everything  much 
better  himself,  and  would  not  greatly  prefer  my 
remaining  at  home,  to  guide  my  house — the 
true  duty  of  a  wife,  as  St.  Timothy  declares  — 
and  take  care  of  my  child,  rather  than  spend  my 
mornings,  in  a  hot,  close,  school,  where  I  only, 
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I,  by  making  the  children  look  off  tbeir 
hooks  to  stare  nt  me,  and  with  the  rifik  of 
bringing  home  all  Borts  of  infeotioa  to  my 
little  daughter.  Now  would  you  not  rathei^] 
Mr.  Seymour,  that  I  should  slay  at  home  ?" 

Mr.  Seymoiu-  shook  his  head;  but  ivith 
indulgcut   smile,  he  looked   upon  the  pretty 
mdoicnt  wife  he  had  chosen  for  his   help-: 

And  aucli  is  the  weakness  of  the  best  of 
t  urea  when  under  that  6i.ieU,  with  which  even  the 
wisest  are  infatuated.  Mr.  Seymour  had  no 
desire  to  see  her  otherwise  than  she  was;  in- 
deed would  have  felt  little  pleasure  to  have 
beheld  her  metamorphosed  suddenly  into  a 
good,  homely,  uaefiil,  clergyman's  wife. 

In  these  our  days  of  improvement  in  every 
branch  of  education,  moral  and  physical,  it 
strikes  us  that  it  would  be  a  blessing  to  the 
rising  generation  of  clergymen,  if  un  es- 
tablbhment  were  formed,  for  the  purpose  of 
truning  young  women  to  fulfil  the  duties 
of    wives  to  the  reverend    community,   from 
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which  they  might  be  warranted  soundinmindaxid 
hodjy  and  qualified  to  take  upon  themselvee 
the  important  responsibilities  of  such  a  situa- 
tion. We  would  fain  not  be  invidious;  but 
in  our  experience,  it  is  singular,  on  an 
average,  how  few  useful  specimens  are  to  be 
met  with  amongst  clerical  ladies ;  either  from 
delicate  health,  disinclination  to  the  tasks  im- 
posed on  the  clergTman's  wife,  or  unfitness 
of  some  kind,  certainly  in  general  they  are 
most  incompetent  to  assist  their  husbands  in 
their  appointed  labour  of  love. 

**  I  fear,  Seymour,  you  spoil  Gertrude," 
said  Claud  laughing. 

**Pray,  Francesca,  does  my  brother  there, 
who  is  putting  all  this  mischief  into  my  good 
husband's  head,  enact  the  tyrant  himself  at 
home— do  tell  me,  how  does  he  behave?*' 

Francesca  laughed  and  said  she  had  better 
come  and  judge  for  hersel£ 

She  had  been  settling  with  Mr.   Seymour 
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abont  baptizing  lior  baby  that  next  SumUj, 
and  Claud  proposed  to  his  sister  thai  die 
should  acfioiupciDv  her  bosband  to  Shirley, 
and  reiniiin  a  few  days.  But  tho  one  di^ 
Gertrude  seemed  to  think  would  be  quite 
enough. 

A    mighty  comptimom    to    us 
Claud?"  Franceses  swd  tsnghing. 

"  Well  really  I  will  tell  yon  the  tratli/ 
rejoined  Gertrude,  "Shirley  is  a  ph 
would  kill  me  with  ita  glotKn  for  any  lei^tih 
of  time,  yet  for  the  pleasure  of  being  inth 
yon  all  I  could  endure  it,  but  for  one  in- 
dividual of  your  party,  of  whom  I  confese  I 
have  such  a  auperstitaoua  horror  that  I  would 
walk  miles  to  get  out  of  her  way.  I  have 
been  talking  to  Claud  about  this  Italka  girl 
who  seems  to  stick  so  taat  to  you  all — end 
as  he  seems  to  have  no  particular  love  tor 
her — I  do  wonder  he  so  tamely  Bubmita  to 
the  power,  with  which  she  seems  to  have 
fascinated  herself  around  Lis  home. 
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Claud  coloured -~  and  Francesca  tried  to 
change  the  subject^  guessing^  as  she  did,  that 
it  could  not  be  a  very  agreeable  one  to  hini^ 
but  soon  after  when  Gertrude  was  alone  with 
her,  she  again  exclaimed, 

"  Francesca,  are  you  one  of  those  under  the 
spell  of  the  stiletto  eyes  of  La  Nice?''  and 
then  Francesca  did  not  scruple  to  unfold  her 
opinion  on  the  subject,  and  to  express  her  con- 
viction of  how  much  happier  Claud  and  her 
sister  would  be  without  her. 

Mrs.  Seymour  was  delighted  to  find  some 
one  to  agree  with  her. 

"  Mind,"  she  said,  when  they  parted,  "  you 
send  your  baby  over  to  me,  whenever  you  see 
any  symptom  of  the  mal  ooikio  upon  it." 

*^  I  will  r  said  Francesca,  half  seriously. 

"  And  you  had  better  come  with  it." 

"  Oh  no,  I  shall  never  leave  Shirley  till  my 
husband  returns.  I  promised  him,  that  he 
should  find  me  there,  and  there  I  must  re* 
mainT 
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After  a  pleasant  drive,  Claud  and  Franceses  1 
arrived  at  home.  The  first  i^eraou  th^  I 
beheld  on  entering  the  house,  wiu  GJulia  re-  I 
turoin;z  from  a  walk,  her  countcnsnco  tbfl 
picture  of  gloom,  which  Franceaca  perceiving, 
she  stopped  short  in  the  animated  account  she  I 
was  about  to  commence  of  her  pleasant  ex- 
pedition; and  !Nice,  standing  on  the  steps 
whilst  they  alighted,  curinuslj  scanned  the 
couDtenaDces  of  Claud  and  Francesca.  She 
gazed  on  that  of  the  young  girl,  so  sweet  and 
beautiful,  beaming  with  the  glow  of  return- 
ing health  and  spirits,  which  the  air  and  ezer- 
oiae  had  imparted  to  it  And  then  she 
looked  on  that  of  her  companion,  and  the 
heart  which  recognised  no  principle  of  honor> 
could  scarcely  suppose  it  possible,  that  he 
would  require  much  assistaDce  on  her  part 
to  draw  down  the  longed  for  vengeance  on 
his  devoted  head ;  at  least,  by  the  destmdion 
of  his  own  peace  of  mind ;  the  most  aevera 
punishment  to  a  virtuous  conficienoe,  the  fall- 
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ing,   in   his   own  esteem,   even   in   thought, 
from  honor  and  integrity. 

And  even  with  regard  to  the  innocent 
Francesca  she  despaired  not.  What  confidence 
could  Nice  feel  in  the  strength  of  innocence 
and  purity? 

It  is  terrible  to  witness  the  quiet  inroads 
which  evil  passions  make  upon  the  heart — 
how  soon  it  yields  itself  unrestrained  to  the 
works  of  iniquity — how  wave  after  wave  suc- 
ceeds and  washes  out  every  trace  of  human 
feeling. 

9 

The  Seymours  came  as  they  had  promised 
the  following  Sunday,  and  the  baby  was  bap- 
tised in  the  chapeL 

How  often  does  a  careless,  thoughtless 
speech  add  unintentionally  as  much  fuel  to 
an  already  too  strongly  kindled  fire,  as  one 
spoken  with  intentional  malice. 

"  Giulia,"  said  Gertrude,  when  they  hap- 
pened to  be  alone,  **  how  very  bold  of  you 
it  is,  to  allow  your  husband  to  drive  that  beau- 

F    5 


lOti  THE    BOSUM    FRIEND. 


tifnl  little  sUter  of  yours  about  the  country- 
why  even  Seymour  haa  talked  so  much  abotit 
her  oincc  her  visit,  thut  I  am  quite  jealous." 

"  I  am  not  afraid,"  Baid  Qiulia,  trying  to 
Btnile  with  unconcern. 

Her  sieter-in-law  little  knew  the  pang  whidi 
accompauicd  the  attempt. 

But  there  wae  another  point  upon  which 
Gertrude  wae  equally  injudicious.  She  could  not 
resist  giving  her  opinion,  and  expressing  her 
kversion  to  the  boaom  ftiend,  towards  whom 
her  dielike  was  raised  to  even  a  higher  pitch, 
on  witnessing  the  now  undisguised  miumer  in 
which  she  seemed  to  put  herself  forward. 

"  Giulia,"  Grertrude  remarked,  "  is  yonr 
friend  Nioc  to  live  here  tor  ever?  I  can 
Bssure  you  it  is  the  worst  plan  in  the  world. 
No  good  can  ever  come  of  a  nuuried  woman 
having  a  boaom  friend,  and  yours  certainly 
appears  inclined  to  rule  the  roflt  over  you 
dL  I  must  beg  you  to  pardon  me,  deu 
Giulia,  but  you  know,  that  of  old,  I  never 
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could  manage  to  get  up  any  love  for  la  bella 
Nice.  However  I  see  you  think  me  very  im- 
pertinent for  thus  interfering,  and  certainly  it 
is  not  my  business ;  but  yon  must  remember 
that  I  was  always  famous  for  speaking  my 
mind.  I  was  talking  the  subject  over  with 
Claud  the  other  day,  and—" 

^'  I  have  no  wish  certainly  to  have  my 
private  affairs  talked  over ;  I  consider  Claud 
and  myself  quite  sufficient  for  their  arrange- 
ment," interrupted  Lady  de  Crespigny,  colour- 
ing violently. 

"Oh  certainly,"  still  persisted  Gertrude, 
^  if  Claud  does  not  object ;  but  are  you  sure 
of  that  ?  firom  what  I  can  perceive  — " 

But  remembering  that  she  was  perhaps 
going  too  far,  she  broke  off  in  the  middle  of 
her  speech— and  the  conversation  did  not  con- 
tinue. 

It  certainly  had  been  a  most  untimely  one, 
for  Claud  had  made  up  his  mind  to  come  to 
some  understanding  with  Giulia  upon  the  sub- 
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jcct  of  the  Italian  ^irl,  and  chose  tiie  foUowinf  1 
day  for  ao  doing. 

He  oDquireil  concernii^  the  plaas 
pro»pGot9  of  Nic€,  expressed  bis  williogneaa 
to  do  any  thing  on  liis  part  that  wh»  requiut« 
for  ber  assistance  or  welfare,  hut  ni  the  same 
time,  first  irankly  declared,  that  he  thought  it 
would  be  more  conducive  to  their  domeatic 
bappinesfl  that  she  etiiould  not  reside  amongst 
lltcui;  iudeed  he  made  it  quite  clear,  that  he 
would  not  allow  it  much  longer. 

There  was  however  in  his  manner  that  which 
soothed  the  feelings  of  his  listener ;  such  af- 
fectionate kindness  in  his  looks  and  words, 
and  such  a  flattering  reason  given  for  his 
wishing  for  the  departure  of  Nice,  that  Giulia'a 
heart  was  melted  and  softened. 

Claud  told  her  that  he  felt  almost  jealoiu 
of  any  one  usurping  so  much  of  her  time  and 
aJfection,  which  ought  to  be  hia  alune ;  and  in 
^ite  of  the  spell  which  the  girl  had  wound 
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around  her,  (xiulia  might  have  listened  to  him, 
had  it  not  been  for  Gertrude's  injudicious 
speech  with  regard  to  Francesca,  which  made 
her  suspect  that  her  husband  was  acting  from 
the  instigation  of  others,  and  that  probably  her 
sister  and  himself  had  planned  the  scheme  dur- 
ing their  drive. 

The  overthrow  of  her  friend  hardened  her 
heart  against  any  other  softer  feelings — she 
accused  Iiim  of  injustice  towards  Nice, 
whose  only  fault  in  his  eyes  arose  from  her 
love  and  fidelity  towards  herself— did  he 
grudge  her  that  ? 

^^  I  am  not  so  rich  in  affection,"  Giulia 
added,  *^  to  afford  to  lose  one  true  heart  If 
Claud,  you  will  drive  her  from  this  roof,  her 
only  shelter  from  a  fate  she  dreads  and  ab- 
hors, of  course,  I  cannot  prevent  it — ^but  it 
shall  never  be  done  with  my  consent.  I  have 
promised  her  my  never  failing  friendship  and 
protection,  and  I  will  not  withdraw  them. 
You  must  take  the  business  entirely  into  yoni 
own  hands.'' 
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Poor  Claud  could  not  advance  witb  ma<^  I 
spirit  to  its  execution.  At  any  rate  tic  must  | 
have  time  and  consideration  aa  to  how  it  could  ] 
he  managed  with  the  least  pain  and  offence  U  j 
Giulia,  and  as  to  the  best  means  to  hn  tafceD  j 
to  draw  her  trom  her  infatuation.  Alas  I  iA  I 
should  have  known  that  every  moment  wife  I 
taken  advantage  of  by  that  friend,  or  rather  I 
fiend,  to  strengthen  her  power,  and  to  wind  I 
her  victim  more  firmly  in  its  coils. 
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Ill 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


••  Thus  I  hurl 
My  dazxliog  spells  into  the  spongy  air. 
Of  power  to  cheat  the  eye  with  blear  illusion. 
And  give  it  Iklse  presentments, 
4^  «  «  « 

li  under  fair  pretence  of  firiendly  ends, 
And  well-placed  words  of  globing  courtesy 
Baited  with  reasons  not  unplausible 
Wind  me  into  the  eaiiy*hearted  man 
And  hug  him  into  snares." 

Mii<Toi(*s  Com  us. 


Nice  was  not  long  in  perceiving  that  some- 
thing was  amiss  with  Griulia  after  her  connubial 
'discussion!    and   offering  her    sympathy^  and 
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as  Giulia,  with  an  embarrassed  ami  distreae 
manner,  evaded  discloaiug  the  subject  of  hw 
uinoyaQCG,  the  Italian's  auspicions  a 

She  paused  for  ix  moinent  in  thougbtfiili  , 
eilence;  and  then  approaching  the  Baroaeav  1 
and  fixing  her  fearful  cjes  upon  her  face,  sha  | 
ecud,  emphatically  — 

"  I  Bee  plainly  how  it  i« ;  my  enemies  have 
been  at  work.  Tell  me,  Giulia,  la  it  ooK^J 
true  ?" 
tiiulia  answered  by  her  tears. 
'*  Yea,  I  know,"  Nice  continued, "  that  I  have 
many  enemies  in  this  house,  who  would  gladly 
rid  it  of  the  presence  of  your  firiend ;  and  you, 
Giulia,  will  passively  submit  ?  You  cannot  do 
BO,  however,  with  honour,"  and  she  took  from 
her  bosom  a  sealed  packet  —  "If  you  do  sub- 
mit, the  curse  of  broken  vows — of  betrayed 
friendship,  must  light  upon  you.  Do  you  re- 
member this,  Giulia?" 

"  Yes — yes,  Nice ;  and  can  you  think  that  I 
would  forsake  you  ?    No,  rather  would  I  for>' 


THE   BOSOM   FRIEIH^.  113 

sake  aH,"  cried  Giulia,  trembling  with  violent 
agitation;  ^'all— but  my  husband's  love." 

"  Your  husband's  love !  And  for  that 
broken  reed,  you  would  sacrifice  a  firiendship, 
firm  and  unflinching  as  the  rock." 

"  Broken  reed  1  Gracious  Heavens  — 
Nicer 

"  Forgive  me,  Giulia,"  Nice  continued, 
rapidly,  "  I  call  it  a  broken  reed,  compar 
ratively  speaking,  because  man's  love  can 
change,  and,  therefore,  is  but  uncertain — I 
know  it,  for  I  have  proved  it  —  aye,  proved 
it,  as  you  little  know — and  in  your  husband's 
case  I  I  have  kept  the  tale  a  secret  from 
you  till  now—  but  with  the  chance  of  being 
soon  torn  from  you,  I  think  it  my  duty  to  put 
you  on  your  guard — for  your  husband,  Giulia, 
is  weak,  I  believe — not  wicked !  That  time, 
three  years'  ago,  when  we  were  altogether 
in  London — start  not  Giulia,  when  I  tell 
you,  he  sought  my  love — yes,  sought  it;  but 
tremble   not,   you   have   nothing   to  fear  on 
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that  head  nau>^it  was  toon  dhatiged  t6  haMid^ 
from  which  I  must  now  aoAr,  oinied  hy 
the  rejection  and  avendon  it  inet  with  from 
me.  The  fickle  youth  soon  tnntad  hv  sttail* 
tiona  towards  yoarself-«-«Dd»  fli6  dodbt^  fee 
loved  you.  I  think  him  not  so  bi*a^  0  to 
imagine  he  was  only  swayed  by  meioenatfy  ooH* 
siderations  to  seek  your  hand.  Still,  I 
would  have  you  beware  of  a  henrt»  none  ct 
the  steadiest;  and,  I  would  idso  haTO  yon 
beware/*  she  continued,  in  a  deep^  significant 
tone,  ^^  of  yielding  to  his  anxiety  to  send 
from  you^  one,  of  whose  clear-sightedness  and 
watchful  friendship,  he  stands  somewhat  in 
awe;  and  who,  from  his  hatred^  he  is  in- 
clined to  consider  in  the  light  of  a  spy.  He 
will  not  be  long  burdened  with  me.  And, 
indeed,"  she  continued,  watching  with  a  lynx 
eye,  the  effects  of  the  agony  she  was  inflict- 
ing on  the  unhappy  Giulia,  "  if  it  were  not 
for  the  interest  I  take  in  your  happiness — 
which    prevents   my  forsaking    you    at    this 
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meet  critical  juncture— rank  and  affluence  are 
at  my  disposal,  instead  of  dwelling  here  in 
dependanoe,  surrounded  by  enemies— the  ob- 
ject^ of  envy  and  hatred  I'* 

Nice  said  no  more-^he  saw  that  her  pur* 
pose  was  achieved.  The  cruel  girl  left  her 
friend— her  benefactress,  writhing  in  every 
fibre,  from  the  effects  of  the  gross  fidsehoods 
she  had  dared  to  whisper  in  her  ear.  But 
Nice  was  aroused  to  the  expediency  of  the  act, 
plainly  perceiving  that  Claud  was  rising  up  in 
arms  against  her  ;  and  also  by  calculating  the 
chance  there  now  existed,  of  her  designs  being 
cut  short  by  his  success  in  her  expulsion. 
"  Though,  even  then,"  she  inwardly  exclaimed, 
"  he  shall  not  escape  me — he  will  find,  that 
in  some  other  way  my  spell  shall  be  upon  him, 
with  even  more  of  deadly  vengeance.  I 
vaill  not  have  my  long  cherished  plan  over- 
thrown.** 

But  in  her  own  projects  and  self-interests, 
Nice  had  not  forgotten  that  there  was  another 
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awaiting  her  eummonii  to  reap  frutt  at  a 
vcnient  aeaaon,  very  different  from  that  dw 
longed  to  cull,  She  had  promised— and  thai 
season,  in  her  opinion,  was  about  to  arrive^ 
She  determined  not  to  let  the  opportunity 
escape,  and  wrote  to  her  priestly  uncle.  In  the 
meantime,  she  must  begin  to  exert  hereelf- 
there  were  many  difficulties  in  the  way. 

Claudand  Franccsca  were  not  much  tojetlielt 
The  arrangement  which  had  been  made  oon'^ 
oeming  their  accommodation,  in  a  great  msn- 
ner,  prevented  this ;  beaidea,  she  could  aee  that 
Claud  was  far  from  seeking  her  80<Mety. 

Mrs.  Gordon  too,  was  greatly  in  the  way; 
never  leaving  her  young  niece— thus  proving 
an  effectual  bar— as  she  had.-  ever  been— to  her 
designs.  These  impediiueots  must  be  counter- 
acted in  some  manner. 

A  design,  worthy  of  a  mind  like  hers,  sug- 
gested itself  to  her  imagination.  Claud  ever 
ajixious  to  gratify,  and  endeavour  to  avert  by 
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his  attentions,  the  deep  gloom,  which,  since  his 
lust  discussion,  had  settled  on  his  wife's  brow, 
had,  in  the  sultry  afternoons  which  now 
occurred,  offered  to  read  aloud  to  her  in  the 
library. 

Into  her  own  sitting-room  he  seldom  in- 
truded ;  for  there,  Nice  seemed  ever  to  pre- 
side ;  and,  indeed,  GiuHa  retained  her  former 
taste,  for  the  favourite  haunt  of  her  child- 
hood, the  old  gloomy  library,  and  would  there, 
pass  most  of  the  day. 

The  book  chosen  this  afternoon,  was  one  of 
Byron's  poems. 

Claud  read  well ;  his  voice  was  fine  and  clear ; 
and,  moreover,  he  read  as  if  he  felt  the  subject. 
Nice  now  saw  the  countenance  of  her  too  suscep- 
tible friend,  kindling  gradually  with  awakened 
enthusiasm,  as  she  sat  gazing  on  the  handsome 
face  of  her  husband,  drinking  in  with  breath- 
less attention,  the  inspirations  of  the  surpassing 
genius,  whose  every  word  glows  with  the  ex- 
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citiii^  boAiity,  will)  nliiuli  thnt  poet  oould  ( 
often  clotbo  paasion-cven  vice  I 

N)(?e  looked  upon  tlie  scone,  and 
next  inument  she  had  glided  noiselessly  f 
tlio  room. 

She  liud  seun  Franccntiu  r  short  time  before 
in  tlie  gallery  with  her  baby ;  she  was  still 
there.  The  Italian  girl  informed  her  tJiat 
Claud  t*  as  reading  in  the  library  to  her  eister—  i 

would  she  join  the  party?  And  France saa(,^^^| 
thinking  that  the  invitation  had  been  sent  to 
her  by  Giulia,  readily  ncceptod  the  offer. 
Silently  she  entered  the  room  with  Nice, 
and  seated  herself  on  a  low  ottoman— her 
favorite  seat. 

Claud  perceived  uot  this  addition  to  their 
party ;  for,  thinking  it  wns  only  Nice  that  re- 
turned, be  did  not  look  up.  He  read  on.  The 
poem  was  the  "  Bride  of  Ahydoa,"  He  had 
come  to  the  part  when  Zuleika  pours  forth  her 
love   and   devotion   to  her  supposed  brother. 
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Selim,  in  those  bcautifiil  and  impressive  words. 
He  read  on  till  he  had  completed  the  following 
stanza: — 


•*  To  soothe  thy  sickness — watch  thy  health  ; 
Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth. 
Or  Mtand  with  smiles  unraurmuring  by, 
And  lighten  half  thy  poverty ; 
Do  all,  but  close  thy  dying  eye, 
For  that,  I  couKi  not  live  to  try.*' 


And  then,  a  low  murmured  exclamation  fell 
upon  his  ear.  He  looked  up,  and  there,  before 
him,  in  the  subdued  light  of  the  apartment,  he 
distinguished,  as  it  were,  the  very  "fairy  form," 
of  which  he  had  been  reading  the  "  child  of 
gentleness" 


*"  Sweet  as  the  desert  fountain's  wave 

To  lips  just  cooled  in  time  to  save ; 

Soft  as  the  memory  of  buried  love  ; 

Pure  as  the  prayer  that  childhood  wafts  above," 


Francesca   was  bending    forward— her  lips 
parted — her  eyes  glistening    through   bright 
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tears  of  saft  emotion.  She  had  never  heard 
such  poetry  before,  nor  had  she  ever  heard 
feelings  thus  described -the  strength  and 
depth  of  which,  ahe  could  scarcely  have  im- 
agio'v]  existed  so  warmly  in  her  own  breast — 
sentiments  so  well  suited  to  express  the  love 
and  devotion  of  a  wife  for  her  husband.  Her 
young  warm  heart  glowed  with  the  pure  and 
delicious  enthuBiaam  they  ins|)ired,  and  Claud 
after  a  short  paii^e  and  nlmost  startled  gaze  at 
the  sudden  apparition  of  her  who  might  have 
well  formed  a  living  picture  of  the  Zuleika  of 
whom  he  was  reading,  sent  to  heighten  and 
assist  the  powers  of  imagination,  proceeded 
with  the  Poem. 

And  Franceses,  as  she  listened  enraptured, 
identified  in  her  ownself,  the  Zuleika  of  the 
story — her  Ernest  in  the  Selim;  their  love — 
their  feelings,  their  perils,  made  her  heart 
beat,  her  colour  vary,  her  tears  flow.  They 
were  all  her  own — her  husband's  I 

Far  different  from  the  effect  designed  — no 
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whisper  came  to  her  heart  that  a  younger — 
less  stem  Selim~one  more  suited  to  her  gen- 
tle, youthful,  love,  might  be  before  her — that 
the  tender,  ardent  words  which  came  with 
such  expressive  effect  from  the  young  man's 
lips,  might  have  sounded  sweet  to  her  ears,  if 
from  his  own  heart  they  had  flowed  upon  her 
as  his  Francesca. 

The  Corsair  which  was  next  chosen,  did  not 
please  her  so  welL  She  was  touched  and  affected 
by  the  devoted  love  of  Conrad  and  Medora ;  but 
the  Corsair  was  not  like  her  Ernest.  And  then 
the  dark  passions,  and  dreadful  deeds  of  the 
splendid  Gulnare,  the  manner  in  which,  what 
she  considered  crime  and  guilt  were  disguised, 
as  if  to  render  vice  alluring  and  beautiful—  it 
troubled  her  pure  mind  with  a  vague  feeling  of 
discomfort.  She  did  not  await  the  conclusion 
but  ran  off  to  look  after  her  baby. 

Francesca  told  her  aunt,  as  she  sat  with  her 
infant  in  her  arms,  that  she  had  just  been  hear- 
ing some  most  beautiful  poetry,  and  her  cheeks 
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race^^n 


rtiiU  retained  tlieir  Sash,  her  dark  «yc  the  trace 
rtf  those  depths  of  thought  and  fancy  which 
had  Just  been  awakened  in  her  heart. 

Mrs.  Gordon  was  not  much  gratified  when 
nUe  heard  who  was  the  author.  Beautiful  as 
she  allowed  the  poetry  to  be,  it  waa  not  of  the 
description  she  would  have  given  to  one,  who 
had  never  yet  been  allowed  to  read  any  woiA 
of  fancy ;  her  remarks  therefore  rather  tended 
to  cool  the  ardour  of  the  young  enthusiast. 

"  Aunt  Gordon,"  she  sud  some  time  after, 
"  there  are  some  lines  of  that  poetry  w)u(Ji 
I  cannot  help  dwelling  upon.  I  peeped  into 
the  book  just  now,  to  read  them  over,  and 
there  la  one  passage  which  quite  terrifies  me — 

"  Th«  wu  of  etementi  no  fean  impart 

To  love,  wlioHf  deadliest  tune  i>  hnmaD  ut." 

Oh  I  my  aunt,  do  you  think  it  pOBsible  that 
human  art  or  malice  could  ever  interrupt  such 
love  as  mine  and  Ernest's?" 
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**  He  •pok«  of  Tictory 
V>  4e  3|c  4e  3(c  4c 

Now  joj  old  England  raiae! 
For  the  tidings  of  thy  might. 
By  the  festal  cities'  blazey 
While  the  wine  cup  shines  in  light  I** 

Campdklu 


It  was  now  that  poor  Francesca  began  to  feel 
the  real  agony  of  mind  doomed  ever  to  be  the 
portion  of  a  soldier's  wife  in  times  of  peril. 
Tidings  reached  Shirley  HaU,  of  the  engage- 
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inent  between  the  Englieb  and  French  on  thol 
ISth  of  June.  All  Eogland  was  in  a  alale  of  I 
excitement  and  espcciation  as  to  what  might  ' 
follow.  The  feelings  of  all  who  ha<J  those  dear  ] 
to  them  in  our  braTC  army,  tnuy  ea^iily  be  ima- 
gined, aod  none  felt  more  keenly  tiie  anxie^. I 
uf  auch  a  moment  than  Fnmcesca. 

Claud   all  kindnees   and  anxiety  rode  over'  ^ 

every  day  to  the  Town  of to    bring  her 

the  latest  intelligence,  and  she  would  remain  ' 
UDtilhis  return  inastateofpitiableuervoueness 
and  restlessness,  wandering  about  from  room 
to  room,  inio  the  gallery  and  corridor,  weeping 
over  her  baby  or  in  the  arms  of  her  kind  Aunt 
who  strove  to  strengthen  and  support  her, 
Guilia  she  scarcely  saw,  and  when  tbey  did 
meet,  her  own  absorption  of  mind,  prevented 
her  Doling  or  caring  for  ought  of  coldness  or 
lack  of  kindness  in  her  sister's  manner. 

At   length  it  was  the  third  evening   since 
the  first  if  toUigcnce  had   reached   them,  and 
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Claud  was  later  than  usual  in  returning  from 
D .  Francesca  stood  in  the  gallery  listen- 
ing to  every  sounds  most  agitated  and  nervous. 
A  moment  after,  however,  he  appeared  before 
her  somewhat  unexpectedly,  for  Giulia  had 
just  passed  through,  and  not  being  able  to 
avoid  remaining  to  say  a  few  words  to  her 
<listressed  young  sister,  had  diverted  her  at- 
tention for  a  few  moments ;  Giulia  however, 
paused  when  her  husband  entered. 

**  Francesca  I"  he  exclaimed,  '^  a  glorious 
battle  has  been  fought,  and  your  husband  we 
have  every  reason  to  hope,  is  safe  and  well.'' 

Francesca  lifted  up  her  eyes  in  gratitude  to 
Him  who  she  had  been  taught  to  fear  and  love 
as  the  Author  of  all  good,  and  then  the  tears 
gushed  from  her  eyes,  and  with  the  natural 
impulse  of  her  heart  on  any  sudden  overflow 
of  grief  or  joy,  she  sprang  forward  to  pour 
them  forth  on  some  kind  and  sympathizing 
bosomu  True  her  sister  stood  by,  but  alas !  it 
was  not  to  her  that  she  felt  inclined  to  turn 
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for  participatioii  in  her  tiHmkmfaiag;  no 
der  then,  that  she  threw  hersdf  iitto  die  wobb 
of  her  kind  friend,  the  iiidii]|tait»  rffeetiiiMie 
playmate  of  her  earlieil  day»— A^  warn 
hearted  brother,  who  had  troogllt  her  the 
blessed  tidings  I  And  none  of  tiie  now  asBBih 
bled  group  who  had  hurried  together  at  die 
report  oC  the  joyfol  intdl^ieBoe,  thoo^  of 
looking  upon  the  aoCioii  at  that  nxMMBtlii 
any  other  light,  than  the  natural  ™piplp^  ef 
her  innocent,  grateful  heart— not  even  the 
starch  Mrs.  Rivers,  who  had  witnessed  the 
scene,  tears  glistening  in  her  usually  stern  eyes. 
But  there  is  no  deed,  however  harmless  and 
guiltless  in  itself,  which  may  not  be  turned,  so 
as  to  be  used  as  a  weapon  for  calumny  and  mis- 
chief. One  indeed  whose  jaundiced  eyes 
viewed  the  scene,  saw  it  in  a  different  light, 
and  turned  away  with  a  dark  and  offended 
air. 

As  for   Claud,   what  might  have  been   his 
feelings,  when  he  felt  once  more  the  fair  arms 
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of  his  dear  little  playmate  round  his  neck,  it  in 
difficult  to  assert,  but  he  only  laughed  and 
coloured,  as  he  used  to  do  when  a  boy,  after 
such  little  ebullitions  of  feeling  in  his  young 
companion.  When  Francesca  had  extricated 
herself  from  his  arms  she  turned  to  her  aunt, 
who  had  joined  the  party. 

'^  Mrs.  fiivers,  we  must  make  some  rejoicing 
to-night,''  said  Claud  soon  after,  "  pray  let  the 
servants  hive  a  dance  in  the  hall,  and  plenty 
of  wine  or  punch,  or  whatever  they  like,  to 
drink  the  health  of  our  brave  hero." 

His  orders  were  obeyed.  About  nine  o'clock 
Mrs.  Rivers  appeared  in  the  library,  and  with 
grave  formality  requested  the  ladies  to  honour 
the  hall  with  their  presence,  the  household 
being  anxious  to  testify  their  respect,  by  drink- 
ing the  respective  healths  of  the  family  ;  and 
Lfady  de  Crespigny  signifying  her  pleasure  to 
agree  to  this  request,  Claud  ran  up  stairs  to 
sununon  Francesca  and  Mrs.  Gordon  to  join 
their  party. 
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He  found  them  watching  over  tbc  baby  tit 
the  absence  of  its  nurses,  who  were  joining 
the  reveby  below,  but  the  young  gentlemoBr 
as  if  eharing  in  the  general  excitement,  bad 
nwakencfi,  anil  was  defeating  their,  not  very 
expert  attempts,  to  restore  him  to  his  slum- 
bers. 

Claud,  laughingly,  insisted  that  the  baby 
should  accompany  them,  and  return  thanks  for 
hie  father,  whose  warlike  deeds  were  now  in 
celebration,  and  France  sea  delightedly  ao- 
quiesced. 

They  wrapped  the  iniant  in  its  clmsteiung 
mantle,  put  on  its  smartest  cap,  and  soon  joined 
Lady  de  Crespigny,  who  received  her  little 
nephew  with  no  great  cordiality  ;  remarkisg 
coldly  that  she  thought  such  late  hours  must 
be  extremely  injurious  to  the  child. 

The  party  proceeded  to  the  hall.  Claud 
having  relieved  the  little  mother  of  the  bur- 
den of  her  babe  on  approaching  the  assembled 
household,  exctuioed,  holding  up  the  infant  to 
their  view — 
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*^  Here,  good  people,  is  a  young  gentleman, 
who,  as  the  son  of  Colonel  Vavasour,  one  of 
our  Waterloo  heroes,  begs  to  propose  a  toast ; 
at  least,  I  will  give  it  in  his  name.^ 

There  was  a  murmur  amongst  the  domes- 
tics of — 

^^  Grod  bless  the  pretty  creature !''  and  the 
glasses  being  filled,  they  added  to  the  proposed 
toast.  ^^  Long  live  the  son  of  the  gallant  Colo- 
nel Vavasour — may  he  be  as  brave  as  his 
father.'' 

Every  heart  was  excited  to  greater  enthu- 
siasm, by  the  sight  of  the  glistening  eyes  of 
the  fair  young  mother,  who  took  her  child 
from  Claud,  and  pressed  it  to  her  heart,  half 
tears,  half  smiles. 

Some  one  of  the  party  in  the  excitement  of 
the  moment,  exclaimed — 

^^  Long  live  our  young  heir,  the  future  Baron 
de  Crespigny  1" 
But    this,    Franceisea    felt,    was,     indeed, 

going  too  far,  to  be  very  pleasing  either  to 
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Claud  or  her  aster ;  and  meeliiig  Mnu  BifoA 
eje,  she  shook  her  head  u  if  in  oga  that  rfi9 
should  stop  it;  at  the  saae'  tiaasr  gmm  Aft 
baby  to  the  nurse  to  be  canned  oC 

The  healths  of  the  Banmett  and  Mr.  Bmt- 
ilton  were  then  drank  with  great  pnypnefyy 
and  afterwards  fcdlowed  that  of  Ifn.  Ymfr 
sour. 

In  spite  of  the  prejudice  ooobmhi  to  servaata 
in  favour  of  their  reigmng  master  or  mistresa 
— particularly,  when  there  is  any  spirit  of 
rivalry  existing  in  an  establishment,  one  party, 
perhaps,  being  considered  interlopers  by  the 
other—the  feelings  of  the  household  of  Shirley 
Hall,  all  inclined  in  love  and  admiration  to  the 
amiable  Francesca.  The  fact  of  her  being  a 
mother,  whilst  the  Baroness  had,  as  yet,  given 
no  hopes  of  such  an  event,  greatly  increased 
their  interest  concerning  her. 

But  there  was  one  amongst  them,  however, 
in  whom  the  evil  genuis  of  the  place  had  con- 
trived to  infuse  a  portion  of  her  baneful  spirit. 


THE  BOSOM  FRIRND.  131 

She  was  an  Italian— the  woman  who  was  men- 
tioned as  accompanying  Nice  to  the  chapel,  at 
the  commencement  of  the  story. 

She  had  been,  by  the  interest  of  Nice,  raised 
to  the  situation  of  lady's  maid  to  Lady  de 
Crespigny  on  her  marriage.  Resembling  her- 
self greatly  in  character  the  Italian  girl  found 
her  countrywoman,  an  easy,  and  willing  tool 
to  assist  in  all  her  foul  purposes.  Everything 
inadvertently  said  by  the  servants,  which  might 
add  fuel  to  the  unhappy  Giulia's  jealousy,  waj* 
whispered  artfully  into  her  ear ;  and  the  natu- 
ral and  excusable  feeling  of  anxiety,  on  the 
subject  of  being  a  mother,  was  becoming  daily, 
an  insufferable  torture,  which  deepened  the 
aversion  with  which  the  wretched  sister  began 
to  regard  the  poor  Francesca.  And  this  night 
to  have  seen  Claud  with  the  child  in  his  arms 
before  the  whole  assembled  household!  and 
then,  to  hear  it  hailed  as  the  future  Baron  de 
Crespigny !  The  remembrance  goaded  her 
almost  to  frenzy,   and  it  scarcely  required  the 
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additiou,  of  Nice  and  tho  Italian  servant's  in- 
einuatioDS,  of  the  reoiarks,  and  the  effect  which 
the  scene  had  produced  amongst  the  domeetics, 
to  render  her  feelings  more  fierce  and  bitter. 
The  very  sight  of  the  child,  henceforth — parti- 
cularly when  noticed  hy  her  husband — was  to^ 
ture  not  to  be  endured. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


"  Contention        .        .        •        . 
Madly  hath  broke  loose 
And  bean  down  all  before  him." 


Shakspbiub. 


A  fortnight  had  passed. 

Francesca  had  not  been  well;  and  was  or- 
dered extreme  quiet — a  circumstaQce  which 
had  served  Mrs.  Gordon  and  herself^  as  an  ex- 
cuse during  the  last  few  evenings,  for  keeping  to 
their  private  apartments,  and  to  decline  join- 
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ing  the  rest  of  tht;  party  lu  the  librarj-.  This 
was  a  great  relief  to  Mrs.  Gordon  and  her 
young  niece,  for  of  late,  so  ominous  a  gloom 
had  gathered  around  the  party  below,  their 
intercourse  hadaesumed,  imperceptibly,  so  dis- 
agreeable a  footing,  that  Franccsca  and  her 
aunt,  were  only  too  glad  to  oonfiie  them- 
selves to  the  peaceful  serenity  of  their  own 
cheerful  rooms,  where  they  bad  constant  in- 
terest in  the  little  babci  who,  every  day  be- 
came more  dear  to  both  the  little  mama,  and 
great  aunt. 

The  fact  wns  that  having  succeeded  in 
shaking  the  confidence  of  the  miserable 
Giulia,  in  the  honour  and  constancy  of  her 
husband's  love,  it  was  easy  for  the  wicked 
Nice  to  increase  her  dominion  over  her  mis- 
guided friend.  All  the  household  began  to 
feel  the  effects  of  her  power,  and  to  discern  who 
was  fast  becoming  the  reigning  nustress. 

Poor  Claud  had  been  ag»n  annoyed  by  an- 
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Other   painfiil   contest   with   Giulia,    one    in 
which  however  he  had  remained  firm. 

She  had  informed  him  that  the  uncle  of  her 
friend  Nice,  had  written  to  be^  that  he  might 
visit  his  niece,  and  requested  her  husband's 
acquiescence  to  her  receiving  him  for  a  few 
days. 

To  this  Claud  had  placed  a  decided  veta 
"  Your  friend,  Giulia,"  he  said,  "  you 
retain  against  my  known  wishes;  let  us  at 
least  be  free  from  your  friends  friendsy  parti- 
cularly one  of  whose  Jesuitical  machinations 
I  do  not  wish  my  wife  again  to  become  the 
mark.  Indeed,  I  consider  it  my  duty  towards 
all  within  this  house,  to  forbid  his  entrance 
into  it." 

Nice  had  been  quite  prepared  for  this  re- 
fusal ;  she  wished  only  for  a  further  opportu- 
nity to  widen  the  encreasing  breach  between 
the  husband  and  wife  by  the  opposition  which 
she  knew  Claud  would  make  to  her  uncle's 
proposed  visit,  an  opposition  for  which  she  anJ 
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her  relative  had  provided  a  counteracting  ^- 
pedieut. 

From  that  time  matters  became  darker  and  1 
darker.  Giulia  became  gloomy  and  morose  t 
in  the  extreme.  After  the  ahorlest  absence 
of  her  husband  from  her  prosence,  she  would  ' 
greet  him  with  a  countenance  of  reproach  and  i 
auapicion. 

For  the  last  tew  days,  ahe  had  been  closeted 
for  hours  with  Nice  in  her  sitting'  room,  and 
there  had  even  passed  half  the  night.  To 
Claud's  enquiries  aa  to  the  cause  of  these 
strange  proceedings,  his  questions  had  been 
received  b^  Giulia  with  evident  embarrass- 
ment and  perturbation.  He  could  not  much 
longer  endure  this  state  of  domestic  aSairs — 
he  was  detemuned  to  take  some  decided 
measmre  to  put  a  stop  to  it. 

In  the  meantime  it  was  but  natural  that  he 
should  often  seek  the  companionship  of  those 
kind  and  gentle  beings,  whose  presence  was 
like   sunshine  afler  storms,  and  with   whom 
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he  experienced  cheerfulness  and  peace^  smiles 
and  innocent  gaiety  in  exchange  for  the  chilling 
constraint  of  gloom,  and  far  worse,  the  com- 
panionship of  the  serpent,  who  was  poisoning 
the  atmosphere  of  his  home. 

On  the  night  we  have  before  mentioned 
the  trio  sat  in  the  gloomy  library. 

Claud  had  been  wandering  out  of  doors 
after  dinner  on  that  fine  Jane  evening.  He 
would  fain  have  invited  Giulia  to  have  accom- 
panied him — his  was  a  heart  that  could  not 
endure  this  miserable  manner  of  existing  with 
one  whom  he  had  wished  to  love.  Fain  would 
he  have  tried  the  influence  of  the  calm, 
balmy  eveoing  to  soften  her  heart,  and  bring 
her  back  to  reason. 

He  remembered  that  when  a  girl,  he  had 
often  dispelled  the  gloom  from  her  brow  by  a 
few  kind  words.  But  now  she  was  with  the 
Italian  girl,  and  he  would  only  doubtless  have 
had  to  endure  the  basilisk  glance  which  would 
triumphantly  accompany  a  cold  gloomy  excuse 
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from  the  Baroneaa,  So  he  had  wandered  out 
alone— the  outward  peace  and  beauty  of  all 
around,  only  making  hia  hemt  feel  heavier, 
and  more  oppressed.  Solitude  brought 
it  even  more  troubled  and  repining  thougliU^ 
He  reflected  upon  the  fiite  he  was  now  endur- 
ing—a  just  retribution  for  having  thus  sacrificed 
himself,  and  for  what  ?  How  gladly  wonld 
he  have  exchanged  ell  this  gilded  miser}'  for 
his  relinquished  poverty  and  independence— 
his  life  of  freedom,  cheered  hy  the  fresli 
bright  hopes  of  youth — alisl  now  destroyed 
for  ever !  —  happy,  unfettered  days  of 
peace! 

*'  Mother  I  Mother  V  the  unhappy  young 
man  murmured,  as  sadly  he  returned  with 
slow,  lingering  steps  towards  his  dismal  home— 
"  This  has  been  your  work — but  it  was  done 
in  fancied  kindness." 

His  heart  ever  softened  when  he  thought  of 
a  mother  he  so  fondly  loved,  and  to  reproach 
faer  for  any  act,  he  would  have  deemed  sa- 
crilege. 


all 
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As  Claud  approached  nearer  to  the  house, 
he  heard  a  voice  at  the  window  above 
his  head,  and  looking  up,  he  saw  Francesca 
with  her  baby  in  her  arms.  She  spoke  to  him 
a  few  cheerful  words,  to  which  he  answered, 
but  soon  turned  away.  He  was  not  even  in 
spirits  to  speak  to  her.  Indeed  the  sight  of 
her  affectionate  countenance  seemed  only  to 
render  him  still  more  sad.  He  entered  the 
library,  and  exerted  himself  to  strive  to  draw 
Giulia  into  conversation. 

Once  or  twice  he  saw  her  eyes  turned  to- 
wards him  with  an  expression  of  affection  not 
to  be  mistaken — her  voice  assuming  a  tender 
softening  tone  when  he  spoke  to  her,  and  she 
was  obliged  to  make  a  reply;  but  soon  a 
chiUing  constraint  again  crept  over  them, 
as  a  few  significantly  uttered  words,  or 
a  silent  glance  of  the  glittering  eyes  watching 
them,  would  make  the  husband  and  wife  feel 
the   blighting  presence  of  the  third  person. 
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At  length,  Claud,  in  despiur,  giving  up  tht^ 
attempt,  took  up  a  book. 

But  wliilst  his  CJC3  were  fixed  on  the 
volume,  his  mind  was  waxing  into  impatience 
— he  would  endure  no  longer  this  wretched 
manner  of  existing. 

Suddenly  he  dashed  aside  the  book— arose 
— and  with  a  heated  countenance  left  the  room. 

Claud  was  not  so  constituted  as  to  feel  any 
inclination  to  betake  himBclf  to  loneliness  to 
brood  over  hia  troubles.  To  hia  warm,  open 
heart  accustomed  to  Bociability  and  companion- 
ship, solitude  under  hie  present  feelings  was 
insupportable.  He  knew  there  was  one  por- 
tion of  that  old  house — whose  dismal  sdllnew 
as  he  passed  trom  the  dark  library  oppressed 
him  more  than  ever  with  its  gloom — in  which 
he  was  sure  to  find  light,  loveliness  and  cheer- 
fulneaa. 

He  had  often  of  late  found  himaelf  almost 
unconsciously  bencUng  his  steps  thither — and 
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there  he  now  betook  himself.  Claud  passed 
down  the  Eastern  Corridor,  and  knocking  at 
the  school-room  door,  .opened  it,  and  entered. 

Francesca  was  reclining  somewhat  pensively 
on  the  sofa,  looking  at  her  husband's  picture 
which  she  held  in  her  hand ;  it  was  her  sole 
companion,  for  her  aunt  had  retired  to  bed, 
having  a  severe  head-ache.     Francesca  held 
out  her  hand  to  Claud  in  welcome,  and  said 
she  was  delighted  to  see  him,  for  she  was  be- 
ginning  to   feel  very   lonely;  but   when  he 
had  seated  himself,  and  endeavoured  to  speak 
in    his  usual   tone,   she   soon   found    by   his 
troubled,  harassed  expression  and  forced  spirits 
that  something  was  amiss. 

She  had  only  that  evening,  as  she  watched 
him  from  the  w  indow,  walking  so  sad  and  soli- 
tary, remarked  with  a  sigh  to  her  aunt,  that 
"  poor  Claud  looked  very  unhappy,  and  that 
it  made  her  quite  wretched  to  see  him  so 
changed  in  spirits,  as  he  had  been  of  late.'* 
From  an  instinctive   delicacy  between  the 
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aunt  and  niece,  they  hiul  !i9  roncli  aa  posea 
refrained  from  talkin;;  over  the  domestic  affi 
of  tbosc,  amongst  whom  thejr  were  dwellings  l 
but  as  guDets,  and  still  more  ditl  they  shrink 
from  inviting  the  confidence  of  Claud— whoee 
aituatioa  neverthelose  greatly  excited  tfadr 
sympathy  —  fttill  Francosca  could  not 
wholly  refrain  from  venting  a  (Mirtion  of  her 
indignant  feeliuga,  upon  the  true  aource  of 
all  [his  evil,  and  wlahing  fervently  that  some- 
thing coiild  he  done,  to  put  an  end  to 
Nice's  pernicioue  influence.  She  even  pro- 
posed to  her  aunt  that  she  should  write  to 
Mr.  Hamilton,  and  ask  bim  to  come  down  and 
assist  bis  eon  in  his  di6Scult  position.  Bnt 
Mrs.  Gordon  was  Bcrupulous  in  thus  interfer- 
ing in  so  delicate  a  business.  She  thoogbt  it 
more  expedient  to  leave  it  to  Claud's  own  good 
sense  and  firmness,  on  which  she  much  relied, 
to  arrest  the  farther  progress  of  this  most 
dangerous  state  of  affiurs. 

Acting  on  this    principle,  Francesca  even 
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now — though  it  grieved  her  gentle  heart  to  see 
her  once  joyous  playmate  so  evidently  suffer- 
ing from  distress  of  mind,  and  would  have 
readily  offered  him  her  sympathy,  even  her 
tears  —  now  rather  strove  to  divert  his 
attention  from  his  grievances,  by  her  innocent 
cheerftilness  and  playful  conversation. 

Claud  endeavoured  at  first  to  meet  her  in 
her  design,  for  he  felt  its  kind  intent,  but  pre- 
sently found  himself  gazing  in  silent  abstraction 
on  Francesca,  who  soon  saw  the  necessity  of 
still  further  exertion  on  her  part,  and  as  her 
companion's  spirits  sunk  lower  and  lower,  she 
chatted  on,  her  silvery  voice  sounding 
sweetly  on  his  ear. 

These  might  have  been  dangerous  moments 
to  a  person  under  less  trying  circumstances 
than  Claud,  and  many  an  extenuating  thought 
might  easily  have  suggested  itself,  in  order  to 
lull  his  conscience  into  the  passive  admittance 
of  feelings,  fatal  to  his  peace  and  rectitude  of 
mind.     Alone  with  that  lovely  young  creature 
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deliver  them  from  the  temptations,  which  in 
the  hour  of  weakness,  msj  assail  the  firmest 
mind.  Perhaps,  it  was  the  knowledge  of  his  own 
weakness,  which  caused  the  young  man  to 
tura  abruptly  from  Francesca,  and  lean  his 
head  upon  his  hauii,  and  remain  for  a  few 
moments    silent — 

■■  Pale  — mule — and  mournfullj  .wdate." 

Francesca  rallied  him  on  his  ill-humor,  as 
she  playfully  chose  to  term  his  sadness,  till 
he  was    able    to    smile     even,  at  lenjrth,  by 
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that  "  plajfuliiess  of  sorrow,"  to  which  we 
before  alluded,  was  he  moved  to  laughter  — 
laughter,  even  at  the  wretchedness  of  his  own 
heart. 

But  no  longer  able  to  repress  his  pent  up 
feelings,  he  exclaimed — 

"  Francesca,  I  am,  indeed,  very  wretched !" 

^'  Oh  I  dear  Claud !  do  not  say  so  I*'  she  cried, 
in  a  tone  of  anxious  kindness,  which  quite 
overcame  his  equanimity. 

'^  Yes,  Francesca,  most  miserable ;  and  I 
can  bear  it  no  longer.  *  And  then,  energeti- 
cally, almost  passionately,  he  poured  forth  all 
his  complaints;  declaring,  that  if  Giulia 
persisted  any  longer  in  allowing  Nice  to 
remain    with   her,  he   must    leave  his  home. 

"  Giulia,"  he  added,  much  excited,  "  is 
rapidly  estranging  my  affections  from  her  by 
the  conduct  she  pursues ;  she  must  soon 
make  her  choice — decide  which  she  will  re- 
tain— her  friend  or  her  husband!' 

Francesca  wa*)  much  distressed ;  she  strove 

VOL  ni.  H 
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to  allay  his  violi-nt  ngitation,  by  gentle,  per- 
siinsivc  words  She  implored  him  to  be  tike 
himself,  good  and  gentle,  and  hcsoii^ht  him 
to  consult  his  father,  who,  no  doubt,  wouW 
I»ut  an  end  tw  all  hia  annoyancea  by  judicious 
advice.  Above  all  she  implored  him  not  to 
deprive  Giulia  of  his  love, 

"  That  would  be  very — very  wrong,  dear 
Claud,"  she  added,  "  for  remember  she  is  your 
wife — you  must  mnlcB  allowances  for  her. 
Giulia  is,  I  am  quite  convinced,  nnder  the 
influence  of  an  evil  poner;  when  that  is  re- 
moved all  will  no  doubt  be  well.  Giulia 
loves  you,  Claud,  I  am  sure,  moat  devotedly." 

WTiilat  France Bca  spoke,  Claud  eat,  hia 
elbow  resting  on  the  little  table  beside  her, 
hie  brow  leaning  upon  his  hand.  She  had 
bent  forwnrda  to  note  the  effect  her  worda 
were  producing  on  hia  half  averted  counte- 
nance, and  had  placed  her  hand  gently  on  his 
arm  to  add  ener'Q'  to  her  perauasion,  when, 
ut  that  very  moment,  the  door  opened,  and 
Giulia  Btood  before  them. 
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Francesca  was  on  the  point  of  ^claiming 
cheerfiiUy, 

"  Ah,  Giiilia,  are  you  come  to  look  after 
your  husband  ?*  but  Nice  was  close  behind  her 
friend,  and  the  sight  of  that  countenance 
seemed  to  freeze  the  words  on  her  tongue. 
Then  it  was  that  Francesca  also  observed  the 
deadly  pallor  of  her  sister's  countenance,  but 
she  saw  it  only  for  an  instant. 

Nice  had  advanced  no  further  than  the 
door,  which  she  stood  holding  open  with  a 
fiendish  sneer  upon  her  face— the  next  moment 
Giulia  had  turned  away,  and  passed  through 
it,  and  the  door  closed  upon  them  both. 

"  You  see,  Francesca,  how  it  is — is  this  to 
be  supported  ?"  Claud  exclaimed,  after  they 
had  gazed  upon  each  other  in  silent  dismay. 

"  It  is  indeed  dreadful,*'  replied  Fran- 
cesca, tearfully,  imagining  that  it  was 
the  unexpected  sight  of  Claud,  with  whom 
she  must  have  had  some  serious  quarrel  that 
had  caused  this  most  singular  conduct  on 
u  3 
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Giulia's  part — for  it  was  her  eiietom  to  fty 
her  sister  a  formal  visit  evcrj  night  preTiouely 
to  retiring  to  real,  therefore  her  ftppcarance 
waa  not  unuaiiat.  Whether  or  not  Claud 
suspected  otherwise,  certain  it  was,  that  he 
became  still  more  troubled  than  before,  and 
almost  immediately  wished  Frouccsca  good- 
night, and  departed. 
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CHAPTER    XX. 


*  The  mother  raw,  and  loughe  her  heir, 

She  MW  the  nunc,  like  ocm  poueu 

With  wringiag  huidi,  end  liDhbing  bieaat, 

fMin  aome  disatler  hu  bcfel  i 

Sptak,  niuK !  I  hope  the  bof  is  well  ?" 

Gat*!!  FnaLti. 


Tub  foUowing  morning  Mrs.  Gordon  entered 
Francesca's  room  with  a  letter  in  her  hand 
the  contents  of  which  filled  her  niece  with 
dismay,  and  greatly  perplexed  and  distresaed 
berael£ 

Her  late  huAbaod  had  left  an  only  sister, 
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very  much  his  junior ;  she  had  made  an 
fnrtunnte  marriage,  and  now  was  dyin^  child- 
lees,  nearly  frieodIc83,  and  beaidea  her  brother's 
widow  she  had  qodc  to  care  for  her. 

The  dying  womRD  ha<1  sent  an  affecting 
appeal  to  Mrs.  Gordon  to  come  to  her.  It  wae 
a  request,  against  which  the  kind  lady's  feelings 
of  compassion  forbade  her  to  close  her  ears ; 
she  also  remembered  the  last  wishes  of  her 
husband,  who  mjidc  her  promise  on  his  death- 
bed never  to  forsake  his  sister.  But  to  leave 
Francesca  equally  militated  agtuost  her  iacli- 
nation,  and  her  ideas  of  duty.  However  her 
young  niece  greatly  aided  her  to  decide,  after  her 
own  first  scllish  feelings  of  conBtemation  had 
somewhat  abated,  at  the  idea  of  losing  her  aunt's 
society.  ShesawatoDcethatitwaeonlyoonsider^ 
ation  for  herself  which  made  her  waver  in  her 
determination,  and  the  good  feeling  of  Fraa^ 
cesca,  soon  placed  the  matter  in  a  proper  light 
before  her  mind. 
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.  A  dying,  friendlessy  woman  !  was  she  not  to 
be  considered  before  herself — what  claims  had 
she  on  her  aunt's  presence  to  rival  this  appeal  ? 
She  was  certain  her  husband  would  have 
viewed  the  subject  in  the  sume  manner. 

The  calm  reasoning  of  this  young,  but  sensi- 
ble being,  soon  decided  Mrs.  Gordon,  and  al- 
though the  resolution  caused  her  the  greatest 
pain,  she  determined  to  go. 

It  was  impossible  to  contemplate  leaving 
JPraucesca  under  the  present  uncomfortable 
circumstances  without  extreme  annoyance. 
She  however  knew  little  of  the  real  extent  of 
t)ie  mischief  which  was  accumulating  around 
the  poor  young  wife;  discomfort  was  the 
greatest  evil  which  Mrs.  Gordon  dreaded  for 
her,  and  she  would  fain  have  warded  from  her 
dearly  loved  niece  every  shadow  of  even  an- 
noyance, by  her  exertions  and  support 

Francesca  had  imparted  to  her  aunt  the  ac- 
count of  her  scene  with  Claud  the  night  before, 
and  the  extraordinary   conduct    of    Giulia, 
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which  much  perplexed  Mrs.  Gordon ;  however, 
she  was  inclined  to  put  the  same  construction 
upon  the  subject  as  Francesca  had  done,  in 
her  innocent  recitaL 

Buonaparte's  fall  seeming  now  certain,  • 
nearer  prospect  would  be  afforded  to  Colonel 
Vavasour  of  being  at  liberty  ;  and  before  her 
departure,  Mrs.  Gordon  wrote  to  inform  him 
nf  the  unfortunate  crcnt  wliicli  obliged  her  to  i 

leave  Franccsca  for  a  time.  She  added  th&tr^^H 
she  hoped  if  there  were  no  chance  of  hia  re- 
turning immediately  to  England,  he  would 
authorise  her  to  make  some  alteration  in  the 
arrangements  he  had  made  for  his  wife,  for 
■he  considered  that  her  removal  from  Shirley 
Hall  would,  for  many  reasons,  be  expedient. 

Claud  heard  of  Mr&  Gordon's  intended  de- 
parture with  grave  regret. 

On  taking  leave  uf  Giulia,  her  aunt,  who 
had  not  seen  her  for  some  days,  was  struck 
with  the  alteration  in  her  looks,  and  with  the 
expression   of  her  dilated  eyes,   and  anxious 
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countenance.  She  professed  no  sorrow  or  sur- 
prise at  her  aunt's  departure,  and  with  a  cold, 
distrustful  air  received  her  kind  parting  ex- 
pressions of  anxiety  concerning  her  health. 
Mrs.  Grordon  would  fain  have  said  more  on 
many  subjects,  but  the  presence  of  Nice  ren- 
dered it  impossible  to  speak  openly.  She  re- 
marked to  Claud  afterwards  upon  the  ill  looks 
of  the  Baroness.  With  an  air  of  grave  determi- 
nation, he  replied,  that  he  should  go  to  Lon- 
don in  a  few  days,  and  hoped  to  take  some 
effectual  method  of  restoring  Giulia  to  herself. 

With  Mrs.  Rivers,  Mrs.  Gordon  had  also 
«ome  private  conversation.  To  her  especial 
care  she  recommended  Francesca,  to  whom 
she  gave  some  parting  advice  with  regard 
to  her  conduct  during  this  unavoidable  absence. 

"  I  would  have  you  endeavour  to  seek  your 
sister's  society  as  much  as  possible,  dearest, 
both  at  meals  and  in  the  evening  when  well 
enough;  it  may  be  disagreeable  to  your  feelings, 
but  it  is  better  than  your  being  all  day  alone, 
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and  yoa   cannot   now    liavc  Mi.  Hiimiltoo 
your  companion." 

No  more  was  neeeaeary  she  knew  to  say  on 
that  subject ;  indeed  ii"  Francesca's  innocent 
heart  did  not  undcratand  the  full  forc«  of 
this  arj^umsnt,  she  relied  implicitly  on  Clsad's 
diecrctioD  and  nglit  judgment. 

Mrs.  Gorduu  quitted  Shirley  with  the  same 
feeling  of  ominous  depression,  which  had  «o 
saddened  her  heart  when^shefirst  arrived  at  that 
dismal  abode  years  ago,  to  take  upon  beiBelf 
the  charge  of  the  two  young  beings  she 
was    now  leaving. 

And  poor  Francesca!  painful  were  her  sensa- 
tions of  loneliness  t  All  that  day  she  saw  no 
one,  but  her  child  and  its  attendants,  except- 
ingindeed  Mrs.  Rivers,  who  respecttiillj  recom- 
mended her  to  take  a  drive.  Fraoceaca  how- 
ever felt  no  inclination  to  do  so.  The  weather 
was  hot  and  sultry.  She  saw  Claud  occauon- 
ally  from  the  window,  sauntering  slowly  over 
the  lawn,  but  be  would  only  glance  quickly 
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towards  her  with  a  serious  expression  of  coun- 
tenance. She  did  not  go  down  to  dinner^  nor 
in  the  evening,  for  the  baby  was  not  very  well. 
The  next  day  the  child  still  continued  ailing, 
and  her  anxiety  for  him  was  increased  by  the 
grave  looks  of  the  old  nurse  who  superintended 
the  charge  of  the  little  boy ;  once,  upon 
Francesca's  entering  the  nursery,  she  found 
Mrs.  Rivers  there  speaking  in  a  tone  of  grave 
reproof.  On  her  leaving  the  room,  Mrs.  Vava- 
sour enquired  what  was  the  matter — "  I  am 
sure,"  she  added,  ^^  something  is  amiss,  for  both 
you  nurse  and  Hannah  have  looked  the  picture 
of  misery  and  mystery  the  whole  of  the  day — 
you  do  not  I  trust  tliink  my  baby  .very  ill?" 
The  nurse  shook  her  head  and  then  said — 
"  My  dear  young  lady,  in  spite  of  what 
Mrs.  Kivers  says,  1  think  it  my  duty  to  speak 
out.  There  is  great  enmity  and  jealousy  in 
this  house  against  those  who  don't  deser>'e  it  — 
but  we  all  kuow  who  is  at  the  bottom  of 
all  the  mischief — and  so  does  Mrs.  Kivers,  if 
she  cliose  to  say  so,  and  those  wicked  Italians 
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■hould  not  be  allowed  to  plot  againet  ^e  nKl 
nofeot." 

"  ^Vhat  (io  you  mcsD?"  cried  Franceses  i 
fpri^at  aJiirm. 

The   nurse    theo  proceeded   to   inform  1m 
thfit  ever  sluoe  the  rejoicings  after  the  battle, 
there  bad  been  very  disagreeable  words  down 
etaird    amoncrgt    the   ser^'ants,  for  Martiiccia, 
Lady  de  Crcapigny'a  maid,  had  reported  that 
her  Iftdyahip  waa  mueh   offended  nt  the  obild 
having  been  toasted  as  tbe  heir,  and  the  Italian 
had  abusfd  Francesca's  footman,  who  had  been 
the  person  who  gave  the  toast.     "  They  quar- 
relled," tbe  nurse  continued,  "  and  in  her  rage, 
Martuccia  said,  that  our  beautiful  boy,  who  is 
getting  on  so  well,  and  is  larger  than  many 
children,  twice  his  age,  would  never  thrive — was 
a  puny  creature ;  not  very  likely,  ^e  added, 
(with  the  sneer  of  a  fiend)  ever  to  be  tk^  heir 
that  they  would  see  whether  he  would  or  not ; 
and  sure  it  is  that  ever  since  that  time  the 
child  has  been  wling." 
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Francesca  listened  with  blanched  cheeks. 
"  And,"  continued  nurse,  "  God  forgive  me 
for  the  notion,  but  I  have  never  been  happy 
in  my  mind,  since  the  nursery  maid  told  me, 
that  Martuccia    stopped    her  the   other  day, 
when  she  was  carrying  a  jug  of  milk  for  the 
baby's  food,   and   taking   it   irom   her    hand, 
drank  from  it.    Had  1  but  known  it,"  cried  the 
old  woman,  vehemently,  her  wrath  rising  with 
the  subject,  "  would  I  not  have  thrown  every 
remaining  drop  out  of  the  window,  and  the 
jug  after  it?     The  very  lips  of  such  a  creature 
as  that,  carry  venom  in  them.     And  then  in 
the  gallery  the  day  before,  when  I  was  walk- 
ing up  and  down  with  the  darling.  La  Signora 
Nice  stopped,  a  thing  she  never  does  to  look 
at  our  boy,  and  she  fixed  her  great  black  eyes 
upon  him,  and  said,  quite  cheerfully,  ^  that  he 
certainly  looked  very  ilL'     1  walked  on,  for  1 
could  not  bear  to  let  her  gaze  in  such  a  manner 
upon  the  child.     The  Baroness  passed  too,  but 
she  walked  on,  and  did  not  even  turn  her  eyes 
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our  way.  Ah,  my  dear  lady,  I  wufa  the 
Colonel  would  come  aud  take  us  away  from  a 
pliicc  whore  we  get  neither  good  nor  welooiae. 
Oh !  thut  we  were  Imt  well  out  of  it  I" 

Fnmcesca  bur^t  iuto  tears.  The  nunc  wept 
alfto. 

"  If   I  were  you,  Ma'am,'   alie   continued, 
"  I  would  Just  let  us  pacic  up  our  things  and  J 
be  od'  10  Lundon,  or  sgmowlierc,  fw  you  littl«  J 
ihink,  dear  lady,  wiiat  devilry  there  is  in  those  ( 
people.     I  have  seen  enough  of  them  in  my 
duy,  when  my  lord  and  lady  had  those  tribes 
of  Italians  about  them.   There  is  notliing  they 
will  hesitate  to  do,  if  urged  on  by  revenge  or 
jealousy,  and  now  that   we  are  alone  without 
your  aunt,  left  to  their  mercy — ' 

"  Nurse,"  excluimed  the  terrified  younrr 
mother,  '*  1  liave  promised  Colonel  Vavasour 
to  remain  here  till  his  return  — and  I  cannot — 
I  dare  not  break  any  promise  I  have  made  to 
him.  But,"  she  exclaimed  with  sudden  anima- 
tion, "I  will  tell  you  what  I  will  do,  nurse. 
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if  my  child  is  hated  and  abused,  it  shall  not 
stay  here/*  and  the  young  mother's  eyes  flashed 
fire — "  He  shall  go  to  Mrs.  Seymour,  who 
once  asked  me  to  send  him  to  her  if  he  re- 
quired any  change.  There,  he  will,  at  least, 
be  safe  and  kindly  regarded." 

"  That  wiU  be  a  good  plan,"  said  the  nurse, 
brightening  up,  '^  but  still  I  shall  be  loath  to 
leave  you  behind,  dear  lady,  with  all  these 
dreadful  people.'* 

But  Francesca,  at  that  moment,  lost  all 
thought  of  self.  The  mother  s  feelings  now  oc- 
cupied every  idea,  and  influenced  all  her  actions. 
Every  impulse  of  her  nature  was  roused.  She 
was  no  longer  the  timid,  childish  girl,  but 
the  excited  mother,  wlio  would  willingly 
brave  all-  bear  all,  rather  than  a  breath  of 
harm  should  visit  her  child  I  She  sent  for 
Mrs.  Rivers,  and  told  her  what  she  had  de- 
termined. 

The  old  woman  looked  grave  and  perplexed, 
and   advised  Mrs.  Vavasour    to    do    nothing 
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ao  hastily— tried  to  convince  the  nervous. 
fnghteDed  young  creature,  that  more  than 
half  that  the  nuree  had  told  her  waa  merely 
fancy,  but  Fraaceaca  wii»  firm.  She  had  al- 
ready written  to  Mrs.  Seymour,  and  ahedesired 
Mrs.  Rivers  immediately  to  despatch  the  notfi. 
It  waa  as  follows  :— 

"  My  dkah  Gebtrddk, 

"  A\'"tll  you  kindly  receive 
jny  darling  child,  as  you  once  offered  to  do  ? 
He  is  not  well,  but  I  know  he  will  be  safe 
with  you.  I  am  low  and  nervous,  oad  nurse 
has  put  all  sort  of  horrors  into  my  head, 
touching  the  '  mal  occhio.'  If  any  thing  did 
happen  to  him,  and  Ernest  was  never  to  see 
his  boy ! 

"  How  I  wish  I  could  accompany  him,  and 
stay  with  you  at  yimr  pretty,  happy  home,  for 
when  Claud  goes  to  Loudon  what  will  become 
of  me  ?  I  promised  Ernest  that  he  should 
£nd  me  here  -oud  here  I  must  remain,  but 
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may  God  speed   his  retura,  for  I  am  very 
weary  and  miserable,  &C9  &c,  &c" 

An  answer  was  brought  to  her,  which  de- 
cided the  business,  and  the  nurse  commenced 
her  preparations  for  the  departure  of  the  child 
on  the  morrow. 

Francesca  and  Claud  were  standing  that 
evening  at  the  window  in  the  gallery ;  he  was 
talking  in  a  low,  earnest  tone — Francesca  was 
weeping.  She  had  left  her  room  on  hearing 
his  step,  to  ask  him  to  allow  a  pair  of  horses 
to  be  put  to  his  carriage  in  order  to  convey 
her  baby  the  next  morning  to  the  vicarage. 

Claud  looked  surprised  and  grave,  and  asked 
what  were  her  reasons  for  this  strange  deter- 
mination. She  had  turned  away  her  head 
weeping.  She  wished  not  to  grieve  him,  aod 
was  silent. 

Claud  sighed  heavily ;  he  saw  too  well  how 
it  all  was,  and  gravely  and  earnestly  entreated 
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her  to  bciu-  witli  uU  a.  little  longer,  ile  would 
not  a,sk  her,  he  said,  to  retuiua  in  a  houw 
which  must  lie  so  odious,  from  the  (;  induct  of 
thoai!  around  her,  but  he  wiis  determined  that 
slie  should  not  be  driven  from  under  the  roof 
which  he  bad  promised  her  husband  should  be 
a  home  to  her  during  his  absence ;  and  in  a 
few  days  tie  hoped  that  the  a^^ieot  of  affiure 
would  wear  lui  improved  appearance. 

Wliilst  they  were  speaking,  the  dinner  bell 
rang,  and  aa  they  thus  stood  Giulia  issued 
from  the  eastern  corridor  on  her  way  to  the 
dining-room.  She  turned  her  face  towards 
them,  and  Fraucesca  was  shocked  by  seeing 
the  expression  of  utter  wretcbeduess  which 
her  countenance  bespoke.  Forgetting  all  but 
the  natural  impulse  of  her  kind  feeling  heart, 
remembering  that  it  was  her  only  sister 
who  stood  before  her,  she  sprang  forward, 
seized  her  hand,  joined  it  with  that  of 
Claud,  and  exclaimed — 
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"  Dear  Giulia,  be  happy  in  your  husband's 
love — he  loves  you — be  happy  together." 

A  step  was  heard  behind  them,  and,  as  it' 
it  had  been  firom  the  grasp  of  a  viper,  Giulia 
shook  her  hand  from  her  sister's  hold,  and 
passed  on,  followed  by  Nice. 
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CHAPTER   XII. 


"  Now  Ibej  msail  thee,  ui  insi Jioul  bnn<I. 
Awake  I  and  don  tby  rtunlea  puiopir. 
Lot  all  toa  late  uamatked,  their  legiona  itand 
In  open  war,  for  'giinM  the  witcbei; 
Of  falsehood*!  ultered  tongue,  deception'!  ai  t. 
Nought  but  the  taliinun  of  foilh  nuj  charm  thj  bean." 
Harik  Autoikstti  LjlWaKRCE. 


The  next   morning   the   iofuit  with  ita   two 
nuraes  left  Shirley  Hall. 

Poor  Franceaca  had  quite  repented  of  her 
haety  dedsion  vben  the  time  arrived  for  the 
departure  of   her  little   darling,  and  had   it 
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not  been  for  the  old  nurse,  who  would  hear  of 
no  change,  in  a  plan  which  she  thought  so  every 
way  expedient,  the  carriage  would  have  been 
countermanded,  and  the  baby  sent  back  to  its 
nursery. 

The  poor,  young  mother  did  indeed  feel  an 
agonizing  sensation  of  desolation;  it  was  almost 
more  than  she  could  endure,  and  she  began  to 
question  the  wisdom  of  a  step  which  had  been 
taken  in  such  inconsiderate  haste  under  the 
impulse  of  strong  excitement.     In  that  large, 
desolate  house,  no  one  now  remained  who  cared 
for  her,  save  Claud  and  the  old  House-keeper, 
and  the  former  of  late  seemed  rather  to  shun  her 
society.     This  she  considered  but  the  effects  of 
his  own  cares  weighing  upon  his  spirits,  but  cer- 
tainly his  manner  was  somewhat  altered  to- 
wards her — more  constrained,  and  cold,  she 
could  almost  have  fancied ;  and  Mrs.   Rivers, 
though  Francesca  knew  her  heart  was  kindly 
disposed  towards  her,  still  in  her  softest  mood, 
the  old  woman's  bearing  was  severe  and  for- 
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bidding.  Even  when  in  the  firet  paroxysm  of  ' 
Fr&nceaca's  aorrow  after  the  departure  of  the 
child,  and  Mrs.  Rivers  stood  by  in  the  ehariio- 
ter  of  ctHU forte r,  it  was  with  cold  and 
measured  reasoning,  rather  than  soothing  wonls, 
that  she  soi^ht  to  cotnpoee  t)»e  woundin]  henrt  , 
of  the  poor  young  mother.  ' 

Mm.  Rivere  also  took   this  opportnnity  ot'i 
gravely   advising    Mra.    Vavaaour    u{ion   th«   I 
niode  of  conduct  it  would  be  most  advisable  fi^  -^ 
her  to  pursue  under  a  stale    of  affairs  -which 
she   ndded — she  had  hoped  her  old  eyes  would 
never  have  lived  to  behold. 

"  Young  lady,"  she  continued,  *'  let  me  re- 
spectfully surest  to  you,  that  it  wogid  be 
much  more  seemly  in  the  sight  of  the  house- 
hold, if  you  would  appear  at  the  family  meals, 
and  not  ao  entirely  absent  yourself  from 
your  sister's  society — it  gives  rise  to  unpleasant 
talk  amongst  the  servants.  And."  she  concluded 
with  a  marked,  ominous  toneof  warninj;,  "  the 
strictest  discretion,  the   most   cautious    avoid- 
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ance  of  ought  which  in  the  remoteet  de^^ree 
may  seem  to  militate  against  decorum  is  now 
imperatively  required  from  you,  for  truly  you 
are  in  a  nest  of  hornets." 

Poor  Francesca  trembled  at  the  awfiil  man- 
ner in  which  this  speech  was  delivered,  although 
she  guessed  not  its  fearftil  import — She  little 
knew  the  serious  cause  which  had  called  it 
forth — little  was  she  aware,  that  the  worthy 
woman  had  been  deeply  hurt,  by  the  whispered 
insinuations  set  afloat  amongst  the  servants  con- 
cernincr  the  domestic  state  of  the  family,  and 
that  the  miserable  terms  on  which  the  Baroness 
and  her  husband  now  existed,  were  attributed 
to  the  influence  of  the  young  and  innocent 
being,  that  had  wound  herself  so  closely  round 
the  chilled  heart  of  the  old  servant,  who  in- 
deed looked  upon  her  and  her  infant  as  the  last 
remnants  of  the  race  whose  dignity  and  supe- 
riority had  from  her  childhood  been  the  ab- 
sorbing interest  of  her  heart. 


ien 
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Tlie  present  representative  of  the  house  — 
what  a  aad  falling  off  wae  there  I  A  chiidlcs» 
mother,  who  daily  became  more  inacceeeible 
to  all  eave  the  hated  Italian  girl,  and  her  myr- 
midon Martuccia!  All  rule  was  gradually 
usurped  hy  them  ;  and  worse  —  on  the 
score  of  religion,  Mrs,  Kvera  saw  much  mis- 
chief in  prospect,  and  trembled  I  All  this  waa 
bittemesB  to  her,  and  seemed  to  have  encreased 
the  sternness  of  the  old  woman's  nature. 

Francesca  passed  a  day  of  loneliness,  cheered 
however  towards  the  evening  by  a  visit  from 
Claud,  who  brought  her  intelligence  that  the 
allies  were  rapidly  advancing  towards  Paris, 
and  hope  again  brightened  her  henrt.  In  obe- 
dience to  Mrs.  Rivera's  advice,  when  the 
dinner  bell  sounded,  she  descended  to  the 
dining-room. 

The  trio,  consisting  of  the  Baroness,  Claud 
and  Nice,  had  just  sat  down  to  the  wretched 
mockery,  under  such  circumstances,  of  a  meal. 


I 


THB   BOSOM  FRIEND.  169 

when  the  light,  young  form  of  Franceflca,inher 
pure,  white  dress,  and  flowing  hair,  appeared 
amongst  them.  Her  step,  however,  was  less 
buoyant  than  was  her  wont — her  countenance 
somewhat  sad,  as  she  glanced,  with  a  half  timid 
and  doubting  look  on  the  party.  It  was 
the  first  time  for  many  a  day,  that  she  had 
joined  the  repast ;  but  the  servants  had  been 
informed  of  her  intention  of  doing  so  that 
evening,  and  a  seat  was  prepared,  into  which 
she  glided. 

She  was  scarcely  seated,  when  a  move- 
ment took  place  at  the  table.  She  looked 
up,  and  the  servants  stood  staring  in  astonish- 
ment. Lady  de  Crespijrny  with  an  expres- 
sion of  countenance,  never  to  be  forgotten 
by  those  who  beheld  it,  had  risen  slowly — 
the  Italian  girl  did  the  same — and  had  ad- 
vanced towards  the  door,  through  which — the 
attendants  having  recovered  themselves  and 
hastened  to  open  it— they  passed. 

An  awful  pause  succeeded.    Francesca,  turn- 

voL.  in.  I 
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ing  Tery  pate,  glanced  ai  CUud  with  ui  «r  of 

utonishmcnt  uid  dlsmny. 

The  blood  had  nirfied  in  torrente  over  the 
brnw  of  Claud,  whic'u  waa  succeeded  by  in  ex- 
prewion  of  iDdi^unt  noger,  eiicb  w,  {tcrhaps' 
never  before  ba'l  clouded  tlwt  benignaDt  couo- 
lenance.  In  a  voice  uf  etera  comituuiil,  which 
ccboe  J  through  the  spaciouis  room,  ttod  eounded 
Like  thunder  ifl  tlie  deep  stillneee,  he  eddied  lo  , 

the  servnniti  to  bnnd  Mm.  Vavasour  her  soupt,  .^^1 
and  then  continued  liis  own  Jinncr — liis  tremb- 
ling companion  attempting  to  assume  the  ap- 
pearance of  doing  the  same. 

Occosionallj,  whilst  the  servants  reniuQed 
in  the  room,  he  made  some  indifferent  remu-k, 
in  a  voice  as  steady  aud  composed  as  he  could 
command,  to  which  the  low,  faltering:  voice  of 
FranccBCft  attempted  to  respond. 

The  wretched  dinner  at  length  concluded. 

Claud   arose  and  walked    to   tlie  window  ; 

when  he  again  turned  from  it  Francesca  was 

gone.     She  had  returned,    poor  soul,    to  her 
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lonely,  deserted  rooms,  and  there  sat  musing 
through  all  that  bright  summer  evening  with 
vague  misgivings  of  some  undefined  mischief 
hanging  over  her  head,  sighing  for  her  baby, 
and  longing  for  Sunday,  when  Mr.  Seymour 
would  come  over  and  tell  her  all  about  the 
darling  child.  And  when  she  thought  of  her 
husband  I  Oh  I  how  her  terrified  heart  panted 
for  his  presence  I 

She  was  indeed  bereft — all— all  were  gone 
— her  kind  aunt  -  her  last  comfort  —  she  was 
truly  alone  I 

With  a  wan  and  anxious  smile  Francesca 
stretched  out  her  face  to  catch  the  cool  evening 
breeze,  which  was,  she  trusted,  at  the  same 
moment,  breathing  with  its  cooling  fresh- 
ness on  her  husband,  after  a  weary  march  on 
that  sultry  day.  She  would  now  and  then, 
for  a  brief  moment,  lose  h11  thoughts  of  pre- 
sent darkness  in  the  bright  anticipations  of 
his  return,  and  the  remembrance  of  his  love. 

I  3 
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At  length    she    roee,   rang    her  bell, 
Mrs.  Ilivcra  entered. 

Francesca  said  ehe  would  go  to  bed;  it  was 
early,  but  she  had  nolhing  to  keep  her  up. 

"  Your  advice  did  not  turn  out  veiy  pro- 
pitious, my  dear  Mrs.  Rjvera,"  she  said,  with 
a  slight  tunc  of  petulance,  "  my  appeam&ce  at 
dinner  produced  a  very  extraonlinnry  effect." 

Mrn-  Rivers  looked  graver  than  ever — ber 
lip  quivered  as  if  about  to  speak,  but  she  re- 
mained silent  till  Francesca  asked  her  to  send 
her  maid. 

The  housekeeper  then  nsked  her  if  she  would 
allow  her  to  sleep  in  the  adjoining  room  aa  she 
might  feel  it  lonely. 

"  Xo,  dear  Mrs.  Rivers,"  Francesca  replied, 
"  I  have  often  heard  you  say,  that  you  never 
have  slept  in  any  other  than  your  own  apart- 
ment these  hundred  of  years,  and  that  you 
never  could  close  your  eyes  elsewhere ;  so  I 
will  not  allow  you  to  lose  yonr  night's  rest, 
and   I  am  too  intimately  acqu^nted  with  all 
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the  ghosts  in  this  house  to  be  easily  fright- 
ened,*' she  added  snuling.  **  But  I  forgot 
that  I  shall  be  left  alone  to  share  this  corridor 
iiritfa  the  real  evil  spirit  of  this  mansion-so 
perhaps  I  had  better  have  Jane  to  sleep  in  the 
dressing-room  —  it  may  take  off  the  disa- 
greeable idea  of  the  odious  vicinity  of  such  a 
neighbour.** 

Mrs.  Rivers  again  shook  her  head  with 
mere  ominous  gravity  than  ever. 

Franeesca  proceeded  to  her  room.  With  a 
dejected  spirit  she  sought  her  pillow,  but  her 
heart  was  pure,  and  her  thoughts  hallowed 
by  communion  with  that  Gbd,  to  whom  At 
had  Commended  herself,  her  husband,  het 
child,  and  all  she  loved» 

Claud,  as  soon  »s  Franoesca  had  quitted 
Idm,  walked  with  a  determined  countenanoe 
to  his  wife's  sitting  room,  which  he  at  once  en* 
tered.  He  had  not  been  in  that  apartment 
for  several  days,  and  its  aspect  was  somewhat 
altered. 
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It  had  never  been  more  than  scaDtilj  fap* 
oished  fbr  Lady  de  Crespignj'a  use,  shiiost 
all  the  Italian  furniture  having  been  packed 
up  to  be  sent  to  the  place  in  Berkshiic.  Tbo 
picture  of  the  late  Lady  de  Creepigny  and 
her  children  still  bung  on  the  wall,  but  the 
portrait  was  now  always  concealed  by  a  green 
curtain. 

The  object  which  immediately  attracted 
Claud's  attention  wa£  the  large  golden  cru<^J 
fix,  which  he  remembered  was  always  his  ad- 
mirstion  when,  as  a  boy,  he  had  visited  the  late 
Lady  de  Crespigny,  now  placed  opposite  to 
Giulia's  seat,  below  the  beautiful  picture  of 
the  Madonna  and  child ;  he  also  remarked  a 
cushion  on  which  lay  an  open  hocik  and  hand- 
kerchief, as  if  some  one  had  been  kneeling 
there ;  on  lifting  up  the  book  he  saw  it 
was  a  Roman  Catholic  mieaal,  in  which 
Giulia's  name  seemed  to  have  been  recentlj 
written. 

Claud  replaced  it  in  silence ;  he  looked  round 
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4uid  saw  Nice  standing  behind  him.  He 
started  as  if  he  had  seen  an  adder  on  his  path, 
iind  then  was  passing  on  hastily  to  leave  the 
room. 

'^  Lady  Crespigny  is  indisposed,  and  does 
not  wish  to  be  disturbed/*  said  that  hateftil 
voice  in  his  ear. 

Claud  then  went  to  the  librarj,  ran^  the 
bell,  and  ordered  aearriage  and  post  horses  for 
the  following  morning  early. 

He  began  to  write  some  letters.  One  was 
to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Seymour,  beseeching  her  to 
receive  Mrs.  Vavasour  for  a  few  days ;  he  en- 
tered into  no  explanation,  but  said,  that  by  the 
end  of  that  time,  his  father  would,  he  hoped, 
be  at  Shirley. 

The  other  letter  was  addressed  to  Giulia, 
and  merely  stated  his  intention  of  going  to 
London  the  following  morning — his  father,  be 
added,  would  be  at  Shirley  in  a  few  days  to 
make  certain  arrangements,  and  until  they 
were    completed    he  should   not   return — he 
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added,  that  if  ehe  wished  to  see  him  before  Ms 
departure,  and  would  favour  him  with  a  pri- 
vate intervinc,  he  shoiild  be  happy  to  attend  her 
summoDB. 

To  thi»  letter  he  received  no  answer. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  evening  he  passed 
down  the  eastern  corridor  to  the  school- 
room, where  he  met  Mrs.  Vavasour's  maid, 
who  informed  him,  on  his  eaquiring  for  her 
mietreEs,  that  she  had  retired  to  rest.  Claud 
Bwd  it  was  of  no  consequence,  and  the  maid 
departed. 

He  entered  the  Aohool-rooiA,  sat  down  at 
the  Writing--tahle,  and  wrote  a  note  to  FrAo- 
Oesoa,  informing  her  of  the  step  he  had  taken, 
and  entreating  her  to  go  to  his  sister  until  his 
fiither's  arrivaL 

Having  done  this,  he  ett  leaning  his  bead 
npon  his  band  hy  the  open  winduw — dejected 
Uid  oppressed. 

The  young  man  remnined  for  sonie  tiUft, 
Bineiiig  n|>on  idl  fbe  telatioUa  <^uiUatsticea 
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wluoh  surrounded  Um.  Hie  mind,  hamseed 
and  fatigued,  was,  however,  at  length  lolled 
by  the  calm  stillness  of  the  night — broken 
only  by  the  gentle  waving  of  the  trees 
without,  stirred  by  the  evening  breeze — and 
soon  a  deep  sleep  stole  over  him. 
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CHAPTER   TTTI 


"  E>ea  u  ma  adder,  wbeo  iht  doth  unrall 
To  do  Kimc  fatal  execution— 
Tcngvanoe  i)  in  mj  heart— death  in  mj  hand — 
Blood  and  nTcnga  an  himmering  in  aty  head." 


The  wretched  GinUa,  really  ill  rrom  the 
state  of  mind  into  which  she  had  been  excited, 
had  retired  for  the  night  when  the  note  from 
Claud  wn0  carried  to  her  apartments.  It  waa 
reoeired  by  Nice — opened  and  read. 
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No  greater  torture^  perhaps,  can  be  imar 
gined,  thau  the  pang  which  the  wicked  heart 
'endares,  when  the  designs^  which,  in  order 
to  accomplish,  the  soul  has  sunk  itself  deeper 
and  deeper  into  baseness,  threaten  to  be  scat- 
tered to  the  dust ;  the  sin  renuiining  upon 
the  conscience,  but  its  fruit  blighted  ere  it 
has  fuUj  ripened.  Nice  felt  a  presentiment 
that  such  was  likely  to  be  her  case. 

In  the  departure  of  Claud,  and  the  arri- 
val of  Mr.  Hamilton,  her  bcheme  would  be  for 
ever  frustrated  —  and  what  would  she  have 
achieved^  nought,  but  having  made  herself 
odious  to  all. 

True,  one  was  an  effectual  victim— her  uu- 
huppy  tool — the  unfortunate  Giulia  I  She  had, 
certainly,  destroyed  the  present  happiness 
of  her  intended  prey — but  still  the  work  was 
incomplete,  for  the  evil  that  had,  hitherto,  been 
accomplished,  was  not  irremediable.  She  could 
not  believe  that  the  whispers  which  her  art  had 
succeeded   in  spreading  already  amongst  the 
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fcotuehotd,  irould  weigh  macti  hi  bfawting  the 
gond  namt>  of  those  whotn  tbejr  iDTolvnL  Some 
desperate  act  m^^tit  do  it  all^bot  what  man 
that  set  be? 

The  fiend,  in  n-omui'B  fonn^  BBaed  nniil 
•h«  beard  Claud's  step  enterii^  tbe  eafltem 
corridor,  on  bia  vraj  to  tbe  Kbool-room— 
and  then  she  sat  attd  l^cned  long — a  wicked 
Miisfiiclion  ;_Taduallj  filling  her  heart.  There 
waa  DO  sound  of  his  returning  steps '. 

She  arose  and  softly  passed  from  Lady  de 
Crespignj's  sitting-room,  where  she  had  re- 
muned,  and  passed  noiaeleBslj  to  her  own  apart- 
ment in  the  opposite  corridor. 

All  was  silent  there,  but  the  door  of  the 
school-room  was  ajar,  and  from  it  appeared 
a  dim  light.  Towards  it  the  Italian  glided ; 
and  imagining  from  tbe  extreme  stillness, 
that  no  one  was  there,  she  looked  in, 
then  she  saw  her  mistake,  and  beheld  the 
sleeping  Claud. 
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If  the  expression  of  the  girl's  countenance 
could  have  been   seen   as  she  stood  bending 
eagerly   forward,   her   fierce  eyes  glaring  on 
the    sleeping   object  of  her  hatred    with  the 
expression  of  a  tigress,  the  sight  might  have 
well  had  the  power  of  directing  the  thoughts 
to  those  tales   of   horrors,    which,    not    only 
fiction  and  romance,  but   truthful  history  has 
furnished.     To  have  seen  her  thus,  a  beholder 
might  have   trembled    with    the    expectation 
of  seeing   the    glittering    blade   drawn  forth« 
and  plunged  by  a  revengeful  woman's  hand, 
into   the    heart    of   him,  who    had    despised 
her  love,  and   turned   that   love   into  deadly 
hate. 

But  no,  Nice's  thoughts  were  not  of 
blood! 

The  assassin's  knife  is  not  the  weapon  by 
which  people  wound  those  whom  they  would 
fain  destroy  in  these  our  days.  And  there 
is  now,  no  need  to   fly  and  hide  themselves 
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J««^l 


after   tho   injury  has   been   inflicted,    t'or  Uia 
world  iiids  and  abeta  tuck  vengeance. 


"  Till  woild  a  xilling  >taiidei-bj. 
Inctiiie*  to  *til  ■  apMaoiu  lie" 

Oelicious  revenge  may  yet  be  inHIcted  on  ft 
victim,  for  from  the  innocent^th*;  hoaorable, 
may  be  taken,  that  which  to  guard  in  safety 
and  respect,   they  would   have   gladly    bared  ji 

their  bosomB  to  t!ie  rnunlerous  stccl>  -^^^H 

We  hare  no  need  to  go  far  back  in  the 
annala  of  our  own  social  history,  to  prove  the 
truth  of  tliis  asaertiou.  We  have,  in  onr 
o»n  days,  seen  the  pure  and  innocent  fade 
and  die,  from  the  pestilential  breath  of  calamny 
and  slander. 

Nice  stood  gazing,  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then  glided  out  of  the  apartment  and  stole 
softly  to  the  duor  of  the  corridor — 

''  Her  livarl  wai  full  of  blackMt  ihoughu." 
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The  door  opened  by  an  old-fashioned  latch^ 
but  there  was  also  a  key  inside— this  she 
drew  out.  For  a  moment  she  trembled,  and 
a  guilty  pallor  overspread  her  countenance — 
but,  should  she  turn  coward,  now  the  game 
was  in  her  hand  ?  No ;  she  had  even  softly 
opened  the  door  of  Francesca's  apartment, 
and  held  her  guilty  breath  to  listen  to  the  soft 
breathing,  which  told  her  that  the  young 
creature  slept.  She  entered;  and  again,  in 
another  moment,  glided  from  the  room,  hav- 
ing perfected  that  which  was  to  complete  the 
wicked  snare. 

With  the  stealthy  tread  of  conscious 
guilt,  Nice  again  entered  her  own  apart- 
ment. 

Soon  she  heard  the  door  of  the  corridor 
attempted  from  without ;  and  then,  some 
unsuccessful  efforts  were  made  to  open  it. 
She  heard  Francesca's  maid  say  to  some  one 
passing — 

**  Why,  who  can  have  locked  this  door?" 
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Tbcn  the  woman  knocked  several  timeB  and 
hearing  nothing,  added — 

'•  Well,  this  is  very  strange  1  1  was  to  have 
alcpt  in  my  mistreBs's  dressing-room  ;  but  she 
must  have  gone  to  eleep  long  ago,  and  will  never 
he  much  the  wiser ;  so  I  may  ae  well  go  to  my 
own  bed ;  but  I  should  like  to  know  who  has 
taken  the  liberty  of  locking  this  door." 

The  retreating  steps  of  Jane  and  her  com- 
{nnion  were  then  immediately  heard. 

It  was  considerably  past  midnight,  when 
Claud  might  have  been  seen  pacing  up  and 
downthe  corridor, with  the  impatient  stepswith 
which  a  young  lion  walks  the  cage  in  which  he  is 
confined.  But  it  was  not  only  the  confine- 
ment which  chafed  his  spirit.  He  had 
been  rendered  suspicious  of  late,  and  now 
entertained  some  mi^vings  of  design  and 
treachery. 

Afler  sleeping  some  time,  he  had  awakened 
with  a  start,  and  surprised  by  the  lateness  of 
the   hour,      prepared    immediately    to    quit 
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the  corridor^  and  found  his  egress  impeded. 
The  first  impulse  of  his  surprise,  was  to 
ahake  the  door  with  violence;  but  then,  re- 
membering his  near  vicinitj  to  Francesca,  he 
desisted,  from  the  fear  of  disturbing  her  hj 
such  a  fruitless  noise,  and  his  only  alternative 
was  to  walk  to  and  fro,  considering  what 
step  it  would  be  most  expedient  to  take. 

At  length,  after  much  deliberation,  he 
rang  a  loud  peal  at  the  school-room  bell, 
and  soon  after  he  heard  steps  and  voices 
without. 

"  Who  is  that  ?"  he  cried,  in  a  suppressed, 
but  impatient  tone.  '*  Some  one  has  been  so 
unaccountably  impertinent,  as  to  lock  this  door ; 
open  it  immediately." 

*^  It  is  fastened  inside,  sir,"  said  the  voice, 
whioh  he  recognised  as  that  of  his  own  servant 
who  hnd  been  sitting  up  for  his  master,  "  the 
key  is  not  without." 

*'  Where  the  devil  then  is  it?"  cried  Claud 
out  of  all  patience    to  speak  in  the  mildest 


186  THX  BOfiOM  VRIEMDw 

term,  at  the  ridiculouB  satuatioii  in  wfaioh  he 
was  placed. 

**  The  key  is  not  here,**  he  eontinned.  **  Who 
aleepa  in  this  corridor  beudesMra.  VaVaaonrf" 
and  be  now  heard  the  whiapering  of  firanab 
Yoicea,  one  of  which  anawered^  **  La  Signotm 
Nice  r 

**  Ckud  then  ordered  that  the  door  ahonld 
be  immediately  forced,  as  he  would  not  disturb 
that  lady,  who  alone  could  have  the  key,  aa 
Mrs  Vavasour  had  long  since  retired  to  rest. 

These  orders  were  soon  executed.  The  door 
was  opened,  and  Mr.  Hamilton  stood  with  a 
countenance  he  could  not  entirely  free  from 
embarrassment  at  his  disagreeable  position, 
amongst  the  little  group,  who  had  collected, 
and  which  consisted  of,  besides  his  own  servant, 
Francesca's  maid,  the  Italian  Martucchia,  and 
one  or  two  others  who  skulked  out  of  the 
gallery  as  he  appeared;  every  countenance 
wearing  a  look  of  mysterious  consciousness 
which  could  not  be  concealed. 
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But  amidst  the  assemblage  there  was. one 
tall  figure,  looking  more  than  ever  stiff  and 
austere  from  having  been  disturbed  at  this  un- 
seemly hour,  and  from  the  evidently  perturbed 
state  of  her  mind  To  her  Claud  advanced 
and  gave  the  explanation  of  the  whole  affair, 
in  a  tone  which  could  be  heard,  and  was  lis- 
tened to  by  all  the  others. 

Mrs.  Rivers  received  the  recital  in  solemn 
silence,  her  severe  eyes  fixed  in  mournful  gra- 
vity on  his  face ;  and  when  he  had  concluded, 
she  said,  in  a  decided  tone,  that  the  affair 
should  be  thoroughly  investigated  in  the 
•morning,  and  the  gallery  was  soon  restored  to 
quiet  and  vacuity. 

It  is  a  painful  task  to  have  to  record  the 
circumstances  which  closely  followed  this  un- 
fortunate night.  To  relate  the  triumphs  of 
the  wicked  over  the  good  and  innocent,  even 
for  the  briefest  space,  is  repugnant  to  the 
feelings ;  it  is  like  seeing  the  poor  dove  over- 
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powered  by  the  talone  of  tlie  iMki^  Im  pOM  al- 
Tory  plumage,  tmuBbed  and  define^  ImhI 

WboM  MCTOW  laAw  to  19  wttv  «IM9 
Than  to  do  wroog." 

The  next  monung  die  erents  of  ikm 
Bight  were  spread  through  the  whok 
hold.  Nice  had  eai^  aoiq^  the 
room  of  her  firiend.  She  lelaled  t6  h«r  the 
details  as  she  had  leceiTed  them  fieom  Miv- 
tucchia,  pretending  to  have  been  awakened  by 
the  disturbance,  and  having  enquired  into  the 
meaniog. 

But  Griulia  had  heard  it  alsa  No  sleep  had 
visited  her  eyes,  and  Nice  saw  in  a  glance  at 
her  wretched  countenance,  that  it  needed  but 
little  exertion  on  her  part,  to  heighten  the 
dark  suspicions  which  were  crowding  into  her 
distempered  mind. 

And  Francesca,  when  her  maid  entered  her 
room  the  next  morning,  to  draw  back  the  cur- 
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tainS)  she  started  up  and  asked  if  some  extra- 
ordinary noise  had  not  been  heard  in  the 
corridor  last  night ;  she  said  it  sounded  like 
a  door  being  broken  open. 

The  maid  cleared  her  voice^  and  with  a  mys- 
terious expression  of  countenance  was  prepar- 
ing to  speak,  when  Mrs.  Rivers  entered,  and 
to  the  old  lady  Francesca  directed  her  enqui- 
ries— her  curiosity  being  now  much  excited  by 
the  manner  of  the  maid,  whose  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  innocent,  astonished  countenance  of 
her  young  mistress.  Mrs.  Kivers  detailed  all 
that  had  occurred.  Francesca  did  indeed 
think  that  it  was  a  strange,  mysterious  affair. 

She  arose,  and  after  having  performed  her 
toilette,  repaired  to  her  sitting-room.  Imme- 
diately after,  she  heard  Mrs.  Rivers,  accompa- 
nied by  two  housemaids,  walking  about  the 
other  rooms  of  the  corridor  in  search  of  the 
missing  key,  and  lastly,  they  entered  her  own 
bed-chamber.  She  stood  at  the  door  of  the 
school-room  rather  interested  in  the  business. 
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lo  a.  few  momGnts  flde  heard  an  excliunHtioD, 
followed  by  a  dead  silence.  Mrs.  Hivere  tlieo 
issued  from  tlie  npartment  pale  as  death.  In 
lier  trc-mbiiog  lisiuds  she  held  the  key  I 

FraDC«sm  saw  her  appnitich  the  door  of  the 
Gorridur,  and  place  it  in  the  lock.  She  followed 
her. 

"  Have  jou  found  it,  Mrs,  Rivera?"  flhe  cried, 
"  and  in  my  room — impassible — how  oould  the 
key  have  got  there  ?*'  -^ 

"  J  leaven  only  knows,  young  lady,  and  may 
Heaven  declnre  who  did  the  deed,"  was  Mrs. 
Rivers  reply,  in  a  tone  an^l  with  a  look  eo  aw- 
fully solemn,  that  Francesca  shrunk  back  pale 
and  startled,  staring  at  the  old  woman  with 
her  lai^e  astonlsh'd  eyes. 

Mrs.  Rivers  passed  on.  She  went  through 
the  gallery  down  the  western  corridor,  aud  en- 
tered iiie  Baroness's  sitting-room. 

It  was  occupied  by  Claud,  Giulia,  and  Nice. 
Giulia  was  seated,  her  hands  clrispt-d  together, 
her  cyea  wildly  dilated— her  cheeks  pale  aa 


I 


THE   BOSOM     KRIEND.  191 

death — writhing  as  if  in  some  agonising  sus- 
pense. Her  friend  stood  by  her  side  -  a  look 
of  fierce  defiance  was  on  her  countenance. 

Claud  was  at  a  little  distance,  an  expression 
of  calm  but  deep  determination  on  his  face. 

All  eyes  turned  at  once  to  the  opening  door 
in  eager  expectation. 

Slowly,  and  with  a  funereal  expression, 
Mrs.  Rivers  stalked  in  amongst  them.  She 
laid  the  key  upon  the  table,  but  she  did  not 
speak ;  she  only  fixed  her  eyes  with  a  sad  in- 
tense look  of  enquiry  on  Claud. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Rivers,  where  was  it  found?** 
he  enquired. 

"  It  was  found,"  she  replied,  in  a  sepulchral 
tone,  "  in  ^Trs  Vavasour's  room.  But  let  not," 
she  continued,  turning  hrr  eyes  upon  Lady  de 
Crespigny,  "  oh,  let  not  appi-arancos  cause 
the  innocent  to  suffer  wronjr!" 
•  "  The  innocent  I"  cried  the  voice  of  the 
Italian  girl,  with  a  laughing  sneer,  wliilst 
with  a  groan  of  agony  the  wretched  Giuliu 
sank  down  upon  the  ground. 


191!  TUB    fiOeOU    FBIEND. 

Claud  approached  lier.    He  lifted  her  up  is 
his  arms  and  at  the  same  time  turniiig  round  to 
the  Italian    girl,  he    said,  id    a  loud   toue  of   I 
iudigaaut  anger, 

"  Let  the  person  in  thie  house  who  durca  to 
adseri  his,  or  her  beliet  tn  so  gross,  so  vUlauoua 
ft  slander  leave  it  this  instaut !     Such  persons 
ahall  polute  it  no  longer  with  their  preBonoa  ■ 
~  and  yrtu,  Giuliai"  lie  added,  tor  he  saw  ebg.  1 
had   not  fainted ;    it   was    but    the   stuaniniC'  ' 
apathy  of  wretchedoeea,  "  look  up,  and  declare 
your  utter    rejection  of  such  a  vile  insiaiub- 
tioD,  as  well  as   further  companionship   with 
that  wretcU,  who  has  poisoned  your  ear  to  re- 
ceive   it.     Speak,    Criulia,    or  by    Heaven  I 
will  leave  you  for  evtr — never  to  return!' 

"  Yes,  Lady  de  Crespigny,"  s^d  the  Italian 
girl,  fixing  her  dreudful  eyes  upon  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  unhappy  Giulia— "  let  this 
moment  ecal  your  fate.  Decide  between 
your  faithful  friend,  and  your  faithful  hua- 
handr 

Kice  laid  a  bitter  em|>hasie  on  the  two  last 
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words — and  Giulia  tore  herself  from  her  hus- 
band's arms. 

It  was  a  dreadful  scene,  and  there  was  that 
expression  in  the  countenance  and  demeanour 
of  Giulia,  which,  in  a  cooler  and  less  agitated 
state,  might  have  excited  in  the  kind  heart  of 
Claud  more  of  compassionate  alarm  than  of 
resentment,  but  himself  goaded  almost  to 
madness  by  this  terrible  acme  of  all  he  had 
been  made  to  endure  from  her — or  rather  from 
the  hated  viper,  which  she  had  allowed  so  per- 
tinaciously to  ding  to  her,  the  dreadful  thought 
that  suspicion  had  now,  by  the  wicked  crea- 
ture's treachery,  something  tangible  to  lay 
hold  of,  and  that  the  innocent  Francesca, 
whom  he  had  promised  her  husband  to  protect 
and  watch  over,  should  suffer  from  the  dread 
imputation,  all  this  was  more  than  he  was 
able  to  endure.  For  himself  he  could  laugh 
in  scorn  at  the  base  assault,  but  for  the 
young,  pure,  child-like  wife,  he  felt  that  its  very 
breath  was  injury  and  pollution. 

VOL.    lU.  K 
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"  Then  farewell,  Giulia,"  be  exclaimed 
"  Mrs.  Rivers,  I  am  going  to  eend  protection 
for  Mre.  Vavasour  —till  that  arrivea,  ahe  must 
remaio  in  the  pestilential  atmosphere  of  thia 
house  —  to  your  care  I  commend  her — see 
that  she  is  well  cared  for — on  your  peril!" 

Claud  turned  away  ;  he  was  in  the  gallery, 
when  a  suppressed  cry  smote  on  his  cars  issu- 
ing from  the  apartmuQt  he  bad  just  quitted. 


« 
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CHAPTER     XIV. 


Oh  Ood  drfend  mc!  bow  un  I  bcwtt 
What  kind  of  ealcchiiing  oil  jou  tlul  t 


Bro«b«atiD|i;  hrr  fiiir  m 
And  troubling  her  twee 


Claud  was  passing  through  the  gallery  with 
hurried  steps. 

The  carriage  had  been  ready  eoriy,  and  was 
now  at  the  door.  His  progress  was  arrested 
by  a  low,  timid   voice.     He  looked  up,  it  was 
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FruDcesca.  Pale  and  trembling  she  stood 
before  him. 

"  Claud,"  she  exclaimed,  "  what  ia  all  this? 
— oh,  tell  me,  I  pray  you.  There  is  something 
in  which  I  am  concerned,  and  why  did  I 
hear  that  fearful  shriek  from  Giulia?  Oh, 
Claud,  atop— -do  not  turn  away — tell  me  at 
once — for  all  thie  tcrriBea  me," 

*'  Not  now,  Franceaca !"  he  replied  in  a  fal- 
tering voice,  turning  away  his  head,  "  do  not 
aak  me  :  but  tou  shiill  not  rciniiiu  here  much 
longer,  I  am  going  to  send  my  father  down 
as  soon  as  I  arrive  in  London  —  in  the 
meantime  I  advise  you  to  go  to  the  Seymours. 
But  now  I  muBt  go — Grod  bless  you,  Fran- 
ceeca,"  and  he  wrung  her  hand  and  endea- 
voured to  pass  on,  but  she  still  detained  him. 

"  No,"  she  cried  in  a  tone  of  deep  distresa, 
"  I  cannot  be  left  aloue  with  those,  who,  with- 
out any  cause,  are  my  enemies— yes  even  my 
own  sister — why — why — does  she  shun  my 
presence  as  if  I  were  something  vile ;   for  it  is 
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too  evident  by  her  conduct  that  I  have  uncon- 
sciouslj  incurred  her  hatred^  and  to-day — 
even  the  servants  look  on  me,  and  speak  to  me 
with  dark  mysterious  countenances.  Oh  Claud 
I  can  endure  this  no  longer — if  you  forsake 
me  I  shall  die — ^take  me  with  you  to  some  one 
who  will  love  me,  and  be  kind  to  me  till  Ernest 
returns— dear  Ernest !  what  would  he  say  to 
see  his  Francesca  miserable — take  me  I  be- 
seech you,  to  your  dear,  kind  father  ;  here  I 
cannot — I  will  not  stay.  Ernest  even  could 
not  wish  it." 

She  spoke  all  this  very  rapidly,  and  in  the 
agitation  and  excitement  into  which  she  had 
worked  herself  as  she  proceeded,  she  knelt  be- 
fore Claud  seizing  his  hand  with  both  of  hers, 
and  thus,  with  imploring  looks  and  streaming 
eyes,  made  her  eager  supplication. 

Claud,  affected  almost  to  agony^  knew  not 
what  to  do,  but  he  heard  footsteps  advancing, 
and  he  knew  that  Francesca  must  not  be 
seen  in  this  position.     He  tore  away  his  hand 


196  TBM  BOflOM  nmMDL 

stepped  histOj  bedn^  and  in  s  ^oioe  of 
stem  eommand  Mid : — 

^  Franceacay  riae  tbiainataiit ;  70a  oannoC^ 
ander  the  present  oiicanistanoei^  go  with  wm  — 
it  would  never  do.  Yon  amst  notbeaoem 
thus,**  he  continaed  in  mndi  agitatioi^  aa  the 
poorjoong  creatiure  stall  oontinnad  to  kneel 
with  her  hands  clasped  in  snpplioatiaiL 

She  was  on  her  feet  in  an  instant — there 
was  something  in  his  words,  whidi  made  the 
blood  rush  to  her  cheeks,  and  she  stood 
gazing  at  Claud  with  wild,  aflfrighted  surprise. 

'^  Forgive  me,  dearest  Franoesca,^  he  now 
said,  noting  her  changed  expression,  ''but  you 
know  not  half  the  wickedness  which  surrounds 
you — you  little  imagine,  how  even  innocence, 
and  honor,  can  be  maligned.  Yes,"  he  cried, 
losing  in  his  turn  all  command  over  himself, 
overcome  by  his  strong  emotion  as  he  grasped 
her  little,  trembling  hand — ''  but  you  will  bear 
witness,  that  never  by  word  or  deed — and  God 
who  sees  my  heart,  knows  that  even  in  thought 
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Claud  Hamilton  has  never  for  a  moment 
wronged  yonr  husband,  Francesca— that  hus- 
band who  gave  you  so  confidingly  to  my  care  ! 
The  love  I  have  felt  for  you,  has  been  that 
which  I  would  have  experienced  towards  a 
pure  angel-like  sister ;  let  them  dare  say  one 
word  injurious  of  that  sister,  and  they  shall 
feel  the  effects  of  wrath  and  vengeance,  such 
as  never  before  fell  upon  the  vile  slanderer's 
head." 

It  was  now  Francesca  who  turned  her 
head  from  him;  she  had  shrunk  back,  and 
the  blood  which  on  the  first  dawning  of  a 
dreadful  thought  had  rushed  to  her  neck  and 
face,  with  a  violence  with  which  it  had  never 
visited  them  before,  faded  away,  and  left  her 
pale  as  death,  an  expression  of  the  greatest 
horror  pervading  her  countenance. 

"  Mr.  Hamilton,  why  do  you  not  go  away  ?' 
said  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Rivers,  in  tones,  which  her 
evident  emotion  deprived  of  the  sternness  with 
which  she  would  fain  have  spoken  the  words. 
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**  For  the  sake  of  decency^  m,  depart  mmne* 
diately;  after  what  has  oceuired  dua  aeene  m 
moat  improper-*gOy  air^  V^j/^  ^nd  ahe  plaoed 
herself  before  Franoeaca  aa  if  to  prevant  his 
again  approadiiiig  her.  Clau^  oonwnfimBng 
her  onoe  more  in  a  ohoaked  voioe  of  agitatioD 
to  the  care  of  the  onlyperaon  he  tmated  inlhat 
house,  departed,  and  Mr&  BiTen  iniiied  and 
looked  upon  Francesca.  There  die  still  atood^ 
stimned-petrified,  but  the  old  woman  seiringher 
arm  with  a  stem,  firm  grasp,  led  her  before  the 
likeness  of  her  whose  sad  history  she  had  once 
related  to  the  youi^  wife. 

'^  Mrs.  Vayasour,  look  at  that  picture,"  she 
said  in  a  voice  of  awfiil  solemnity,  '^  and  if 
with  the  same  feeling  of  abhorrence  and  shame, 
you  can  think  of  the  crime  of  her,  whom  it 
pourtrays,  as  when  you  first  heard  the  story 
from  my  lips — if  your  tears  have  still  only 
cause  to  fall,  for  an  erring  sister's  sin,  and  you 
can  call  Grod  solemnly  to  witness,  that  in 
thought,  word,  and  deed,  you  are  innocent  of 
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any  feeling  approaching  to  her  transgresdon — 
then  wait  in  patience,  place  your  cause  in  His 
hands,  who  never  suffers  the  innocent  to  be 
confounded ." 

"  If— if  I  am  innocent,"  cried  the  poor 
young  creature  in  a  voice  of  agony,  clasping 
her  hands  in  wild  misery  about  her  head—"  and 
/  am  to  be  placed  before  this  picture  to  answer 
that  question ;  and  the  time  is  come  when  / 
am  to  be  asked  if  I  am  innocent — and  of  what — 
oh  !  horrible — ^horrible  I — it  is  enough— let  me 
die." 

Francesca  threw  herself  upon  the  groimd 
covered  her  face,  and  groaned  aloud— -it  was 
shame  enough  even  to  be  suspected. 

"  Signora  Vavasour,  this  lowly  penitence 
befits  you,  but  in  the  privacy  of  your  chamber 
it  would  be  more  seemly,  that  it  should  be 
poured  forth ;  imless  it  is  your  desire  to  do 
penance  publicly  for  the  misery  you  have 
brought  upon  this  house.'* 

Francesca  started  up.     She  stood  before  her 
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mfrnmous  traducer,  no  longer  Bhrinlring  over- 
powered beneath  the  blighting  influenoe  wbioh 
for  a  time  had  laid  her  low^  but  firm  in  all  the 
terrible  majesty  of  woman^s  insulted  pride 
and  injured  innocence. 

Even  the  bold,  hHrdened,  Italian  stepped 
backwards,  and  seemed  to  dwindle  firom  her 
usual  haughty,  towering  height,  when  eon- 
fronted  by  that  slender  form,  now  as  if  trans- 
formed into  a  young  Pythoness.  Franoesoaahook 
back  fiercely  the  showers  of  jetty  hair,  which 
had  fallen  around  her  face  and  neck.  H(*r 
delicate  nostrils  dilated — her  eyes  flashed  as 
with  living  fire, 

"  Ah !"  she  cried  lifting  up  her  clenched 
hands,  '*  it  is  you  then,  who,  to  add  to  all  the 
ruined  happiness  your  wickedness  has  wrought, 
dares  to  pour  forth  your  poison,  not  only  upon 
the  honorable  name  of  him  who  has  tolerated 
your  presence  beneath  his  roof — but  also  upon 
me — you  presume  to  talk  to  me  of  bringing 
misery  upon  this  house — to  me  of  doing   pen- 
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ance  for  crime.  Wretch,  stand  back,  and  let 
me  go  to  mj  sister,  and  then  I  will  quit  this 
house  for  ever," 

Francesca  advanced  as  if  to  enter  the  cor- 
ridor. 

"  What,  you  will  prevent  me  ?"  she  cried — 
"  Well  so  be  it,"  and  she  turned  to  leave  the 
gallery. 

"  Stop  Signora,"  cried  Nice,  in  a  cold,  sneer- 
ing tone,  for  she  had  recovered  from  her  mo- 
mentary discomposure.  —  **  Now  that  your 
impotent  rage  has  in  a  measure  subsided,  I 
may  do  my  mission.  In  spite  of  the  misery 
and  ruin  you  have  brought  upon  your  sister, 
by  your  treachery  and  ingratitude,  she,  in  com- 
passion to  your  extreme  youth,  will  not  per- 
mit you  to  quit  her  protection,  until  she  has 
committed  you  into  the  hands  of  your  husband 
or  into  those  of  some  one  whom  he  may  ap- 
point to  receive  you — add  not  then  to  the 
other  proofs  of  your  guilt  by  attempting  to 
fly.     However  the  attempt  now  would  be  fruit- 
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leas.  Be  f^rxtettA  fer  yvmi  oBta^B  genenmm 
oosndermtion,  and  do  not  promiM  ts  in^t 
ber  by  forcing  your  presenee  opoa  ber.  Keep 
to  juor  sputmeou  ;  too  tQI  lutve  tboee  to 
attend  upoa  joa  who  will  prore  better^Dar- 
dtans,  than  the  peranu  «bo  have  hitberto 
pretcDded  to  fulfil  that  affire,"  uul  the  It&Iuui 
glaoccd  towanU  Mrs.  Rivers. 

Opcniog  the  door  uf  the  caalam  corridor  ahe 
h«ld  it,  vrith  a  si^  to  Franceses  to  pass 
rhrough. 

"  Mrs.  BiverB,"  Francesca  aaid  with  the 
dignity  of  s  captive  Queen  who  yields  henelf 
to  a  treacherous  subject,  "  I  will  remain  in 
this  housC)  until  Mr.  Hamilton,  my  guardian 
arrives ;  when  once  under  lus  protection  none 
can  then  prevent  me  from  leaving  it — let  me 
■ee  Mr.  Seymour  when  he  arrives  to-^norrow, 
and  send  over  ae  usual  for  tidings  of  my  child." 

"  Sbe  w>nt  bet  vay  with  a  ftrong  itep  tad  ilaw. 
Hit  [II mill  lip  uchcd — and bs dear CTCUiHliiiimHii 
At  it  bad  bten  ■  diamond,  and  bcrfbrm 
Bornv  proudlj  up,  ai  if  bet  heart  breatbed  through." 
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And  all  that  long  day  her  proud  spirit  bore 
her  up.  She  attempted  not  to  leave  the  cor^ 
ridor,  but  kept  entirely  to  her  own  apartments. 
**  Where  is  Thomas  7*^  Francesca  enquired, 
when  her  dinner  was  brought  up  by  Martuc- 
cia. 

**  Thomas  was  out  of  the  way,  Signora," 
answered  the  woman,  ^^  and  I  was  ordered  to 
attend  upon  you." 

"  And  Mrs,  Rivers — why  do  I  not  see  her  ?" 

^^  She  is  ill,**  said  Martuccia. 

In  the  evening  she  came  again  to  inform 

Mrs.    Vavasour    that    a    message    had    been 

brought  from  the  vicarage,  to  say   that  the 

child  was  very  welL 

The  poor  captive  then  existed  on  the  hope 
of  the  morrow— the  comforting  expectation  of 
seeing  Mr.  Seymour. 

The  morrow  came.  Her  own  maid  attended 
her  toilette.  She  had  been  but  a  short  time 
in  Mrs.  Vavasour  s  service.     Francesca  could 
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not  help  remarking  that  she  looked  sullea  and 
mupidouB. 

Service  was  only  perfbrmed  oDce  in  the 
chapel,  uioming  and  afternoon  aitematelj. 
Thia  day  it  was  to  be  in  the  afVeniooD.  For 
several  Sundays  Lady  de  Crespigny  had  not 
appeared  amongst  the  congregation.  Claud, 
Francesco,  and  Mrs  Rivers  had  alone  joined  the 
servants.  On  thia  occasion  none  of  the  family 
were  prceent.  Franceaca  did  not  make 
attempt  to  attend  the  service,  for  on  hearing 
from  a  note  that  was  brought  to  her  irom  Ger- 
trude, that  Mr.  Seymour  was  prevented 
from  attending,  and  was  obliged  to  send  his 
curate  in  hia  place,  the  poor  young  creature's 
spirit  sunk.  It  seemed  as  if  all  things  con- 
spired against  her.  And  again  the  vague  sug- 
gestions which  had  forced  themselves  upon  her 
mind,  fur  she  was  far  from  guessing  all  the 
dreadful  extent  of  that  of  wliich  she  was  ac- 
cused, overpowered  her  heart,  with  fear  and 
trembling. 
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She  tried  to  write  to  Mrs.  Seymour,  in  an- 
swer to  her  note,  in  which  she  expressed  her 
surprise  that  Francesca  had  not  come  to  see 
her  child  the  day  before.  Gertrude  said  he 
was  grown  fat  and  healthy  since  he  had  left 
the  bewitched  air  of  Shirley  HalL 

But  poor  Francesca  scarcely  knew  how  to 
write,  for  she  fell  a  shrinking  repugnance  to 
detail  upon  paper  the  dark  mysteries  surround- 
ing her,  and  a  feeling  of  pride  restrained  her 
from  complainin:  of  the  situation  in  whicli 
•he  was  placed.  She  merely  v  rote  that  she 
had  much  just  now  to  make  her  very  uncom- 
fortable, that  she  would  come  to  the  vicarnge 
the  next  day  if  she  possibly  could— but  if  she 
were  prevented,  she  trusted  Mr.  Seymour  would 
come  over  to  Shirley  to  see  her. 

She  wrote  also  to  her  aunt,  but  even  to 
her  she  was  guarded.  She  knew  Mrs.  Gordon 
could  not  leave  her  dying  friend,  and  expect- 
ing the  arrival  of  Mr.  Hamilton  in  a  few  days 
which  would  free  her  from  all  her  troubles, 


208  THE    BUSOM    KBIEND. 

FranceecH  judged  it  more  prudeot  to  wait  till 
they  bod  all  passed,  before  she  detailed  to  hex 
tender  friead  the  wretched  treatment  to  wbich 
her  departure  bad  exposed  the  cherished 
of  her  affection. 

The  young  are  eaaily  diverted  &om  deji 
tion  by    any   little  exertion    or   exdtemeati 
and  even  the  employment  of  writii^  aronsed 
Franccsca   from   the   languor  of   sorrow  into 
which  she  had  been  sinking. 

The  mud  was  dismissed  when  she  came  to 
offer  her  aervices,  for  ber  unpleasant  manner 
had  rendered  her  presence  disi^eeable  to  her 
young  mistress.  Mrs.  Rivers,  she  reported,  aa 
still  confined  to  her  bed  by  illness. 

Francesoa  was  left  alone  with  a  calm  though 
pensive  serenity  on  ber  countenance — bow 
changed  the  following  morning 
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CHAPTER     XV. 


My  lightful  OUM  for  bmug  tbni  accuwd,  nor  muM 
Fonake  mjielf;  tho'  I  were  irft  of  all 
Faar  caniuit  mtka  mj  iimaceace  (ujiut. 
Unto  iUtlf,  to  give  mj  traib  the  &1I." 


The  same  da;  on  Trhich  CUud  Hamilton  had 
departed  from  Shirley,  fresh  food  for  com- 
ment, and  mysteriouB  whispers,  had  been 
affi}tded  to  the  household,  hy  the  appearance 
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of  a  tall,  (lark    stranger,   recognized    by  the   ■ 
few    domestics   who   had   been    at    the    hall  I 
some     years   ago    as    the    Italian    Priest  —  1 
who   bad   then   created  so   great  a  aensatioa  i 
in    that  same  place,    and    left   an   impreaeion  , 
on  the  minds  of  many  which  had  never  been 
eflacod;  and  it  was    only  a  few  days  hefore, 
that  one  of   these    same  individuals,  strollinir 
in  the  yard   Inte  one   night,  had  declared  oa 
his  return,  that   he   had   either  seen  a  ghoat  ' 
paw  close  to  him  as  he  stood  near  the  door 
of  the  chapel  leading  into  the  shrubbery,  or  the 
priest  himself. 

However,  he  had  now  no  need  to  plfly  I  he 
part  of  a  tolerated  guest.  He  appeared  in  his 
acknowledged  office,  for  so  was  it  soon  pub- 
lished throughout  the  house,  as  the  confeceor 
and  spiritual  adviser  of  the  Baroness  de 
Crespigny,  it  thus  being  made  evident,  that 
their  young  lady  had  become  a  convert  to  the 
religion  he  professed. 

Poor  Mrs.  Rivera  I  this  was,  indeed,  a  blow 
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which  fell  heavily  on  her  shattered  nerves, 
and  had,  in  reality,  brought  on  an  attack  to 
which  she  had  been  subject  of  late — for  she 
was  becoming  very  old — and  compelled  her, 
much  against  her  inclination  to  keep  her 
bed. 

Of  this  new  arrival.  Francesca  alone  was 
ignorant ;  how  then,  she  must  have  been 
startled,  when,  at  a  somewhat  late  hour  — 
for  she  had  felt  very  little  inclination  to 
seek  her  bed  —  a  low  knock  sounded  at  her 
door,  which  immediately  after  was  slowly  opened, 
and  the  awful  figure  of  the  priest  stood 
within  the  chamber,  his  glittering  eyes  fixed 
upon  her. 

Francesca's  first  impulse  on  seeing  this  un- 
expected appearance,  was  to  cover  her  face 
with  her  hands  —  a  shriek  of  terror  escaping 
her  lips. 

''  Signora,  there  is  no  occasion  for  this 
alarm.  I  am  Fra  Paolo— do  not  you  remem- 
ber me  ?"  enquired  the  priest. 


212  THE   BOSOM   FRIEND. 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me  T"  eat^j 
claimed  Franccsca,  uncovering  her  eyes,  but  I 
shrinking  back  as  he  approached  nearer  —  I 
the  frightened  girl  gazing  with  mistruatful  teiK-1 
ror  upon  bira. 

"  Compose  yourself,  Sigaora,  and  you  ahdl 
hear,"  and  the  priest  seated  himself  before 
her.  "  I  come  on  a  work  of  awful  import  I  I 
am  here  to  act  before  you  this  night,  that,  wbidi  ; 
upon  your  decision,  will  fix,  not  only  your 
fate  on  earth  —  but  your  eternal  doom  in 
Heaven. 

"  Daughter,  when  last  you  saw  me  within  these 
walls,  you  were  a  heedless  child — too  unstable 
for  one  to  attempt  to  draw  from  the  web  of 
heresy  which  was  weaving  around  you.  I  re- 
turn, and  find  you  a  wedded  wife — but  alas ! 
accused  of  a  crime,  heinous  in  the  sight  of  God 
and  man.  I  come  to  propose  to  lead  you  to 
seek  the  ud  of  that  religion,  which  secures  ab- 
solution for  sin  in  the  sight  of  Heaven.  It 
is  truly,  daughter,  an  offer  of  vital  importaneo 


THB  BOSOM  FRIEND.  213 

to  you — for  on  your  acceptance  of  it,  depends 
also,  your  honor  or  dishonor,  in  the  sight  of 
your  fellow  creatures." 

Francesca  was  mute  with  horror  and  sur- 
prise. 

"  Your  sister  has,  my  daughter,  returned 
to  the.  bosom  of  the  Mother  Church.  Again 
have  I  washed  away,  by  the  holy  waters  of 
baptism,  the  contaminating  stains  of  heresy, 
with  which  she  had  been  polluted.  For  your 
soul's  salvation  we  also  yearn;  and  here,  I 
offer  it  to  you,  upon  those  same  terms — and 
though  you  may  have  erred,  all  may  yet  be 
weU." 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Francesca,  now  trembling 
more  with  indignant  surprise  than  womanly 
terror ;  "what  is  the  grievous  crime,  of  which 
you  now,  also  rise  up  to  accuse  me.  Tell  me,  how 
have  I  erred,  that  apostacy  from  the  religion 
of  my  Saviour,  can  alone  purchase  my  honor 
in  the  sight  of  man  — Answer  me  this,"    she 
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cried,  with  proud  defiance,  "  ere  I  can  give  n 
reply." 

The  priest  gazed  upon  the  young  being  before-  j 
him. 

He  had  entered  her  presence  with  a  full 
belief,  that  it  wafl  a.  weak,  erring  woman, 
with  whom  do  fixed  principles  of  religion 
could  have  any  great  weight,  nith  whom  he 
hod  to  deal—who  would,  withont  much  ecru' 
pie.  renounce  her  Protestant  faith,  in  extJiaoge 
for  having  her  shame  uud  misdemeanour 
huslied  up  —  and  thus  he  had,  with  haught;^ 
confidence,  made  sure  of  the  honor  and  gloiy 
of  laying  at  the  feet  of  the  Pope,  the  open 
profession  of  both  members  of  the  noble 
House  of  de  Crespi^^ny,  converts  to  his  zeal 
in  the  great  cause.  Sin  was  no  new,  or 
startling  sound  to  Pra  Paolo's  ear— well  accns- 
tomed  was  the  priest,  in  tbe.confee8ioiiB  on  the 
Continent,  to  listen  to  crimeB  of  every  kind 
and  degree  from  both  sexes.      There  was  but 
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one  mortal  sin  in  his  eyes  —  and  that  was 
heresy  I  On  a  convert  from  that  deadly  trans- 
gression, however  otherwise  sinfnl,  he  would 
gladly  pour  the  healing  oil  of  absolution  over 
every  other  fleshly  back  sliding. 

'J'he  cold  blooded  priest  had  looked  upon  one 
so  young  and  innocent  in  appearance,  and  even 
in  his  hard  mind  a  doubt  had  arisen  that 
guilt,  such  as  had  been  imputed  to  her,  could 
really  have  been  committed — hypocritical,  un- 
derhand sin  I  His  metier  of  confessor  had 
made  him  a  skilful  delineator  of  countenances, 
and  as  in  the  majesty  of  innocence  she  thus 
addressed  him,  he  began  to  suspect  that  to  effect 
his  purpose,  his  only  plan  was  to  continue  to 
connive  at  the  falsehood  and  fraud  which  his 
artful  niece  had  contrived,  in  order  to  place 
the  victim  in  his  power. 

''Well  so  it  must  be  r  he  mentally  exclaimed. 
And  what  are  such  trifles—  the  immolation  of 
a  wretched  won  an — the  destruction  of  domes- 
tic happiness  to  the  Jesuit  who  has  sworn-- 


*'  Daughter,"  he  etud,  "  of  the  ain  you  Md 
accused,  I  imagined  you  were  well  aware,' 
and  he  fixed  hia  fearful  eyee,  bo  like  those  of 
Nice,  keenly  upon  Francesca,  "  Strange  profes- 
sion of  ignorance  truly,  of  all  that  so  vitallycon- 
(iern»  you  I  This  diBsimuktion — pardon  ine  (at 
90  aayiug  — will  in  no  way  assist  your  cauae, 
I  judge  not,  hut  I  will  only  lay  before  you  all 
that  I  have  heard." 

And  from  the  ansparing  lips  of  the  prieat, 
didhia  innocent  listener,  for  the  first  time,  fully 
comprehend,  in  all  its  enormity,  the  nature  of 
the  dark  cloud  which  was  blackening  aronod 
her.  The  poor  young  creature  sat  at  first 
staring  with  her  large  eyes  as  if  turned  to  lead— 
her  whole  form  to  marble  ;  her  breath  seemed 
suspended,  and  then  the  prient  whispered 
softly  in  her  ear: — 

"  Now  listen  to  me  my  daughter ;  declare 
yourself  once   more  a  member  of  the   Mother 


I 


THB   BOSOM   FBIEND.  217 

Church,  and  again  within  its  holy  pale,  how- 
ever deep  may  be  your  guilt,  you  shall  receive 
free  absolution  in  the  sight  of  Heaven — ^this 
I  can  promise  you,  and — " 

^^  You  promise,  and  who  are  you  who  pre- 
sume to  do  so  r  interrupted  Francesca  indig- 
nantly, '^  and  what  can  your  Church  offer,  to 
expiate  a  sin  of  so  foul  a  die,  as  that  of  which 
you  accuse  me  ?  Can  the  blood  of  saints — 
whole  ages  of  penitence,  blot  out  the  stain 
from  the  soul,  which  is  polluted  by  such  a  deed 
of  wickedness  ?  No  I  were  I  the  guilty  thing 
you  fain  would  make  me,  I  could  but  lie  down 
at  IRi  feet,  who  died  for  the  vilest  sinner, 
and  in  Him  alone  dare  hope  for  mercy.  No  ! 
proud  priest,  you  cannot  draw  me  from  that 
religion,  in  which  the  only  true  atonement  for 
sinj  is  offered  to  the  penitent,  and  God,  who 
knows,  that  though  a  weak,  sinful  creature,  I 
am  innocent  of  this  great  offence,  will,  in  His 
good  time,  confound  the  malice  of  those  who 
have  risen  up  to  destroy  me.      Those  who  love 
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her  will  despiee   the   groee   fuleehood    utten 
against  Francesca  Vavasour." 

"  You  arc  prt-pared  then,"  said  ilie  pri. 
"  to  brave  ihc  perilous  breeze  of  scandal — ta  | 
hear  the  name  ul'  which  you  speak  so  proudly, 
fcnt  fort))  intu  the  world,  tumished  by  tba 
bnatti  of  sus)^iieioD,  and  you  will  trust  alooa 
u>  the  ussiatancfi  of  Heaven,  the  love  of  friendly  , 
to  clear  it  from  the  pollution.  Well,  be  it  si 
Lady,  the  hour  of  irinl  is  near  at  hand.  Ere 
many  days  the  fur  name  of  Francesca  Vuvap 
Bour,  will  be  carried  by  the  "  eagle  wings  oi 
scandal,*' around  this  scandal  loving  world,  sptvt 
tor  the  idle— shame  to  the  virtuous ;  for  to  be 
mgpected,  is  tu  the  virtuous,  guilt.  The  whisper 
will  go  round,  that  a  fair  young  wife  was  left 
by  her  gallant  husband,  beneath  her  sister's 
roof,  that  from  the  period  of  her  domestication 
amongst  them,  the  affection  of  that  sister's 
hvsband  was  alienated  from  hie  wife  ;  that 
circumstances  which  have  often  proved  suffi- 
cient, to  brand  a  fair  name,  rendered  her 
suspected  in  the    eyes    of  the  whole  house- 
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hold,  and  has  rained  her  sister's  happiness  for 
ever.  This  will  be  the  news  to  greet  her 
husband's  ears,  when,  hastening  £rom  the  £b^ 
tigues  and  perils  of  war,  he  returns  to  the 
wife  be  left  pure  and  unsullied,  by  a  breath — " 

The  priest  was  interrupted  by  a  shriek, 
whioh  rang  wildly  through  the  apartment  from 
the  lips  of  his  wretched  listener. 

The  proud  indignation  which  had  awakened 
her  from  the  trance  of  dismay,  into  which  she 
had  at  first  been  thrown,  had  again  gradually 
died  away,  as  the  priest  uttered  these  terrible 
words,  and  again  the  blood  vanished  from 
her  cheek,  her  form  contracted  into  rigidity, 
as  she  stood  before  him,  her  pale  lips  parted 
with  gasping  horror. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  she  cried,  throwing  herself 
upon  her  knees,  and  clasping  her  hands,  '^  he 
must  not  hear  this — it  would  kill  him~oh  I 
you  are  a  man — ^you  are  a  priest  of  God — let 
them  not  wound  his  proud,  his  noble  heart  so 
cruelly  I     I  am  innocent — ^by  all  my  hopes  of 

L    3 
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Heaven  I  am  innocent ;  why  should  sucij 
wicked,  alaaderous  tales  be  spread  about  the 
worW?  Oh!  stop  them — stop  them — as  you 
arc  a  raiin — a  christiaa !" 

"Thereisone  way,  lady,  of  wbich  I  have  told 
you,  of  etifling  the  whiepors  which  have  as  yet 
not  passed  farther  than  this  house.and  that  itis 
yet  inmy power todo—Thave  thot  i nil ueoce over 
your  sister,  which  can  even  soothe  the  agony 
of  her  suspicions,  and  perhaps  reconcile  her 
to  her  husband.  This  at  once  would  silence 
every  suspicion,  and  I  will  prevent  the  secret 
communication  with  the  press,  of  which  the 
certain  consequence  would  be,  the  insertion 
of  a  pan^^ph  in  the  public  prints,  and  then, 
even  if  afterwards  the  affair  were  bushed  up, 
it  must  for  ever  cnst  a  cloud  upon  your  name, 
which  will  pass  even  to  your  child  and  to  your 
husband !  But  you  will  not,'  he  added  more 
nuldly,  as  atthe  last  words  he  saw  Francesca  start 
and  quiver  as  if  ada^er  had  pierced  her  heart, 
"you  will  not  allow  this  to  be,  my  dear  daughter. 
The   honour   of  your  name— -the   peace— the 
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love  of  your  husband  is  at  stake ;  for  remem- 
ber,'* and  he  seized  her  arm,  **  the  great  Bo- 
man  General  said,  *  Cassar's  wife  must  not  even 
be  suspected,' am/ j9ii<A^/r«iii  Aim."  A  cry 
of  agony  again  burst  £rom  Francesca's  lips, 
and  she  clasped  the  hard  hearted  priest's  knees 
and  cried  aloud , — 

**  Oh  I  say  not  so,  in  pity  say  not  so." 
"  And  will  you  endure  all  this  misery  and 
shame,"  continued  Fra  Paolo,  *'  obstinately  to 
bold  fast  a  religion,  false  and  heretical,  as  shall 
soon  be  proved  to  you  when  once  your  eyes 
are  opened  to  the  truth,  and  you  have  returned 
to  the  faith  of  the  Mother  you  once  loved — 
Daughter,  consent  to  become  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  Rome,  and  all  shall  be  well  with 
you  both  in  this  life,  and  that  which  is  to 
come." 

**  What !"  cried  Francesca,  with  a  wild, 
despairing  look ;  **  the  religion  of  my  hus- 
band, that  in  which  my  dear  aunt  has  nur- 
tured  me,   and   which   I  so  love  and  vene- 
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rate ;  to  foreahe  it,  would  be  gnilt  m 
great  ae  — :-     Oh  I  merciful  God,  help  me  V 

"  Decide,  daughter,  between  honor  and 
dishonor  —  a  fur  or  a  blighted  name.  I 
stretch  no  further  my  band,  to  aave  a  har- 
dened heretic." 

"  Then  Heaven  be  my  euppoftr"  she  med*  IB 
fiilterin^  accents  ;  "  for  oome  what  may,  never 
will  I  renounce  roy  religion." 

And  the  wretched  girl  sunk  prostrate  on  th« 
ground. 

The  priest  raised  her  in  bia  arms,  for  be  nw 
that  she  bad  fainted.  He  laid  her  on  the  bq& 
— gazed  for  a  moment  with  an  unpitying  eye 
on  her  death-like  faoe,  and  left  the  room — hsr- 
ing  rang  the  bell  for  uaiatanoe. 
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CHAPTER   XVI 


Of  lacLUn  nnblnt  drcdi  t  tbi7  in  tli*  froiti 


And  thou  art  the  cmim  of  tbii  anpuih — mj  nudwr  I 


Nbtbb,  perhupt,  was  a  jonnwy  perftwmed  in  % 
more  nowerable  stat«  ot  mind,  than  tbiit  of 
CUnd  HHiultoii,  u  he  |»ooeeded  with  th«  uU 
•t<Mtap«edte  Londoib 
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It  was  not  till  the  next  morning  that  lie 
urived  in  Portman  Square — worn  out  in 
Rtind  aod  body. 

He  hastily  enquired  of  the  old  eervaat  who 
admitted  him,  whether  hia  father  and  mother 
were  up.  The  man  looked  with  alarm  upon 
the  altered  countenance  of  his  formerly  joyous 
young  master,  and  told  him  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  with  Lord  and  Lady  Beverley,  had 
gone  the  day  before  to  Pane. 

"  To  Parie  !"  exclaimed  Claud  in  dismay. 

"  Yes,  sir,   my   master   was   suddenly   eu- 

trueted  with  some  official  business  to  

and  the  ladies  thought  it  would  be  a  pleaxant 
trip  to  accompany  him— but  I  hope  that  her 
ladyship  is  well— that  all  is  right  at  the  hall!" 

"  Bight  I"  thought  Claud  bitterly,  "pretty 
well,'  he  said  hastily,  "  but  I  wished  most 
particularly  to  see  my  father — it  is  very  pro- 
Toking,"and  he  proceeded  to  the  apartment  into 
which  he  was  ushered  in  thie  deserted  house, 
for  oil  the   children  had  gone,  he  learnt,  to 
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Lord  Beverley's  villa  in  the  neighbourhood. 
That  day,  in  spite  of  himself,  Claud  wa*? 
so  ill  from  all  that  he  had  gone  through,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  give  up  the  idea  of  proceed- 
ing to  follow  his  parents.  In  the  morning 
however  he  departed  to  Dover,  and  there  he 
was  detained  by  a  contrary  wind  till  the  next 
evening,  so  that  it  was  not  till  four  days 
after  leaving  London  that  he  arrived  in  Paris. 
The  Allies  were  now  in  full  possession  of  that 
city,  a  general  amnesty  having  been  signed 
between  the  Foreign  powers  and  the  French. 
Joyful  was  the  exclamation  of  surprise, 
which  burst  from  the  lips  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  when  they  beheld  their  son  enter 
suddenly  the  apartment;  though  as  quickly 
did  their  feelings  of  delight  change  to  alarm 
and  distress,  when  they  perceived  from  the 
wan,  anxious  countenance  of  their  most  be- 
loved  son,  that  it  was  no  trip  of  pleasure  which 
had  induced  him  to  join  them,  but  some  matter 
of  grave  and  painful  import. 


I 

w»*v.  bia  first  ' 


"  Have  you  eeen  Vavaaour  ?"  were  hifl  fint 
words,  after  the  greeting  was  over. 

Mr.  Hamilton  had  seen  him  a  day  or  two 
ago,  but  he  was  so  occupied  witli  his  military 
duties  thiit  it  waa  but  for  a  few  minutefl, 
and  they  had  not  met  him  dince.  He 
had  enquired  anxiously  what  had  been 
their  last  news  from  Sliirley,  and  hail  said 
aouiewhut  gravtly,  that  he  had  receired  a  letter 
from  Mrs.  Gordon,  which  had  made  hini  more 
than  ever  desirous  of  getting  to  England 
which  he  trusted  he  might  be  able  to  manage 
merely  to  bring  back  Francesca  with  him. 

"  God  gnuit  that  he  may  do  so,"  cried  Cbud, 
"  I  must  lose  no  Ume  in  seeking  him."  And  then 
to  his  anxious  parents'  ears,  wi^  deep  and 
bitter  indignation,  he  related  the  history  of 
tlie  wrongs  which,  under  his  own  roo^  he  had 
been  made  to  endure — the  dreadful  and  dia- 
gracefiil  onus  tii  which  matt«rB  iiad  at  bssgth 
arrived  —the  bnee  suspiciona  in  which  not  only 
himself  but  the  innocent  Francesca  were  in- 
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Tolved— the  yillanous  snares  which  had  been 
laid,  to  blast  their  reputation  in  the  sight  of 
his  wife  and  the  whole  household. 

With  the  greatest  indignation  the  father 
and  mother  listened  to  this  recital.  They 
could  scarcely  imagine  one  malicious  spirit, 
having  the  power  to  create  such  mischief 
and  misery  between  the  husband  and  wife ;  for 
Claud  declared  that  after  what  had  happened, 
and  the  months  of  wretchedness  he  had  en- 
dured, nothing  now  would  ever  induce  him 
to  lire  with  Giulia  again — they  had  parted  for 
everl 

Mrs.  Hamilton  saw  her  favorite  son  depart 
in  search  of  Colonel  Vavasour,  and  as  she 
looked  after  him  as  he  walked  towards  the 
door,  then  turned  his  countenance  upon 
her,  and  with  a  wan  smile  upon  his  nervous, 
quivering  lips,  nodded  to  her  and  said,  he 
would  soon  be  back  again,  the  mother's 
heart  smote  within  her ;  she  wept  bitterly. 

Her  son — her   beloved  Claud — her   pride  J 
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ftnd  this  then  was  liia  fute — het  aoble,  gener- 
ous son — and  meddling  thought  suggested 
itself™ Act-  sacrificed  son  I  In  the  hour 
of  sorrow  how  bitterly  often  does  retrospection 
add  to  tlie  miserj'  of  the  moment;  self-reproach 
the  torture  which  already  is  bard  enough  to 
bear. 

It  was  with  agony  that  Mrs.  Hamilton  now 
remembered  all  the  part  she  hud  taken  to  force 
the  niitm))ge  upon  poor  Claud;  all  she  had 
said — the  arguments  she  had  used  to  work 
upon  his  affectionate  and  sensitive  feelings— 
how  she  had  laboured  to  bring  about  the 
union,  shutting  her  eyes  resolutely  to  every 
consideration,  save  those  of  worldly  advan- 
tages. Oh!  it  was  a  bitter,  painful  thought 
to  the  really  tender  mother,  and  the  usual 
suggestion  at  w  iiich  the  conscience  is  in  general 
so  glad  to  grasp,  "  that  it  was  all  done  for  the 
best,"  failed  now  to  afford  the  slightest  conso- 
lation. She  was  full  of  bitter — ^heartfelt — 
self-reproach. 
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**  Oh  yes,  my  dearest  George,''  she  sobbed, 
in  answer  to  some  consoling  words  from  her 
husband,  who  endeavoured  to  cakn  the  ex- 
treme agitation  of  his  much  loved  wife — ^^  It 
is  very  kind  of  you  to  speak  thus— but  it  is 
only  right  that  I  should  suffer — I  thoroughly 
deserve  it — and  the  bitter  repentance  I  now 
feel,  is  only  what  I  ought  to  endure,  for  my  sel- 
fish, worldly  conduct  towards  poor  Claud  It 
is  I,  who  have  destroyed  his  happiness,  I  who 
led  him,  with  my  eyes  wide  open,  into 
the  snare.  Giulia  was  never  formed  to  make 
him  happy,  and  I  knew  it,  and  yet — " 

She  stopped  abruptly,  and  leant  her  head 
upon  her  hand,  and  mused  in  dejected  silence 
for  some  minutes. 

"  Yes,"  she  continued,,  as  if  uttering  her 
thoughts  aloud,  ^'  it  is  indeed  well,  that  I  should 
suffer  thus,  and  may  it  profit  me  in  my  future 
conduct  towards  those  childreu,whomI  have  still 
to  guide,  in  their  first  entrance  into  tlie  world. 
The  fate  of  the  three   elder  ones  ought,  at 
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leut,  to  tesch  me,  not  to  be,  as  lullierto,  ovor 
aoxiouB,  but  tu  leave  the  othcre  with  tuora 
ocHifideiice  m  the  hantli)  of  aa  ail  wise  I'rovi- 
denoe.  It  is  a  wariiitig  to  mo  not  to  strive  iu  my 
own  strength,  »hlcli  iadecd  hiui  proved  to  be 
but  very  wcakoesH,  and  it  tella  taa  to  blese  th« 
meruy,  wliicb  baa  guarded  two  of  my  diildrea 
ta  safety,  from  uiy  unfortuoalo  iafiu- 
encu  ;  Aauie  and  Gertrude !  both  eo  bappy  in 
their  different  spheres,  and  whose  Kappinese 
was  not  in  any  vray  secured  by  any  act  oa 
the  part  of  their  mother  I" 

"  Truly,"  Mrs.  Hamilton  sorrowfully  added, 
"it  is  a  stern  lesson,  this  miserable  end  <^ 
dear  Cluud's  brilliant  marriage,  and  may  it 
teach  luy  worldly  heart  to  yeara  after  bett^ 
thiiiga  than  mere  rank  and  ricbiB." 

Mr.  Hamilton  awaited  with  mucli  anxiety 
Claud's  return,  for  althou^  he  was  certitia 
that  Colonel  Vavasour  would  treat  the  whole 
afiair  with  the  contempt  it  deserved,  yet  lie 
felt  it  was  a  most  delicate  and  disagreeable 
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•object  to  broach  to  a  husband,  and  sincerely 
did  he  sympathise  with  his  son. 

But  Claud  soon  returned  with  slow  steps 
and  a  disappointed  air. 

The  journey  to  Paris  bad  proved  fruitless. 
He  learnt  that  Colonel  Vavasour  had  left  it 
the  preceeding  day,  charged  with  military 
despatches.  Nothing  now  remained  for  Claud 
but  to  follow  him  immediately  to  England, 
and  he  would  have  done  so,  even  though  his 
distressed  mother,  almost  on  her  knees,  im- 
plored him  to  take  rest — for  his  blood-shot 
eyes,  and  pallid  countenance  surely  indicated 
the  havoc  which  excitement  and  distress  of 
mind  will  make  upon  the  stoutest  heart—on 
the  following  morning  he  would  have  departed, 
but  when  he  attempted  to  rise,  bodily  and  mental 
fatigue  had  done  their  work,  ;ind  an  access 
of  fever  rendered  him  a  prisoner  to  his  bed. 

Mr.  Hamilton  could  not  leave  Paris  at  that 
moment.  Claud  was  obliged  therefore,  for  the 
present,  to  rest  satisfied  with  a  clear  and  ex- 
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plicit  letter,  writtea  by  bis  father  to  Colonel 
Vavasour,  and  which  they  strove  to  persuade 
the  lialt'  distracted  young  man,  must  be  jier- 
tcctly  eatistactory,  if  necesaary  at  all ;  for  ere  he 
could  receive  it.  Vavasour  would  have  proba- 
bly found  Franceaoa  with  the  Seymours,  and 
Irom  them  he  would  have  had  a  full  account 
of  all  the  uufortunate  business. 

With  regard  to  Ciiulia,  Mr.  Hamilton  hoped 
to  be  able  to  ;icct>rapany  his  son  to  England 
very  shortly,  and  then  arrange  matters  for  the 
future. 
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CHAPTEE  XVIL 


'*  Oh !  there  He  nich  depths  of  woe 
In  ■  Toung  blighted  »[Mril  I      Manhood  rem* 
A  bsughtj  brow,  and  age  has  done  with  tears 
But  joutb  bows  down,  to  miurr  in  amaie 
At  the  dark  cloud  o'ennaotliag  its  fteali  dtj». 
And  thus  it  was  Mith  her." 

Uai.  Hemars. 

"  If  there  be  but  one  spot  upon  thj  name, 
One  eje  thou  feai'st  to  meet— one  human  Tince, 
Whose  tones  thou  shiinlieat  from.  TToman  irail  thj  iacc, 
And  how  thj  head^«nd  die." 


*'  The  hag  of  hatred,"  seemed,  indeed,  to 
have  triumphed,  to  judge  b;  what  was  paea- 
ing  within  the  walla  of  Shirley  HalL 
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Not  only  was  the  poor  victjui,  Giulia, 
thttt  unfortunate  being  who  hod  long  l>een  the 
slave  of  her  bosom  friend,  and  bosom  ain — 
dark-eyed  jealousy,  her  prey,  but  oae,  wb© 
till  now,  h:id  walked  boneatb  a  summer  sky, 
clothed  in  the  panoply  of  innocence  and  love, 
was  also  bowed  down  like  a  blighted  flower. 

From  the  night  when  Frnncesca  bad  been  found 
by  her  attendant,  stretched  senseless  on  tho 
sofa,  the  proud  dignity  with  which  she  had, 
hitherto  borne  herself,  had  sunk  into  a  deep, 
hopeless  dejection.  She  scarcely  heeded  thoee 
who  approached  her.  Even  when  lUbs.  Rivers, 
like  a  risen  ghost,  sat  by  her  side  two  dayi 
after,  shocked  and  dismayed  by  the  altera- 
tion in  the  appearanoe  of  the  poor,  young 
creature,  the  wandering,  leaden  expression  of 
her  lai^e,  sad  eyes— her  bloodless  cheeks  I  and 
the  good  woman  spoke  kind,  soothing  word» 
to  her,  Franceses  shrunk,  and  turned  away 
from  her  enquiries. 

"She  wanted nottnag," she  munnnred;  "ytM, 
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indeed,  one  thing  she  did  wish— to  be  removed 
into  another  apartment— out  of  that  hated 
corridor — and  nearer  to  Mrs.  Bivers's  apart- 
ment." 

The  <Ad  woman  did  not  consider  it  neces- 
sary to  consult  others  on  this  trifling  stop. 
She  humoured  the  fancy  of  the  poor  suflbrer, 
and  soon  Francesca  found  herself  in  a  bed- 
chamber over-looking  the  court-yard. . 

^  This  was  the  chamber  occupied  by  Colo- 
nel Vavasour,  on  his  first  visit  to  the  HaU," 
Mrs.  Rivers  said^  with  the  hope  of  arousing 
her  to  some  signs  of  emotion,  from  the  deep 
apathy  which  seemed  to  overwhelm  her  ;  and 
Franoesca,  who  on  her  entrance,  had  mjook 
down  on  a  seat  in  an  attitude  of  despon- 
dency, on  hearing  these  words,  stooped  down 
aod  kissed  the  ground  with  the  reverential 
^nderoess  of  <me,  who  pressee  her  lips  on  the 
tonb  of  a  beloved  departed. 

The  heart  of  the  housekeeper  bled  at  the 
(■ght— what  could  this  stateof  mind  portend ? 


her  heart  find  feelings  recoiled  at  the  idea  that   I 
it  might  be— 


and  those  who  knew  aud  loved  her  less,  id 
short,  her  enemies,  might  have  triumphed  in 
her  altered  atate,  whicli  so  greatly  forwarded 
their  fiendish  designs,  hy  its  aasnming 
the  appearaDCC  of  the  late  remorBp  of  an  err- 
ing one. 

Mrs.  Rivers  strove  to  arouse  her  to  some 
explanation— some  outpouring  of  her  secret 
anguish.  She  talked  of  her  child,  and  asked 
whether  she  might  send  for  it  to  cheer  her  . 
— whether  she  would  like  to  see  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Seymour. 

"  My  child !  Oh,  do  !"  she  cried,  and 
clasped  her  hands  with  a  shudder ;  "  bring  it 
not  here  to  share  in  its  mother's  di^race; 
no,  nor  any  one — they  will  have  heard  all— 
And    I    should  die   with  shune.      No,  MrKi 
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Rivers,  let  none  approach  me  till  he  comes 
—  and  then  I  will  crawl  to  his  feet,  and 
there—" 

"  Disgrace — shame !  xVnd  what  has  Mrs. 
Vavasour  to  do  with  disgrace  or  shame?** 
said  Mrs.  Rivers,  sternly ;  **  why,  young  lady, 
encourage  the  slander  of  your  enemies  by 
this  deportment,  fitted  only — ^pardon  me  —  for 
the  guilty  ?" 

"Guilty!  Oh,  no  I  not  guilty,"  Francesca 
gasped,  joining  her  hands  with  a  deep,  con- 
vulsive sigh. 

Mrs.  Rivers  looked  at  her  ^^ith  a  sad,  en- 
quiring gaze,  and  left  her  with  the  determi- 
nation of  seeking  the  advice  and  assistance  of 
Mr.  Seymour,  whose  benevolent  countenance 
and  sober  deportment,  had  inspired  her  with 
respect  and  confidence — though,  even  to  dis- 
close to  him,  such  disgraceful  particulars,  was 
deeply  repugnant  to  her  punctilious  feelings  of 
propriety. 

Mrs.  Rivers,   however,  began   to  make  ar- 
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the  vicar^  ■ 
ntEtratod.  I 
vliere  tlie        ' 


rm^ments,  for  being  conveyed   to  the  v 
ii^e,    but    lier    purpose   w«8    soon  fruEtratod. 
She  was  Bunimoned  to  the  Ubrai-y,  wliere  tlie 
llaronese  was  seated  with  her  friend. 

"  Why  do  you  wiah  to  go  to  the  vicarage  ?" 
eaid  Lady  dc  Creepi^y,  in  &  low,  gloomy 
toue  of  voice,  at  the  same  time  turning  hei 
Wk  lustre  eyes  upon  the  housekeeper  a»  she 
stood  before  her. 

"  I  iini  iioing  to  see  Mr.  Seymour,  my  lady," 
was  the  answer,  in  a  firm  voice. 

The  Baroness  then  looked  round  upon 
the  Italian,  as  if  to  be  instructed  by  her,  how 
t')  proceed. 

"  Lady  de  Crespigny  wishes  you  to  know," 
Slid  Nice,  "  that  she  considers  it  advisable, 
that  Mrs.  Vavasour  should  he  kept  in  per- 
fect seclusion,  till  the  arrival  of  her  husband, 
or  some  one  appointed  by  him,  to  take  charge 
of  her,  and  can  therefore,  allow  her  to 
receive  no  visits.  Lady  de  Crespigny,  are  not 
those  your  commands  ?" 
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Nice  turned  her  eyes  upon  the  Baroness,  who 
murmured  in  a  sullen  tone  — 

"  They  are." 

'^  And  her  Ladyship  also  desires,"continued  the 
Italian,  ^^  that  at  present,  no  exposure  should 
be  made  of  the  disgraceful  position  of  affairs ; 
and  it  is  Lady  de  Crespigny's  further  deter- 
mination, that  the  person  who  takes  upon 
herself  to  breathe  a  hint  concerning  it,  to  any 
one  out  of  this  house,  or  leaves  the  house 
for  that  purpose,  shall  return  to  it  no 
more.'* 

Poor  Mrs.  Rivers  trembled  so  violently 
whilst  listenini:  to  this  speech,  spoken  in  a  tone 
of  such  insulting  arrogance,  that  the  words 
with  which  she  would  have  replied,  quivered 
on  her  lips,  without  the  power  of  utterance, 
and  she  could  only  answer  by  a  glance  of  in- 
dignation. It  changed  however  to  one  of  pity, 
when  she  looked  on  the  Baroness,  who  turned 
away  her  head  with  a  movement  of  impatience  at 
the  scrutiny  of  the  faithful  attached  woman. 
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"  You  niay  go  now,"  said  tlie  Italian  haugh'' 
tily,  "  and  remember  that  Lady  de  Creapigny 
only  suffers  your  attendance  on  her  imforlu- 
iiate  sister  to  continue,  as  long  aa  you   do  not 
interfere  with  our   arrangements    concerQiog 
her.     If  Mr.   Seymour  should  call,  lie  will  be 
tuld  that  Mrs.  Vavasour  is  not  at  present  visible 
to  any  one.     The  child  is  in  good   handB— let.J 
it  there  remtun."      Mrs.  Rivers  withdrew  with  4 
deep  indignation  and  anguish  at  her  heart. 

Mr.  Seymoiu-  did  call  that  day  at  the  Hall, 
aiid  was  denied  access  to  Mrs.  Vavasour ;  she 
could  not  see  any  one,  he  was  told. 
"  Was  she  ill?"  be  enquired. 
The  servant  believed  not.  "  Might  he  speak  to 
Mrs.  Rivers?' — Mrs. Rivers  was  engaged.  Mr. 
Seymour  said  he  was  sure  that  if  liis  name  were 
taken  up  he  would  be  admitted.  The  footman 
then  gave  place  to  Martuccia  who  joined  them 
at  the  door,  and  said  that  the  Baroness  was 
sorry  that  herown  indisposition  prevented  her 
from  receiving  him,  and   that   the  elder  Mr, 
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Hamilton  wag  expected  every  day,  and,  till 
his  arrival,  Mrs.  Vavasour  could  admit  no 
visiters. 

Mr.  Seymour  in  astonishment  and  perplex- 
ity withdrew,  to  return  home  and  talk  over 
the  mysteries  of  Shirley  Hall  with  his  wife^ 
What  could  be  going  on  there  ?  It  was  very 
strange,-  but  Mr.  Hamilton's  arrival  must 
allay  all  anxiety  on  Francesca's  account.  It 
was  impossible  to  force  themselves  into  the 
house. 

Both  Gertrude  and  her  husband  were  how- 
ever uneasy  and  perplexed  how  to  act,  for  they 
felt  much  for  the  poor  young  wife,  thus  im- 
mured within  those  gloomy  walls.  To  the 
old  nurse,  who  was  beginning  to  wonder  and 
fret  at  the  long  absence  from  her  dear  young 
mistress,  they  confided  the  result  of  Mr. 
Seymour's  visit.  The  faithful  creature  im- 
mediately insisted  upon  returning  to  Shirley. 

"  My  duty,"   she   said,    *^  is  to  be  with  her 
who   I  nursed  from  a  child,  and   who  I  never 
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left  before — Woe  is  rac  that  I  ever  turned  from 
}ier,  even  for  that  dear  babel  The  boy  will  be 
well  enred  for  by  the  wet  iiurae,  and  you  dear 
Mxtdaiu,  and  I  must  go  to  my  dear  young 
lady." 

The  nurse  departed  without  delay  for  Slur- 
ley  Hall,  and  returned  in  tlie  highest  atate  of 
ri<ritation  and  iudignatinn.  She  hod  been  liter- 
ally turned  from  the  houae  by  the  maid  Mor- 
tii(scin,  bel'^re  she  could  see  any  one  else,  aod 
refused  all  access  to  Mrs.  Vavasour,  tlie  wonmn 
saying,  that  if  she  could  not  keep  to  her 
business  of  takin<j  charge  of  the  child,  she 
was  uot  wanted  there  — that  Mrs.  Yavasour 
hod  plenty  of  attendants,  and  if  her  services 
were  required  slie  would  be  sent  for.  The  Sey- 
mours began  to  be  seriously  alarmed,  and  Ger- 
trude wrote  immediately  to  her  father,  inform- 
ing him  of  all  the  circumstances;  she  en- 
treated him  to  come  without  further  delay ; 
and  thus  matters  contintiod  for  some  days. 

And  the  poor  Franccsca,  how  sudden  liad 
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been  the  veil  of  darkness  which  was  cast  over 
her  spirit  I  If  her  sorrow  had  expressed  itself 
in  words,  it  would  have  poured  forth  the  Psal- 
mist's plaint— 

"  Fearfuhiess  and  trembling  are  come  upon 
me,  and  a  horrible  dread  has  overwhelmed 
me.  But,  oh  my  God  !  why  hast  thou  forsaken 
me,  why  go  I  so  heavily  while  my  enemy  op- 
presse?'* 

We  know  that  there  are  hearts  so  susceptible, 
that  even  false  insinuations  prey  upon  their 
spirits  and  destroy  their  healtli — their  peace 
— and  even  their  life ;  what  marvel  then 
that  a  young  and  delicate  female  scarcely  con- 
scious that  there  exists  in  the  world  sucii  a 
a  thing  as  slander,  should  be  overpowered 
beneath  its  crusliing  power,  even  silencing  for 
a  time  the  sustaining  voice  of  conscious  inno- 
cence. Timt  a  sin  so  monstrous  should  be  cast 
upon  her  even  by  suspicion,  wa^  enough  to 
scare  her  almost  to  madness. 
To  have  the  dearest  feelings  of  her  heart  out- 
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and  insulted  —  the  devoted  love  of  a  niTe,  ao 
pure,  BO  Ben aitive,  thus  rudely  brenthed  upon — 
to  think  that  her  proud  name  should  be  black- 
pucd  by  nccnsations  eo  dreadful!  What  wm 
she  worth  now  to  the  husband  ivho  had  lovfd 
her  for  the  innocence  —the  purity,  which  he  so 
much  prized  in  a  woitinn's  nature?  -  At  length 
■•ooomplcfely  would  her  heart  fail  her,  in  the 
delirium  of  the  wretched  thoughts  to  which  it 
w;iB  n  prey—  that  the  diseased  fancy  would 
conjure  up  dark  su^estions  even  gainst  her- 
self. Had  she  been  guilty  unconsciously  of 
some  indiscretion  which  might  in  any  way 
justify  the  malice  of  her  enemies?,  could  it 
be  possible  that  her  love  could  have  decreased 
even  by  an  iota  since  herhuBband  had  left  her? 
andthensliewouldseizehiBpictureandgazeupon 
it,  till  she  felt  truly  by  the  gushing  tendemesa 
which  swelled  her  heart  to  bursting,  how 
slanderous  against  her  love  wns  even  the  bare 
idea.  No,  her  fate  would  be  to  love  on,  how- 
ever she  might  cease  to  be  beloved — And  now 
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efae  would  rivet  her  eyee  upon  that  pictured 
figure,  to  catch  the  proud  smile  upon  those  lips — 
in  that  noble  eye  ;  and  it  was  with  the  feeling 
with  which  we  look  upon  the  expression,  an 
artist  has  pourtroyed  of  a  beloved  one,  whose 
look  and  smile  we  can  never  more  behold. 

Thus  the  weary  time  passed  on  with  the 
wretched  Francesca.  She  was  not,  however, 
left  unmolested. 

The  priest  paid  a  daily  visit  to  her  apart- 
ment. Far  too  zealous  was  he  in  his  cause,  to 
give  it  up  from  the  circumstance  of  one  un- 
successful attempt.  He  left  no  means  untried 
to  gain  an  influence  over  the  mind  of  the 
young  creature,  but  as  fruitless  were  now  bis 
attempts,  as  when  before  he  endeavoured  to 
allure  the  gay  butterfly  child  of  other  days. 
It  was  in  vain  he  talked  to  her— she  answered 
not — she  scarcely  heard  his  words.  Passively 
she  endured  his  presence  like  one  who  has  no 
power  to  resist  it,  till   one  day  ~  it   wa&  after 

Nice  had  intruded  herself  before  Francesca— 
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in  order  to  judge  of"  the  reality  of  the  Btate  la 
wliich  she  was  reportid  to  be  -  the  priest,  on 
repairing  aa  usiiftl  to  liev  room,  found  tiie  doi>r 
locked— and  from  that  time,  except  to  the  voice 
of  Mrs.  Kivers,  she  opened  it  not.  Concemiug 
her  child  she  scarcely  spoke — ead  proof  of  die 
state  of  mind  to  which  lying  tongues  liod  re- 
duced her  I 
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CHAPTER    XVHL 


"  Tempeita  their  Turinus  eouric  mar  iweep 
Swiftly  o'er  t)ie  trnubled  deep, 
DarkneM  maj  lend  her  gtcioDiy  aid, 
And  wrap  the  gioaniOK  world  in  shade ; 

And  bend  beneath  a  ttrmi)^  power  ;— 

Tliere  ii  *  Eempeil  of  the  soul, 

A  Kloan  where  wilder  billowa  roll  I" 

AUEBICA'*    PuKT. 


But  to  return   to  the   unfortunate  Giulia  de 
Creapigny. 

In  her  we  Bee  a  picture  of  one  of  the   moat 
pitiable  utuationa  into  whioli  r  human  being 
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can  be  thrown  ;  for  alie  had  become  the  prey 
to  a  diseased  mind — a  state  which  withon, 
with  its  poisonous  influence,  every  aeed  of  ni- 
tnrd  feeling,  turning  with  its  jatindioed  eye, 
light  into  darkness — good  into  evil— friontle 
into  euemiee — enemies  into  friends ;  not  only 
tlie  slave  uf  its  own  weakness,  but  of  the  pas- 
sions and  evil  designs  of  others. 

Truly,  of  late,  the  unhappy  Giulia  had  been 
exposed  to  trials  which  in  their  perplexing, 
nftturewerewell  calculated  to  bring  to  a  climax, 
the  irritation  of  her  excited  mind. 

At  the  very  moment  when  suBpidon  and 
jealousy  were,  by  the  insinuationfl  of  her  boeun 
friend,  eating  their  way  into  her  very  heaii 
with  all  its  torturing  power,  the  Jesuit -by 
hianieceadviaed  that  hia  hour  was  come — made 
hia  appearance,  and  without  difficulty  coiled 
his  Bn&res  round  the  Dnfurtiin&te  victim. 

With  the  same  mystery  with  whidi  he  lud 
ODoe  disaj^eared,  Fra  Fwdo  re«ppeaFed  befwe 
tlie  Bazoneaa,  and  witii  awfiil  ademnity  paiirtcd 
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oat  to  her  the  vroes  he  had  prophesied,  as 
inevitable,  if  again  she  yielded  herself  to  the 
delusions  of  heresy,  and  which  had  in  reality 
fidlen  upon  her.  He  conjured  her  once  more 
to  turn  in  deep  penitence  to  the  Holy  Church, 
and  to  strive  by  pirayer  and  penance  to  depre- 
cate the  wrath  she  had  drawn  upon  her  head ; 
thus  her  eternal  happiness  might  be  pro- 
pitiated, although  on  earth  it  was  forfeited 
to  the  just  wrath  of  Heaven.  Night  after 
night  he  visited  Lady  de  Crespigny  by  means 
of  a  secret  staircase  which  led  from  the  chapel. 
He  effected  this  in  secrecy,  a  key  of  that  build- 
ing having  been  secured  by  his  niece,  at  the 
time  when  his  escape  had  been  connived  at  by 
her,  and  ever  since  preserved.  From  the  house 
of  a  brother  priest  with  whom  he  had  taken 
up  his  abode,  he  would  enter  the  chapel,  as- 
cend the  worn  out  steps  leading  into  the  dilapi- 
dated confessional— which  he  hoped  one  day  to  see 
restored  to  its  original  use— and  there  stood  before 
wluit  he  knew  to  be  adoor ;  which  by  a  secret 
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spring  admitted  liim  to  another  wlndiDg  stonC 
Btaircaae  which  led  to  a  siimll  oratory,  cut  out 
of  the  aolid  wall ;  and  drawing  aside  one  of  the 
smuU  panels,  Frn  Paolo  gained  ingress  to 
the  sitting  apartment  ol'  Lady  de  Creepigny. 

No  iadividual  had  been  aware  of  this  eecret 
means  of  admittance  save  Mrs.  Kivera;  it  wa« 
by  that  door  her  tormer  unfortunate  young 
mistrees  had  contrived  her  guilty  elopement,  and 
ihereforewaslookednponby  herwitb  such  deep 
horror  that  she  had  ever  recoiled  from  allow- 
ing its  existence  to  pass  her  lipa.  The  late 
Lord  de  Creapigny,  having  heard  of  it  when  a 
boy,  on  his  returning  to  Shirley,  had  ordered 
Mr.  Rivers  to  moke  him  aequmnted  with  the 
situation  of  this  secret  communication  ;  Nice 
must  therefore  very  enrly  have  exerted  her 
power  of  seeing  and  hearing  everything,  and 
have  gained  some  underhand  knowledge  upon 
the  subject,  which  she  afterwards  put  to  such  a 
profitable  use,  and  which  lately  Mrs.  Rivera 
had  begun  to  suspect,  as  being  the  case. 


I 


THE    BOSOM   FRlEND.  251 

The  priest  soon  began  to  spend  most  of 
his  time  at  Shiriey  Hall,  and  Claud's  volun- 
tary banishment,  from  his  wife's  sitting  room 
rendered  this  easy  for  him  to  contrive,  without 
discovery,  even  during  the  day  ;  the  little  ora- 
tory affording  him  a  rare  hiding-place  on  ac- 
cidental emergencies. 

Soon  the  crafty  man  had  completely  won 
over  the  morbid  imagination  of  the  unhappy 
Giulia,  to  seek  fancied  solace  in  the  rites  and 
•ordinances  partaking  of  his  religion.  She  was 
baptized  on  the  day  Claud  departed — fasted— 
did  penance,  and  authorized  the  priest  to  make 
the  fact  public,  that  she  had  embraced  the 
Roman  Catholic  faith.  But  there  must  have 
been  some  misgivings  in  the  minds  of  those,  so 
triumphant  in  their  machinations,  on  beholding 
their  victim  sinking  into  a  state  of  mind  which 
daily  was  becoming  so  startling,  that  they  at 
length  considered  it  expedient  to  keep  hor  as 
much  as  possible  from  the  observation  of  the 
Jiousehold*     In  truth,  those  who  had  watched 
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the  progreee  of  the  strong,  overpoweriog  pae- 
uon  evinced  hy  Giulia  towards  Ctaud  before 
ber  marriage — a  paseion  wiiioh  indeed  had 
grown  with  ber  growth,  and  streogtheaed  with 
her  strength — 


and  who  had  also  witnessed  the  few  fleeting 
luontha  of  ecstasy,  which  followed  the  realiza- 
tion of  her  hopes,  now  gazed  wit  li  almost  aSHght 
upon  the  changewhich  their  arts  had  createdia 
herCeelinga.  The  love  which  she  had  so  prized  wu 
ohanged  into  a  cup  of  poison — n  serpent  at  her 
liearti  The  love,  which  wostobave  changed  the 
gloomy  world  into  an  abode  of  light  and  joy, 
WW  turned  to  utter  darkness. 

No  wonder  then,  is  hy  slow,  but  sure  degrees, 
the  insidious  wordsof  the  Italian  girl  sunk  deeper 
and  deeper  into  the  festering  wound,  wiuoh 
her  own  perfidious  hand  had  inflicted — whea 
the  wretched  wife  imagined  her  husband's 
love  wsA  given  to  anotber,  and  that  otfaw  ber 
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own  sister  that  her  distempered  mind  began  to 
yiew  the  affection^  which  for  a  brief  space  she 
fancied  her  husband  bestowed  upon  her^  as 
but  a  meteor  which  had  lured  her  to  destruc* 
tion ;  and,  that  the  maddening  mania  which, 
from  her  childhood,  had  ever  haunted  her — 
the  Cain-like  passion— ^r,  rather,  unfortunate 
girl  I  in  her  case,  the  infirmity  of  mind,  «¥hich 
had  ever  made  her  look  upon  the  innocent 
Francesca  as  her  fated  bane,  destined  to  cross 
her  path  of  happiness  for  ever — a  mania, 
which,  for  her  own  base  purposes,  Nice  had 
so  artfully  increased  to  the  present  point — 
no  wonder  that  it  should  now  have  assumed  a 
form  nearly  approaching  to  derangement. 

GKulia  would  wander  about  the  gloomy 
library  like  a  dark  spirit,  well  suited  to  be 
its  inhabitant ;  now  seated  in  listless  apathy, 
her  eyes  fixed  upon  some  volume,  she  feigned 
to  read— now  starting  up  and  awaking  the 
solemn-toned  organ,  in  strains  which  mi^t 
well  haye  exemplified  some  of  tihose  passions, 
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Collins     has,     with     such   a    graphic    hand, 
described — 

**  Thy  numbers.  Jealooay,  to  nought  were  fixed, 

Had  proof  of  thj  disftreiuful  state  ! 

And  now  it  courted  LoTe— now  raring  called  on  hate!*' 

or  oftener  still — 

*'  With  woeful  nkeasure*  wan  despair- 
Low  sullen  sounds  her  grief  beguiled  : 

A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air.* 
'Twas  sad  by  fits— by  starts  'twas  wild." 

Thus  the  unfortunate  Giulia  would 
spend  most  of  her  day,  scarcely  opening  her 
lips  to  her  companions,  Nice  and  the  priest, 
who  still  remained  to  watch  over  the  soul  of 
his  miserable  convert. 

It  was  the  same  day  on  which  Fra  Paolo 
had  made  his  last  unsuccessful  visit  to 
the  door  of  Francesca's  apartment,  that 
he  happened  to  be  sitting  alone  with  Lady 
de  Crespigny  in  the  library,  when  suddenly  the 
unusual  sound  of  carriage  wheels  fell  upon 
ius  ear,  grinding  up  the  approach. 
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The  priest  quitted  the  apartment  in  order 
to  ascertain  who  the  arrival  was  likely  to 
prove,  from  an  upper  window,  commanding 
4i  view  along  the  avenue.  He  found  his 
niece  occupied  in  the  same  manner. 

She  turned  her  face  towards  him,  on 
wliich  was  a  look  of  fiendish  determinntion, 
though  her  tightly  compressed  lips  were 
blanched  -seeing  it  was  her  uncle,  she  mur- 
mured— 

"  It  is  as  it  should  be — it  is  he  P' 

"  Who  ?"  asked  the  priest. 

"  The  injured  husband,"  she  said,  witli  a 
sneering  Liugh ;  "  I  recognise  his  servant." 

She  glided  away  but  paused  as  she  passed 
before  the  room  of  Francesca,  and  gently 
drew  the  bolt,  then  passed  through  the  passages 
down  the  stair-case  leading  into  the  hall, 
which  she  entered,  just  as  the  carriage  drove 
into  the  court. 

But  she  was  not  the  only  person  who  had 
repaired  thither   to   receive   the  new  arrivaL 
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There,  appeared,  at  the  same  time,  the  old 
housekeeper ;  who,  casting  upon  the  Italian 
»  stern,  warning  glance,  which  was  returned 
by  one  of  insolent  defiance,  with  trembling 
hands  undid  the  fastening  of  the  door  and 
threw  it  open. 

The   stately   fomi   of  Fnmoesca'B   hiubaod 
stood  before  them. 
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CHAPTER     XIX. 


Ob,  colder  thui  thewiail  ibmlfcwis* 
Foonti,  thai  bul  now  in  niDihiiie  pUjod, 
[i  that  oongHUag  pug  whicb  Kim 
The  tnuling  bcn-om  irbm  betnjed. 
He  fell  it— (leeptj  felt  it— «nd  itood 
Aa  if  the  taU  iMd  tmea  hii  bktod. 
So  male,  and  motionleu  wu  be  ; 
Likt  one  whom  tudden  tpelli  enchant. 


GiHEBAL  Vavaeour,  for  to  that  rank  he  hud  dow 
proudly  attained,  b;  the  gallant  ooDduot, 
whioh  was  to  be  still  further  rewarded  by  a 
gntoful  Bovereign   who  heaped  nieh  distino- 
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tiona  and  honora  on  the  brave  heroes 
ot'  the  Rattle  of  Waterloo,  had  departed 
from  the  old  )ia1I  —  his  noble  heart  sub- 
dued even  to  womanly  weakness,  by  the 
bitter  auguish  of  the  parting  from  thiit 
fair  young  being,  who  had  woven  hereeif  bo 
closely  roitud  his  afiections,  with  an  inten- 
sity of  which,  he  bad  scarcely  been  aware  till 
thut  hour.  The  soldier'a  spirit  had,  however' 
soon  nerved  to  firmneBS  the  buaband'a  heart, 
shaken  by  theeoft  murmuringa  of  grief  from  wo- 
man's lips— the  tears  from  woman's  eyes— and 
warmed  into  god-like  fire  and  strength,  amidst 
the  thundering  cannon  and  the  rage  of  bat- 
tle—the memory  of  his  love  gleaming,  like  a 
soft  star,  upon  the  surrounding  tumult. 

Like  liupe's  gaf  gluiee,  from  ocean'*  uoubled  fiMun. 

But  when  it  was  all  over — when  he  had  done 
his  part,  and  freah  laurels,  stained  with  the 
blood  of  the  vanquished    foe,  were  wreathe^ 


THE  BOSOM  FRIEND.  259 

around  his  brow,  how  did  his  heart  pant  to 
escape  like  a  bird  to  its  neet — to  the  home, 
where  there  was  one  who  so  fondly  watched 
for,  prayed  for  his  return.  What  to  his  heart 
were  all  the  empty  plaudits —  the  pi:aise  and 
honor  of  men !  He  panted  to  hear  that  sweet 
voice  which  would  welcome  him  to  her  arms. 
It  would  have  seemed  passing  strange  to  his 
companions  in  arms,  had  they  seen  the  man, 
who,  proud  and  unmoved,  could  stand  all 
blandishments  of  pleasure  and  applause — all 
pangs  of  pain  "—all  fears  of  danger,  with  his 
trembling  eye  dimmed  by  the  tear  of  strong 
emotion— his  changing  cheek,  and  outstretched 
gaze  of  eager  expectation,  as  he  approached 
the  dark,  old  mansion,  which  contained  the 
light  of  his  heart  and  life,  where  a  new,  and 
untasted  joy  too,  awaited  the  soldier's  return 
— the  sight  of  a  first  born  child  ! 


Oh  !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon '8  flight 
To  bear  him  like  an  arrow,  to  that  height. 
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As  hia  eager  eye  travelled  rapidly  over 
the  building,  his  glance  was  riveted  upon  a 
window,  where  could  be  discerned  a  white 
figure,  which  the  beating  heart  of  the  hus- 
band, told  him,  was  her,  who,  the  next  mo- 
ment, would  be  pressed  within  hia  arms  ;  yea, 
he  could  noi,  on  a  nearer  approach  mistake 
that  form,  which,  with  extended  arma,  re- 
mained visible  to  hia  strained,  upward  gaz«, 
and  which,  just  before  the  carriage  reached 
the  gate  of  the  court,  disappeared  from  hii 
view  —  to  fly,  no  doubt,  to  meet  hat. 
Hia  impatience  scnrcely  enabling  him  to  wait 
till  the  carriage  stopped,  he  wrenched  open 
the  door  and  sprang  to  the  grouad. 

The  door  of  the  house  slowly  opened  as  be 
did  so,  and  with  what  a  oountenanoe  of  expec 
tation  and  ecstasy  did  his  eyes  glance  aronnd, 
ficaroely  noticing  the  two  persona  who  re- 
ceived him,  in  their  eager  search  for  her  whom 
he  had  expected  to  be  the  first  to  greet  his 
longing  ught. 

What  I  were  there  none  but  those  two  tall 
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figures  in  the  hall  ?  one  rigidly  solemn  in  her 
remembered  character  meetings  his  enquiring 
gaze  with  trembling  agitation,  so  strongly 
marked  on  her  aged  countenance  that  her 
faded  quivering  lips  seemed  unable  to  pro- 
nounce the  words  they  would  have  uttered. 
And  then  the  other — ^her  countenance  was 
composed  certainly,  but  why  that  dark  look 
of  mystery?  Like  the  bright  flash  through 
the  thunder  cloud  tliere  gleamed  from  it  an  ex- 
pression the  meaning,  which  he  did  not  pause  to 
analyse,  but  in  that  look  was  concentrated  all 
the  fiendish  fcelino^s,  swelling  in  her  breast. 

"  Where  is  Mrs.  Vavasour,"  General  Vava- 
sour  asked,  prepnring  with  hasty  steps  to 
cross  the  hall,  and  then  the  expression 
of  the  old  womans's  countenance  seemed  to 
strike  him — for  in  a  quick,  breathless  tone  he 
exclaimed,  "  Is  she  not  well  ?  but  I  saw  her 
at  the  window — I  will  go  to  her,"  and  again 
he  was  on  the  point  of  proceeding,  but  was 
arrested  by  the  voice  of  the  Italian. 
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*'  General     Vavasour,"     she     swd,    in 
ilight  foreign  accent,  which   much   added  I 
the  eficct  of  the  words  uttered  in  the  clear] 
musical  noted  which  were   now  raised  aborvl 
the  pitcli  of  her  lisuully  soft  subdued   toneOi.  J 
and   could    hiirdly   fail   to    comn)ai;d   Gcner^   I 
Vavasour'a    ntlention — "there    ia    a    [luiulul'J 
task  which  I  have  undertaken  to  fulfil— 
munication  to    relate    which  t]iough   fraught  J 
with  agony  m  d  horror,  it  ie  necessary  in  justice 
to  yourself  that  you  should  receive — ere  you 
have  seen  fi'.-r  whom  it  concerns." 

"  Her  whom  it  cnncerns — what  mean  you? 
is  it  i^f  my  wife?  speak,  in  ihe  name  of  Hea- 
ven,'" exclniuitd  General  Vavasour,  "  what  do 
you  mean?  Let  me  see  her — why  this  mys' 
tery  — is  she  ill  ?" 

"  No,  not  ill,"  continued  the  Italian  in  a 
soleniQ  tone,  "  but  -" 

"  Sir — sir,"  interrupted  Mrs,  Rivera  in  a 
quivering  voice,  having  in  vain  attempted 
before  to  make  herself  heard.     "  Sir,  aa  you 
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hope  for  mercy,  judge  nothing  before  you  have 
seen  her — hear  her  speak  for  herself^  ere  you 
listen  to  those,  who,  God  forgive  thein  I  seem 
bent  on  fixing  guilt  on  one,  who,  for  all  the 
proof  tl;ey  may  conjure  up  against  her,  I  who 
know  them — " 

"  Silence  woman,  would  you  uphold  the 
cause  of  the  guilty  against  that  of  the  injured 
and  the  abused?'  cried  Kice  sternly,  turning  a 
fierce  indignant  glance  u{>on  the  trembling 
woman. 

"^  In  the  name  of  Heaven  what  does  all  this 
mean?"  cried  General  Vavasour,  much  agi- 
tated, "you  will  drive  me  mad — Guilty  !  what 
has  that  word  to  do  with  Francesca,  with  my 
wifcT 

From  tlic  hall  to  the  foot  of  the  staircase 
the  husband  strode,  and  with  a  voice  of  thun- 
der, he  made  the  walls  echo  with  the  cry  of 
*^  Francci^ca,  *  "  Francesca !"  Thrice  indeed  he 
called,  but  6he  who  at  the  gentlest  sound  of 
that  name  breathed  from  his  lips,  was  wont  to 
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start  like  a  young  fawn  into  liis  pre»enc«, ; 
if  but  an  hour  had  separated  tliem,  fling 
herself  into  his  arms  with  such  perfect  ilelight 
—where  was  now  her  light  bountliiig  Mep, 
that  even  at  his  call,  it  answered  not?  why 
did  ahe  not  come  as  he  had  pictured  to  hini- 
Belf,  her  child  in  her  arms,  to  bless  his  long- 
ing eyes  Y  And  she  wae  not  ill !  she  had  8ee«^ 
him.  ^ 

"Guilt!  prqpf!  guilty  r  -* 

A  tiiintnc-s  as  of  death  stole  over  the  brave 
man's  heart — he  grasped  the  railing  of  the 
staircase,  and  turned  towards  the  pair  a  face 
gf  ghastly  pallor. 

Througli  his  tightly  pressed  lips  he  mut- 
tered— 

"  Why  torture  me  time,  women  ?  what  said 
you  about  guilt — who  dared  to  utter  that  word 
ill  connexion  uith  (he  angel  I  left  within  these 
walls  ?" 

"  It  was  to  be  my  painful  task,  Signor 
General,  so  to  do— and  to  break  to  you  the 
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direful  intelligence,  that  if  once  an  angel,  your 
wife  has  now  fallen  from  her  high  estate." 

**  Heed  her  not,  sir,  heed  her  not,"  faltered 
Mrs.  Rivers,  but  the  wretched  Vavasour 
seemed  turned  to  stone  upon  the  spot 
where  he  stood — his  gaze  fascinated  by  the 
glittering  rattle-snake  eyes  of  her,  under 
whose  influence  he  had  been  thus  paralized. 

Nice  continued  with  increased  boldness,  as 
she  thus  beheld,  that  the  best  of  the  game  was 
in  her  hands. 

**  But  perhaps  you  will  go  with  me  into  this 
room,  and  listen,  if  it  so  please  you,  to  further 
particulars.  And  you,  madam,"  she  said,  turn- 
ing to  Mrs.  Rivers,  ^*  will  be  good  enough  to 
follow,  in  order  to  gainsay,  if  you  can,  the 
truth  of  any  fact  that  I  may  bring  forward, 
as  you  seem  inclined  to  {^ve  the  lie  to  all  my 
assertions.  The  truth,  alas  I"  she  continued, 
as  she  threw  open  the  library  door  — "here 
indeed  is  a  too  sad  voucher  for  it  .^* 

The  miserable  man,  stunned  and  bewildered, 
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mecbnnically  entered  the  apftrtmenl,  ana 
the  first  object  that  met  hi»  eyes  waa  the 
figure  of  hie  siBter-in-law,  She  was  slanding 
in  the  mii]<Ile  of  the  sombre-room — her  dull, 
distended  eyee  turned  tuwnnle  the  door,  jib  if 
ihc  had  been  scared  by  the  diaturbsnce  she 
had  heard  without — her  cheeks  pale  and  hollow, 
her  countenance  and  deportment  wearing  the 
aspect  of  the  most  woo-begon«  mieerj-,  ren- 
dered still  more  remarkable  by  her  neglected, 
almost,  slovenly  toilette. 

Giulia  stared  at  General  Yavaeour  at  first 
with  something  like  expectation  animating  her 
countenance,  but  it  had  soon  died  away,  and 
when  with  an  exclamation  of  horror  and  dismay 
escaping  hia  bluodless  lips,  he  seized  her  hand 
convulsiTely,  and  gasped,  "  Giulia,  how  is  all 
this?"  she  shrunk  hack,  put  her  hand  to  her  head, 
and  shuddered.  In  a  hollow  tone  of  anguish 
she  muttered, 

"  Ah,  it  is  you— you  have  come  too  late — 
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you  should  not  have  left  her  here.  It  was 
not  her  fault — she  was  beautiful^  and  ever 
fated  to  be  my  ruin.** 

The  wretched  husband  clasped  his  forehead 
with  his  hands  ;  he  reeled  as  if  he  would  have 
fallen,  and  sunk  upon  a  seat  that  was  near 
him,  murmuring  between  his  teeth, 

"Gracious  Heavens!  this  is  indeed  more 
than  I  can  bear." 

"  Lady  de  Crespigny,"  said  Nice,  in  a  voice 
of  command,  "  you  had  better  retire  to  your 
apartment— remaining  here  can  but  give 
encreased  pain  to  yourself  and  General  Vava- 
sour." 

The  subdued  Giulia  passively  obeyed.  As 
the  door  closed  upon  her.  General  Vavasour 
raised  his  head,  and  turned  his  bloodshot  eyes 
upon  the  Italian. 

"  And  now,''  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  voice, 
*^  let  me  hear  all.  But  I  swear  by  all  that  is 
sacred,  if  there  be  not  truth  in  the  maddening 
suggestion  you  have  insinuated  into  my  mind, 
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you  hnd  as  wdH  bo  a  reptile  at  Biy  feet,  for 
your  bt?iiig  a  n-oman  will  not  butc  you  from  a 
vipcr'a  fate  1" 

Mre,  Bivers  f^ain  endeavoured  to  intcrp<  w. 
but  her  agitation  seotucd  wholly  to  overjioncr 
her,  and  she  was  forced  to  sink  uj>on  a  ehair. 

Nice,  apparently  unshaken  by  this  startling 
•ddreee,  stood  np,  ^f-itli  an  unmoved  connle- 
nnnce,  adder-like  indeed,  prepared  to  goad  by 
her  eting  the  excited  man  to  the  madness  ne- 
cessary to  tlie  accompliahineat  of  her  fell 
design. 

*'  Yea,"  she  said,  "  mine  ie  indeed  a  thank- 
less, bitter  office,  and  truly  I  should  doeeire 
the  reptile's  fate,  if  my  heart  were  not  oaored 
with  the  deep  indignation,  nhich  now  buruB 
within  me  at  the  wronge  of  my  most  unhappy 
and  betrayed  friend — wrongs  which  have  re- 
duced her  to  the  miserable  state  in  which 
you  now  beheld  her— the  victim  of  as  black 
and  ungrateful  treachery,  aa  perhaps  it  was 
ever  a  woman's  fate  to  bear." 
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The  fiend  began  her  recituL  She  in- 
vented no  facts ;  here  was  the  great  crime  of 
taking  truth  into  her  poisonous  mouth,  and 
perverting  it — from  her  lips  it  changed  into 
black  and  venomous  falsehood. 

From  the  very  moment  of  General  Vavasour's 
departure  she  commenced  the  story,  told  how 
Claud  Hamilton  had  returned  to  the  disceiu^ 
bU  Francesca,  remained  with  her  alone, 
and  so  successfully  b^uiled  her  grief,  that 
soon  laughing  and  jesting  had  chased  away  her 
tears ;  that  even  Mrs.  Bivers,"*  and  she  turned 
to  the  old  woman  as  if  to  challenge  her  to 
deny  the  truth,  ^'  had  been  shocked  to  find 
Mrs.  Vavasour  in  a  situation  which  was  indis- 
creet, to  say  the  least  of  it.*'  Then  she  re- 
lated the  history  of  the  tite^-tSte  drive  which 
had  caused  so  much  distress  and  annoyance 
to  Lady  de  Crespigny.  From  that  moment,  she 
stated,  that  an  aUenation  had  taken  place  be- 
tween the  husband  and  wife,  Mr.  Hamilton 
liaving  even  treated  his  lady  with  harshness. 


270  THE    BOSOM    FBIEXir. 


She  described  in  the  most  patlietic  teruiB  the 
wretchedness  of  Giulia,  how  entirely  all  inter- 
course had  ceased  between  them,  Claud  hav- 
ing passed  the  greatest  part  of  the  day  in  the 
eaatei-n  corriJor.  In  short,  for  we  will  not  follow 
the  vile  woman  through  every  passage  of  her 
disgusting  statement,  every  thing  tliat  a  cor- 
rupt iiiiagiiia'ion  oould  distort  was  saj<l — the 
slightest  incident  twisted  into  damnii^ 
proofs  of  guilt.  She  related  how  Francesca 
aad  Claud  had  been  found  by  Giulia  alone  in 
the  dusk  of  the  evening,  the  indisposition  of 
Mrs.  Gordon  having  favored  the  secret  in- 
terview. The  circumstance  upon  which  the 
wretch  seemed  to  found  the  strongest  basis  of 
proof,  was  the  fact  of  her  having  sent  away 
the  child  and  its  attendants,  immediately  afiter 
the  departure  of  Mrs.  Gordon ;  thus  ridding 
herself  of  all  those  who  oould  in  any  manner 
be  spies  upon  her  actions.  And  then  the  dread- 
ful finale  was  described  intIiemostfor<^ble  temoa 
— the  dark  circumstaace  of  that  last  night  of 
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Claud's   stay-  at  Shirley  Hall — ^the  cloud    of 
suspicion  which    overshadowed    it — the    key 
found    in    Francesca*s     chamber — ^her    maid 
locked  out  of  the  corridor — the  despairing  ac- 
cusations of  the  injured  wife --and  the  inmie- 
diate  flight  of  the  faithless   husband  from  a 
home  he  had  disi^raced — dishonoured !     ^*  And 
not  alone — would  Mrs.  Vavasour  fain  have  al- 
lowed him  to    depart — No,"  Nice  continued, 
**  your  wife.  General  Vavasour,  threw  herself 
in  his  path,  and  besought  her  brother-in-law^ 
or  rather  her  adoring  hver^  not  to  forsake  her, 
but  to  allow  her  to  accompany  him ;  in  compas- 
sion to  her  youth,  she  was  however  prevented 
from  sinking  deeper  into  the  abyss  of  guilt, 
and  has  been  retained  under  this  roof  in  per- 
fect   seclusion.     It  is    to   be  hoped,  General 
Vavasour,**  the    Italian    added,     ''  that    the 
afiair  will  spread  no  further  than  this  mansion, 
though  I  have  heard,  may  it  not  be  true !  that 
annexed  to  the  paragraph,  which  made  public 
the  fact  of  my  unfortunate  friend.  Lady  de 


X7S  TQE    BOeOM    FH1K50. 


Cre^iguy  baving  returned  to  tht  faith  of  her 
mother,  some  mysterious  allu^ioDS  have  been 
insertct),  cunceriking  domestic  mattcre  of  such 
(liatrcs^Dg  import  to  herself,  aod  disgrace  to 
others  ^rhom  Xbej  invotved." 

The  creature  pausod  G«Dcr&l  Vavasour 
lifted  up  Ilia  head.  He  sat  for  a.  moment 
lookin;;  wildly  round,  with  a  iace  bo  chained, 
that  even  a  movement  of  horror  crept  throufjh 
the  frame  of  the  aoul  bunlcnvd  Nice— and 
ihcii  he  arotic'.  He  stood  in  all  hii» 
height  and  strength  of  form,  but  all  power 
Eoemed  departed  from  hia  whole  frame ;  it  qui- 
vered like  a  reed, 

"  See  ber,  sir  I  aee  her  V  muttered  a  trem- 
bling voice — and  be  turned  bis  glasejr  eyes 
upon  the  venerable,  the  usually  etera  house- 
keeper, who,  with  ber  bead  upon  her  hands, 
was  rocking  heraelf  backwards  and  forward), 
as  if  almoBt  bewildered  with  distress. 

"  Will  you  aee  ber,  General  ?"  said  tb« 
Italian,  "  you  will  find  Mra.VaTa8our,of  eoum 
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much  distressed,  though  in  the  state  we 
would  wish  she  should  be,  under  the  present 
dbrcumstances.  At  first  she  was  almost  violent 
— ^but  soon  ceased  to  make  any  attempt  at 
denial  of  her  guilt,  and  has  fallen  into  a  kind 
of  remorseful  apathy,  diuddering  when  your 
name,  or  that  of  the  child  is  mentioned^  The 
wretch  indeed  has  much  to  answer  for,  who 
could  have  taken  advantage  of  such  almost 
childlike  thoughtlessness,  and  turn  it  into  vice. 
For  we  must  all  remember.  General,'*  and  Nice's 
tone  was  that  of  deprecation,  ^'  that  the  un- 
fortunate young  creature  was  wedded  when 
but  a  child  in  mind,  and  scarcely  more  than 
one  in  years ;  and  that  he  had  loved  her  even 
from  a  child — yes,  and  even  at  the  time,  when, 
for  worldly  considerations,  he  was  induced  to 
wed  my  poor  unfortunate  fnend." 

It  was  needless  for  the  Italian  to  pro- 
ceed any  farther;  the  lion  seemed  now  to  shake 
off  the  trance  of  grief,  which  had  overpowered 
hiA  fiuy ;  his  fncc  glowed  fiercely,  he  gnashed 
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his  teeth,  and  Nice'd  triumph  had  arrived,  the 
fruitful  moment  for  which  she  had  sold  herself 
to  iniquity.  She  listened  to  a  fearful  curse 
vhich  rang  with  aholIuw,dreadfulBOuad  through 
the  apartmeat,  called  down  upon  the  head 
of  Claud  Hamilton  !  and  then,  striding  to  the 
door,  Vavapour  turned  suddenly  round,  through 
his  clenched  teeth,  apostrophising  her  in  a  tone 
which  sounded  like  the  hisBiug  of  a  serpent. 

"  Where  is  the  vile  scoundrel,  the  treacher- 
ous, cowardly  villsiD  P" 

Music  to  her  ear  were  these  epithets.  How 
Claud  Hnmitton,  the  honorable — the  noble— 
the  virtuous— would  writhe  beneath  their  sound, 
when  soon  they  would  be  beard  by  hiin  I  Her 
demon  heart  exulted! 

"  In  London,  we  suppose,"  was  the  answer, 
"  but  nothing  since  has  been  heard  of  him, 
or  any  of  his  family." 

A  ^Qt  ay  followed  General  Vavasour  as 
he  left  the  room,  from  poor  Mrs.  Rivers  who  at- 
tempted  to  totter  sfter  him,  but  it  arrested 
him  not. 
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On  he  strode  across  the  hall,  and  stopped 
not  till  he  stood  upon  the  steps  of  the  door — 
there,  as  if  suffocated,  he  paused— and 
gasped  for  breath. 

Then  arose,  as  if  to  mock  the  wretched 
husband,  the  memory  of  that  yerjr  day  last 
year,  aye,  that  very  day^  when  he  had  borne 
off  his  lovely — ^his  innocent — ^his  childlike 
bride  from  that  old  court — and  now  i  Oh  I  well 
might  clouds,  black  as  his  despair,  obscure  the 
summer  sky  which  had  mocked  him  on  his 
journey  home !  The  burning  tears  fell  fast 
from  the  strong  man*s  eyes,  whilst  in  his  secret 
soul  he  swore,  that  the  blood  of  his  enemy 
should  atone  for  the  shame  of  this  weakness 
— and  yet,  did  that  idea  soothe  his  feelings, 
would  even  his  blood  allay  the  torture  of  bis 
mind?  Ah  no ! — she  was  lost  to  him  and  that 
was  enough !  even  revenge  had  lost  its  sweet- 
ness— ^his  soul  was  prostrate  in  its  misery- 
its  irremediable  woe  I  What  oceans  of  blood, 
oould  restore  to  him,  his  light — ^his  life — ^his 
love  I 
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No  servant  bad  crosseJ  bia  pftth  or  met  I 
sight,  all  around  seemed  as  silent  us  tlie  gravai  J 
as  if  nfi  at  the  approach  of  aa  enraged  lion,  all  J 
liad  BowQ,  and  liiddea  themaolvee  from  t 
awful  sight. 

Looking  round  howevcft  he  disc  i>vere(lata^d«4 
door  Ic&ding  into  the  of&cos,  tbe  hirpd  carriag*^ 
in  which  he  had  arrived,  and  whic)i  biul  ilrain>4 
up  there  immediately  oa  his  quitting  it.     Thai 
hortica    had   not    beeu     taken   off,   but   were 
ready  to  retam  to  the  post  town  whence  thsy 
came.     General  Vavasour's   luggage  waa  still 
iytBg  IB  a  heap  upon  the  ground,  whilst  his 
servant  stood  by,  talking,  surrounded  hj  some 
lev  of  the  domeatice  of  tbe  houae. 

Hob  marter  advuieed  a  few  steps  towards 
them,  aod  in  a  stern,  hoarse  voice  caUed  on  his 
servant  to  have  hiii  boxes,  plaited  ap(Mt  the 
carriage  that  ioatant,  and  then  to  follow  him, 
fta  he  would  walk  on. 

"  Come !"  he  cried,  in  a  tone  like  t^iudv, 
*'  wh^  are  yon  standing  staring  at  ?  not  aai  m- 
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stant's  delay  !'*  and  on  he  strode  half  way  across 
the  grass  grown  courtway. 

But  what  sound  was  that  which,  as  it  were, 
rooted  him  to  the  spot,  and  caused  his  whole 
frame  to  quiver,  like  the  sturdy  oak  racked 
by  the  tempest  ?  Had  the  awful  thunder  burst 
in  fearful  clamour  from  the  dark  sky  above 
his  heady  or  an  earthquake  shaken  the  ground 
beneath  his  feet  ?  No,  it  was  but  the  sound 
of  a  human  voice — a  woman's  voice— or  rather 
it  might  have  aeemed  that  of  a  spirit  of  the 
air — so  sweetly  musical  was  the  wailing,  woe- 
ful strain  in  which  the  cry  of  "  Ernest,  Er- 
nest," fell  upon  his  ear. 

He  lifted  not  his  eyes — he  answered  not 
— nay  after  the  first  shock,  it  seemed  but  to 
goad  him  on  to  his  purpose,  for  he  sprang  for- 
wards towards  the  gate  of  the  court,  the  cry 
swelling  as  he  did  so,  into  a  ahriek  loud  and 
piercing. 

"  Oh,  Ernest,  my  own  Ernest — Ernest — 
Ernest,"   it   cried,   and  th^a  a  scream  was 
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heard,  eo  piercing  in  its  agony,  that  it  thrilled 
through  every  fibre  of  his  frame. 

Vayaaour  paused,  but  ere  the  echo  of  thnt 
cry  hftd  died  away — just  aa  with  a.  sudden  im- 
pulse of  torturing  agony,  he  had  turned  and 
lifted  up  hie  starting  eyc-halls — what  object 
was  it  that  appeared  before  bU  sight  ?  what 
was  that  white  figure  which  seemed  to  be 
ahuut  to  fiy  from  the  perilous  point,  on  which 
it  was  for  a  moment  poited — the  jutting  ledge 
of  an  apper  window !  Before  his  dizzy 
sight  could  distinguish  the  object,  the  figure 
hod  darted  forwards,  and  fiuttering  for  an  in- 
stant in  the  air,  fell  as  if  it  were  a  laige  snow 
drifl,  to  the  ground,  a  few  paces  from  hia  feet, 
and  lay  darkened  by  the  shower  of  jetty  hair 
which  floated  around  it.  With  a  faint  excla- 
mation he  darted  towards  the  prostrate  form, 
nused  it  from  the  ground,  and  once  more  held 
in  his  arms  his  own  Francesca!  Yes,  he 
pressed  her  to  his  heart—- his  lips  to  her  cold 
brow  t     He   might   lore   her   again,   for   he 
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thought  that  she  was  dead !  She  was  not  more 
lost  to  hun,  than  she  was  a  moment  before — 
her  last — last  words  had  at  least  been  to  call 
upon  his  name — ^her  last  act,  to  follow  him^ 
even  unto  death  !  How  fervently  could  he 
have  wished  that  moment  to  be  his  last,  but 
his  brain  began  to  reel — he  staggered  forward, 
and  bore  his  burden  into  the  house.  . 
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CHAPTER   XX. 


**  What  will  not  woman,  gentle  woman  dare. 
When  strong  affection  itirs  her  spirit  up  ?" 

SOUTBET. 

**  Oh  wretch  without  a  tear— without  a  thought. 

Save  joy  above  the  ruin  she  has  wrought, 

•  •  #  «  •  # 

May  the  strong  curse  of  crushed  affections  light, 
Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight, 
«  «  «  « 

Look  on  thy  earthly  victims,  and  despair/* 

Btrok. 


It  had  indeed  been  the  poor  Francesca  who  was 
seen  by  General  Vavasour  on  his  first  arriyal, 
standing  at  the  window.     Day  after  day,  she 
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had  psissed,  in  a  state  of  hopeless  dejectioB, 
everj  succeeding  one  seeming  hut  to  increase 
the  deep  and  mighty  shadow  \»hich  had 
gathered  over  her  young  heart ;  she  was  in* 
deed  like  a  flower  on  which  a  sudden  hlight 
had  fallen.  Her  mind  could  not  have  endured 
much  longer  this  state  of  wretchedness,  and 
sometimes  a  vague  thought  of  terror  would 
flit  over  her  thoughts,  that  her  senses  must 
forsake  her. 

If  Ernest  came  not ! — and  yet  if  he  were  to 
arrive,  how  could  she  hear  that  moment? — Ah  I 
soon  she  knew  full  well  !  At  the  very  first  sound 
of  the  wheels  of  the  carriage  which  bore  her 
husband  to  the  hall,  something  seemed  to  tell 
her,  that  it  was  he  I—aad,  as  when  by  a  sud- 
den touch  the  spell  of  a  magician  is  dissolved, 
and  the  victim  he  had  bound  is  let  free —so 
did  Francesca  start  up,  and  flying  to  the  window 
feel  that  the  hour  was  come,  and  she  was 
delivered  irom  the  hands  of  her  persecutors. 

And  where  was  the  dark  dread  which  had 
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to  melt  away  like  the  snow,  at  the  approach  of 
epring— all  seemed  but  the  dark  dream  of  a 
trance,  which  in  her  husband's  arms  would  for 
cverbe  diapelled:  for  conscious  innocence  once 
more  asserted  its  truthful  power — Love — ^joyful, 
confiding  Love,  alone  swelled  her  heart.  She 
had  seen  bis  outstretched  form— bis  upraised 
face — and  as  if  that  sight  werebliss  enough  for 
the  moment,  she  had  stood  entranced,  with  oul- 
stretebcd  arms,  till  the  carriage  nearly  touched 
the  gateway,  and  then  she  had  flown  to  the 
door  in  ecstasy ! 

But  it  resisted  her  endeavours.  She  shook 
it  with  wild  impatience.  She  flew  to 
the  bell — One  furious  peal  and  the  old,  worn 
out  rope  came  down'  with  the  impatient  shock. 
Again  she  darted  tothe  door,  and  giddy,  pant- 
ing, with  distended  eyes,  knelt  and  placed  her 
ear  to  the  key  bole.  Some  one  surely  would 
come  and  open  it,  she  thought ;  perhaps  be 
himself — ber  breath  was   suspended,   and  her 
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listening  ear  strove  to  catch  the  first  sound  of 
his  approaching  footsteps. 

What!  no  sound  ? — all  silent?  He  comes  not, 
—and  then  a  maddening  thought  glanced  across 
her  mind. 

What  if  they  should  stop  him — ^her  enemies? 
ah !  she  remembered  them  now  I — And  if  they 
should  pour  into  his  ear  the  dark  dread  poison, 
from  the  effects  of  which  her  life — her  reason 
had  almost  been  destroyed ! — 

He  would  ask  for  his  wife  and  child — 
and  she  not  there  to  cling  to  his  neck,  to  tell 
him  that  the  dreadful  tale  they  would  fain  in- 
duce him  to  believe — was  false  !  Those  dread- 
ful words,  even  though  he  believed  them  not, 
would  they  not  stab  him  to  the  heart  ?  And 
then,  when  sinking;  almost  with  despair — her 
name  had  rung  upon  her  ear.  He  called  her — 
and  she  could  not  obey  that  call.  She  sprang 
up,  and  renewed  her  useless  thou£^h  des- 
perate efforts  to  gain  deliverance;  between 
every  attempt,  calling  upon  her  husband's  name 
— praying  to  her  God  in  agony !  till  totally 
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exhausted  she  sat  up<m  the  ground  in  woeful 
despair. 

A  perfect  silence  now  reigned  around,  and 
time  passed  away  in  (this  death-like  stillness  ; 
still  Francesca  lay  motionless  and  benumbed, 
moaning  occasionally  like  a  wounded  fawn. 

Thus  she  remaned  until  her  husbands 
voice  again  sounded  upon  her  in  the  court 
below.  She  sat  up,  flung  back  her  hair  and 
listened — every  word  was  distinctly  wafted 
to  her  ear,  by  the  air,  through  the  <^n  window. 
She  flew  to  it  in  an  instant,  and  then  had  the 
agonizing  cries  which  burst  from  her  lips, 
been  heard  by  General  Vavasour.  The  poor 
young  wife  saw  her  husband  departing. 

Suddenly  her  door  was  opened,  and  with 
a  shriek,  in  which  there  mingled  a  sound 
of  joy,  she  had  darted  from  the  win- 
dow towards  it,  prepared  to  fly  to  follow  her 
husband.  But  the  door  was  shut  ere  she 
reached  it— and,  with  her  back  to  it,  stood  the 
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detested  Nice— her  eyes  glaring  with  menacing 
fierceness  upon  her,  as  she  called  u|)on  Fran- 
cesca  to  be  silent. 

But  Francesca  saw  her  not.  In  an  instant  she 
turned,  and  that  dreadful  shriek  then  resounded 
tlurough  the  apartment,  and  the  form  of* 
Francesca  vanished  from  the  sight  of  the 
astounded,  guilty  Italian — through  the  open 
lattice  I  Nice  stood  rooted  to  the  spot — a  cold 
chill  creeping  over  her  frame. 

"  Am  I  then  a  murderer  ?**  she  exclaimed, 
and  staggering  to  the  window,  she  scarcely  dared 
to  look  forth  and  behold  the  consequences  of 
her  unblest  deeds;  for  on  her  bead,  conscience 
whispered,  would  lie  the  guilt ;  if  harm  liad  be- 
fallen the  innocent  creature  whom  she  had 
goaded  to  the  desperate  deed. 

Nice  heard  the  faint  exclamation  of  Gen- 
eral Vavasour,  and  she  lieard  the  hurried 
feet  of  the  servants,  some  of  whom,  beholding 
the  catastrophe,  hastened  to  the  spot. 

She  recalled  with  an  effort,  her  presence  of 
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remembering  that  she  must  not 
now  forsake  herself  in  this  extpeaiiy,  but 
bear  out  her  cause  even  more  Bteailfaatly. 
There  was  no  retractinji  now— one  yielding 
step,  and  diegrace  and  infamy  would  be 
her  portion,  nnd  her  enemy  triumph  over  her. 
But  no! — and  a  murderous  hope  brightened 
her  eyea,  which  truly  stamped  her  brow  with 
the  mark  of  Cain,  though  her  liandx  might, 
pcrchjiuce,  have  been  iDnocent  of  the  death  of 
that  young  victim. 

"  Yes,  let  her  die !"  she  muttered,  "  and  on 
his  head,  will  the  curse  of  the  husband  fall 
— To  him  be  attributed  the  catastrophe! — on 
him  be  visited  all  the  contumely,  the  scorn 
and  horror  of  the  world  t — Never  can  the  clond 
be  dispersed,  which,  for  ever,  must  darken  the 
horizon  of  his  future  existence ;  the  shame  wiU 
rest  for  ever  on  his  name.  The  memory 
of  the  dead  —  the  sight  of  the  living,  will 
wither  Ilia  heart— and  he  shall  learn  to  feel 
that  it  was  her,  whom  be  scorned,  who  has 
woven  the  spell — who  haa  baptized  him  with 
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the  curse  —  although   he    has   no  power   to 
prove  that  she  has  done  it." 

These  thoughts  re-kindled  the  spirit  in  her 
black  heart,  as  Nice  proceeded  to  join  the 
group,  who,  in  dismay  and  consternation, 
surrounded  the  husband,  as  he  bore  into  the 
house,  the  senseless  form  of  his  young  wife. 
Mrs.  Rivers  had  staggered  into  the  hall  and 
sivooned  away  nt  the  sight. 

*'  Take  her  from  him !"  cried  Nice,  in  a 
commanding  voice,  as  General  Vavasour  leant, 
as  if  for  support,  against  a  table,  "  do  you 
not  see  that  he  is  fainting?"  But,  as  one  of 
the  men  servants  stepped  forwards  to  obey  the 
order,  the  General  sternly  waved  him  away, 
making  a  sign  that  he  wished  some  one  to  go 
on,  and  shew  the  way  to  the  nearest  apart- 
ment; and  Francesca's  own  maid  and  Mar- 
tuccia  preceding  him — he  followed  with  his 
burden,  and  laid  her  on  the  bed  in  the  room, 
from  which  she  had  lately  made  her  daring 
escape.       And     there    the      unhappy     man 
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stood  gazing  on  tlic  senseless  form,  M  if  be 
could  acurcely  coinprcticnd  the  mcauiug  of  tbe 
eiglit.  The  atk'ndnota,  bitving,  in  a  degree, 
recovered  thuir  ]>re8ence  of  mind,  be^ao  to 
try  all  tlic  usual  n^storatives,  in  order  to  re- 
vive the  insensible  FriiDcveca;  Lnt  so  uneiir- 
cessful  were  they  in  their  efforts,  that  It  was 
reallr  iniiigiDed  that  life  had  departed,  during 
the  two  hours  thtit  cinpecd,  ere  the  medk-al 
man  cnuld  be  procured.  On  hia  arrival,  how- 
ever, after  minute  examination  of  the  jMttient, 
and  having  heard  every  particular  of  the  ac- 
cident, lie  proceeded  to  apply  the  remedies 
proper  for  restoring  suspended  aBiniation. 

General  VavHSOur  by  ihis  time  had  sunk 
on  a  seat  by  the  bed-side. 

The  Doctor  pronounced  Mrs.  Vavasour's 
[>resent  state  of  iDsensibility  as  proceeding  from 
a  concuaeion,  which  she  muet  have  received  on 
the  head.  No  hone  was  broken,  ntvscarc^y  any 
otheriiijury  inflicted  save  afew  bruises  theheight 
of  Ihe  window  being  twenty  feet  from  tbe  ground. 
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it  was  strange  that  the  injury  had  not  been 
greater.  But  Francesca's  form  was  so  buoyant 
and  agile,  and  from  her  earliest  childhood  she 
had  been  so  completely  a  Fenella  in  such  ex- 
ploits, that  probably  it  was  only  when  a  few 
yards  from  the  ground,  that  she  had  lost  her 
equilibrium,  and  her  light  person  had  fallen  on 
the  grassy  side  of  the  court*— her  head  how- 
ever striking — as  it  seemed,  fromo  few  drops  of 
blood— -on  the  stone  flags  beyond. 

Ere  the  doctor  left  Francesca's  side,  the 
pulse  had  again  beat — a  faint  breathing  moved 
the  feather  placed  before  her  lips;  and  the  color 
of  life  began  to  dawn  upon  her  check,  but  still 
there  was  no  consciousness  in  her  expression. 
It  would  be  long  perhaps  ere  her  senses  would 
recover  the  stunning  effects  of  the  fall.  No- 
thing further  could  now  be  done;  perfect  quiet 
must  be  observed  around  her.  The  doctor 
promised  to  remain  in  the  house  during  the 
night.  On  his  quitting  the  chamber,  it  was 
nine  o'clock. 

VOL  III.  o 
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Geneml  Vavasour  tliea  aroae  lake 
spectre  from  the  sent  which,  concealed  by  tbe 
nirtains  of  the  bed,  he  had  occupied,  and 
waving  his  hand  to  the  attendants,  eaid  in  n 
mibdued  but  stem  tone, 

"  Go,  all  of  you — nothing  more  can  be  done 
— I  will  watch  alone." 

There  was    no    reustia^r    his    coQunanding 
voice,  they  obeyed  him. 

Vftrasour  then  locked  the  door,  and  wa^  alone 
with  that  pale,  still  form. 


^^ 
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CHAPTER   XXIL 


41 


Oh,  fate — take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand 
Death  is  the  ffure^tt  cover  for  her  shame 
That  may  be  wi&hed  for.** 

Sbakspeaki. 
*'  Help  me 

To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  from  my  heart 
Ah  me  for  pity  !»•  what  a  dream  was  here." 

Ibid. 


The  evening  light  had  been  shut  out,  and  a 

dim   lamp  was   placed   upon   a  distant  tabic. 

General   Vavasour  seized  it,  and  with  subdued 

footsteps   approached   the  bed^  and  held  it,  so 
o  3 
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Utnl   the   light   feil   full  npon  the  Riee  (^  I 
who  Inr  so  still,  bo  deathlike! 

"  To  look  upon  thy  beauty,  aothing  further  T" 
he  might  well  have  said,  such  were  his  thoughts, 
"  for  yon  are  dtad — dead  iodeed  t<t  me — ah  \ 
why  not  die,  ere  I  had  luU  you— for  then  I 
might  have  still  called  you  my  own,  though 
death  had  sent  your  fkithful  bpirit  from  me 
for  It  while;  1  could  still  have  folded  yoa  Id 
my  arms,  and  pressed  cold  kisses  on  your 
cheek — but  now — " 

And  did  the  husband  really  think  his  erring 
wife  was  dead,  or  did  he  try  to  cheat  his  heart 
into  the  belief,  that  he  might  still  remain  by 
her  side— still  gaze  upon  her,  who,  if  alive,  he 
must  turn  from  as  a  serpent  ?  No  fit  was  in  all 
the  trozen  beauty  of  recent  death  she  lay, 
but  without  its  horror—  for  soul  still  breathed 
from  that  face ;  the  mind  had  not  periafaed 
though  veiled  for  a  time — It 

"  Had  nnJer'd  from  lu  dwelling,  tai  her  ejta 
T\arj  bad  not  th«r  ovn  luitic,  bat  the  look 
Wlucli  ii  not  cif  tbt  Ewlb." 
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They  were  now  indeed  open,  but  fixed  on 
yacancy.  Vayasour  continued  to  gaze,  pleasing 
himself  with  the  delusion,  and  then  replacing 
the  lamp,  reseated  himself  by  Francesca's  side, 
and  there  he  remained  during  the  whole  of  that 
long  night,  only  occasionally  admitting  the  atten- 
dants, to  execute  the  directionsof  the  doctor,  after 
which  again  he  dismissed  them,  and  resumed  his 
lonely  watch,  like  a  wretched  mourner  over  a 
tomb.  The  intelligence  of  the  catastrophe  had 
been  carried  to  the  vicarage.  Mr.  Seymour  had 
immediately  repaired  to  Shirley,  and  this  time 
without  opposition  effected  an  entrance  into 
the  house ;  he  was  accompanied  by  the  nurse, 
who  would  no  longer  be  restrained  from  hurry- 
ing to  her  beloved  young  mistress,  tut  even 
•he,  was  only  allowed  to  enter  the  chamber  at 
intervals,  for  Greneral  Vavasour's  commands 
that  he  should  be  left  alooe,  extended  even  to 
her.  Mrs.  Bivers  was  cheered  by  hearing 
what  was  going  forward  in  the  sick  room,  and 
was  fiill  of  sanguine  hopes  that  if  the  dear 
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^hen  he  dreamt  that  a  serpent  had  woven 
itself  around  him,  and  stimg  his  breast,  and 
he  awoke  with  a  fearful  start 

It  hnd  been  in  a  kind  of  lethargy,  that 
Francesca  had  lain,  since  animation  had  re- 
turned to  her  frame,  for  though  she  did  not 
seem  to  comprehend,  or  distinguish  the  objects 
which  met  her  sight,  the  doctor  and  attendants 
had  perceived  in  her  condition,  on  their  last 
visit,  favourable  symptoms — they  had  left  her 
in  a  natural,  gentle  slumber,  upon  which  they 
built  some  hopes,  and  it  was  true  that  she  was 
reviving. 

A  deep  sigh  at  length  heaved  from  her 
breast,  the  eye-lids  were  raised,  the  orbs  they 
had  hidden  resumed  their  natural  light,  and  in 
them,  was  the  expression  of  one,  who  awakens 
from  a  dream,  and  ponders  on  its  reality  or 
delusion. 

A  deep  breathing  seemed  at  length  to  attract 
her  attention,  and  she  turned  her  head,  though 
with  some  di£Bculty ;  she  gazed  at  first  wildly 
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around,  and  tLen  s  quiet  smile  stole  over  her 
features,  she  elowly  raised  herself  into  o  sitting 
posture.  Itwaacvidentshefolt  her  head  etrange 
and  dizzy,  but  in  another  instnot  her  arms  were 
thrown  round  the  form  of  her  husband,  which 
had  sunk  against  the  side  of  iht  bed.  She 
liud  her  head  upon  his  bosom,  lifting  her  eyes 
upwards  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  his  face,  and 
then  closing  them  with  a  placid  smile  of  en- 
joyment. 

Colonel  VavfiBoUr,  ns  we  said,  awofco  with  a 
start,  and  feclit^  indeed  the  gentle  imprison- 
ment  which  constrained  him,  afler  a  bewil- 
dered gaze,  began  to  be  aware  of  its  real  na- 
ture ;  for  without  releasing  himelf  from  her 
embrace,  or  removing  her  head  nestled  on 
his  bosom,  Franoesca  ^ain  raised  her  languid 
eyes  towards  his  face  with  a  tender,  imploring 
smile,  ae  if  she  would  have  etad — 

"  Let  me  remain  thus  P 

An  icy  chill  crept  over  the  frame  of  the 
unhappy  man.  For  a  UKduent  he  temped  as 


ict  ^j 
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one  who,  under  the  influeiu^  of  the  n^t* 
mare  is  unable  to  arouse  himself  and  shake 
off  the  weight  which  weighs  him  down  to  suf- 
focation; he  gasped  in  agony,  and  then 
suddenly  grasping  in  each  hand  one 
of  those  slender  arms,  twined  round  him,  with 
one  strong  effort,  he  had  released  himself,  and 
laid  the  poor  Francesca  back  upon  her  pillow. 
A  fidnt  cry  of  terror  broke  from  her  lips, 
but  she  lay  quite  still  where  her  husband  had 
placed  her,  only  murmuring  in  faint,  piteous 
tones, 

"  Oh,  Ernest — Ernest — ^how  cruel  !** 
General  Vavasour  had  arisen,  he  was  him- 
self again ;  that  is  to  say,  he  felt  as  he  had 
done  before  the  accident,  which  had  melted 
away  all  his  bitter  feelings,  and  given  place  to 
tender,  relenting,  despairing  tenderness ; 
now  he  was  once  more  the  wronged,  the  dis- 
honored husband,  and  so  terrible  was  the  ^x*" 
preasion  of  his  countenance,  as  he  cast  Us 

o  5 
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eycB,  the  last  ticoe,  u[>on  her  face,  that  (h9 
look  seemed  fraught  with  as  much  fat:il  inean- 
iii{5  aa  that  which  greeted  the  waking  Desdc- 
muna  before  she  met  her  fate,  nnd  though  rc- 
coUctition  W!ia  still  dim  in  the  poor  young 
creature's  mind,  as  her  jrazc  fell  iijion  his  face, 
n  shriek  burst  from  her  lips. 

He  looked  upon  her  as  on  an  object  that 
was  to  inflame  those  feelings  of  vengeance, 
which  he  thirsted  to  wreak  upon  the  head  of 
her  destroyer,  and  then  he  turned,  he 
crossed  the  room.  He  heard  another  shriek — 
a  noise  ;  Francesca  had  tlirown  herself  from 
the  hed,  but  weak  and  giddy  had  fallen  to  the 
ground  ere  she  could  reach  him. 

The  attendants,  who  were  ever  watching, 
on  hearing  the  first  cry  rushed  to  the 
door,  and  demanded  admittance. 

General  Vavasour  now  opened  it,  and  they 
entered.  He  would  have  passed  on,  but  Mrs. 
Rivers  placed  herself  before  him. 

"  Sir,"  she  s^d,  "  are  you  going  to  leare 


THE  BOSOM  FRIEND.  299 

her  in  that  state  ?*'  and  seizing  his  ann  sternly, 
she  pointed  to  Francesca,  who,  raised  up  in 
the  nurse's  arms,  lay  again  senseless,  stained 
by  the  blood  which  the  exertion  had  caused  to 
flow  from  her  temples,  to  which  leeches  had 
been  applied.  **  If  you  go  now,"  she  added 
without  hearing  what  her  friends  have  to  say, 
**  though  you  so  willingly  gave  ear  to  her 
enemies^  on  your  soul  rest  that  innocent  blood  I*' 

"  Innocent !''  he  murmured  confusedly,  "  in 
noccnt !  prove  it,  woman,  or  stop  me  not  thus 
idly." 

*^  They  have  killed  her,  the  wretches  I  my 
pure,  innocent  child !"  wailed  the  old  nurse,  at 
that  moment,  General  Vavasour's  eyes  turned 
wildly  upon  Francesca. 

"  Innocent— pure !"  he  cried,  "why  mock 
me  with  those  words  ?" 

"  Mock  you,  sir !  it  is  you  who  mock  your- 
self, if  you  can  look  at  this  sweet  child's  face 
and  believe  her  otherwise,"  said  the  nursci 
weeping  indignantly. 
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"  Child !  ycB,"  Vavasour  mvinnured  bitterly. 
"  I  married  a  child,  and  relkd  upon  her  weak 
□DEtahle  love,  and  mui^t  now  Uke  tltc  euuse- 
quences." 

"  Weak  love  !"  exclaun«d  the  hutk,  "  very 
weak  indeed  that  love,  which  aia«le  her  peril 
her  life  to  follow  ^ou^  uttgrat«ful  as  you  arc ! 
nay,  yours  ia  the  weak  love,  which  oould  fo 
easily  beheve  th«  lies  of  a  vilUnoue  Italian, 
yets  as  BOon  as  you  heanl  them,  aod  will  not 
even  ask  a  question  of  her  friends,  wlio  would 
at  once  clear  her.  Sir,  for  my  own  part 
I  would  teU  you  at  onoe  to  be  gone,  and 
welcome,  if  I  did  not  know  that  it  would  kill 
her  outright,  for  yon  do  not  deserve  to  look 
upon  thifl  angel  face  again — no,  nor  her  baby's 
either,  for  doubting  her  for  a  moment" 

This  blunt,  frank,  indignant  outbreak  of  the 
enraged  old  nurse,  seemed  to  strike  General 
YaTasour,  for  a  change  came  over  his  connte- 
luuice,  and  he  listened  with  gasping  attention, 
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though  he  turned  even  paler  than  he  had  been 
before. 

Mrs.  Bivers,  in  the  meantime,  opened  the 
door  softly,  against  which  she  had  been  stand- 
ing,   and   beckoned    to    some    one    without* 
Varasour  turned  his  eyes  as  a  sound  by  his 
side  met  his  ears,  and  they  fell  on  the  pretty 
frightened  face  of  one  holding  an  infant  in 
her  arms,  whose  low  crowing  had  attracted 
his  attention. 
Vavasour  started  at  the  sight  and  stepped  back. 
"  Greneral  Vavasour,"    Gertrude    Seymour 
said,  looking  pale  with  alarm,  "  will  you  allow 
my  husband  to  speak  to  you  for  a  moment  ? 
My  poor  Francesca,''  she  exclaimed,  turning 
her  eyes  upon  her,  and  bursting  into  tears, 
"  they  have  indeed  treated  you  cruelly  P 

The  poor  yoimg  creature  had  recovered 
from  her  fainting  fit,  but  lay  supported  in  the 
nurse's  arms  as  if  unconscious  of  all  that 
passed  aroimd  her. 

"  They  have  treated  you  shamefully,  they 
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have  much  to  answer  for  who  have  caused  all 
this  r  exclaimed  Gertrude.  "  Colonel  VaVa- 
sour,  will  you  go  and  speak  to  my  husband  ? 
but  first  let  me  introduce  you  to  your  son^ 
though  truly  it  is  a  sad  time  to  do  so.  Poor 
Francesca  I  how  she  longed  for  the  moment ! 
but  the  poor  little  fellow  has  already  been  too 
long  deprived  of  his  parents ;  he  must  wait  no 
longer." 

There  is  something  very  irresistible  in  its 
power,  particularly  on  the  feelings  of  a  man, 
the  voice  and  manner  of  a  gentlewoman, 
when  she  comes  in  the  midst  of  trouble  and 
affliction,  to  melt  the  strong  heart  which  con* 
flicting  emotions  have  petrified.  Mr.  Seymour 
probably  fully  estimated  and  understood  the 
influence  of  female  persuasion,  when  he 
entreated  his  wife  to  take  upon  herself  this 
mission,  in  order  to  prepare  the  way  for  his 
subsequent  interview. 

General  Vavasour  stooped  and  kissed  the 
beautiful  babe,  and  whilst  he  did  so  the  scald** 
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ing  tears  fell  from  his  eyes,  but  they  were  of 
a  softer  nature  than  those  he  had  last  shed. 

"  How  could  she  send  it  away  ?*'  the  father 
murmured,  in  a  choked  voice,  as  he  bent  over 
his  boy. 

But  the  old  nurse  had  caught  the  words, 
though  they  were  spoken  so  low. 

"  How  could  she  send  it  away  ?''  she  ex- 
claimed, ^^  because  she  did  not  wish  to  see 
your  child  blighted,  and  be-spirited  as  she 
sweet  angel  has  been,  by  the  evil-eyed  demons, 
who  had  got  possession  of  this  house,  that's 
howy  sir,  and  you  may  thank  me,  for  it  was  I 
who  persuaded  her  to  send  it  away,  that  you 
have  a  child  preserved  from  this  nest  of  devils, 
and  you  may  thank  yourself  for  all  the  mis- 
chief they  have  done  her ;  for  if  it  had  not 
been  for  her  love  and  duty  towards  you,  for 
which  forsooth  she  is  well  rewarded !  she  might 
have  been  persuaded  to  get  clear  out  of  their 
clutches  also.  Bring  the  baby  here,  Mrs.  Sey*- 
mour ;  she  wants  to  see  it." 
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Pnnceacs's  eye«  Uad  opeood  UBulMefred 
the  soimd  of  tlie  infant'*  vmoe,  and  tamed 
slowly  apoa  it.  Sbe  had  watched  her  huibuid'e 
mOTements,  bnt  seemed    not   to  oomprebend 

wlut  was  sail!,  but  only  to  eee  what  paesed 
between  tlie  father  and  lua  child,  and  that 
without  any  cxpri^sion  of  emotion,  but  with 
brokeo-hcartcd  apathy.  After  General  Yara- 
•our  had  ruscd  his  head,  trom  looking  at  th« 
in&Dt,  ehc  stretched  oat  her  ansa  faintly 
towards  it,  and  moved  her  lips  with  a  wan. 
gentle  stnik. 

General  Vavasour  started  at  the  nurse's 
last  words ;  the  child  was  taken  towards  its 
mother;  he  stood  and  gazed  with  a  look  of 
agony. 

"Where — where?"  gasped Francesca,  look- 
ing  up  with  a  wild  eager  look,  as  the  child  wae 
held  to  her.  "  Where — where,  dear  Gertrude, 
where  ?  did  he  kiae  it —let  me  put  my  lipe  jost 
— there  I"  she  gasped  with  difficulty. 

"  No,  here,  Franceaca*  miLy  here— my  lifo — 
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my  love  1"  and  General  Vavasour  was  by  her 
side— had  snatched  her  in  his  arms — had 
pressed  his  lips  to  her  lips — her  cheeks— her 
brow,  with  passionate  fervour. 

*' There,  Francesca r  he  cried,  "and  if  I 
find  they  have  wronged  you,  and  have  made 
me  a  villain  like  themselves,  nay  worse  I  women 
or  devils  be  they,  they  shall  rue  the  hour, 
when  their  tongues  poured  forth  the  poisonous 
scandal" 

"If— if  they  have  wronged  meT  cried  Fran- 
cesca— "  Ah  1  still  that  if  I  Oh,  Ernest,  Er- 
nest, are  you  too  against  me  ?*' 

"  Well,  they  have  wronged  you,  angel ! 
Here  take  her  !^'  he  exclaimed,  looking  round 
to  the  nurse.  "  Nay,  cling  not  to  me,  Fran- 
cesca,  I  shall  return  soon  — never-  never  more 
to  part  from  thee  again." 

"  Nay,  do  not  go  !"  she  murmured,  still 
clinging  to  him.  "  Take  not  vengeance  on  a 
creature  so  vile,  so  far  beneath  your  ire  !" 

"  Fear    not,    dearest — I  am    calm    now  !" 
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and  he  placed  her  in  the  nurse's  arms^  then  turn- 
ing to  Grertrude,  with  his  own  courteous,  dig- 
nified nuuiner,  said,  ''Now,  Mrs.  Seymour, 
I  shall  be  happy  to  see  your  husband.*' 

He  accompanied   her  from  the  apartment, 
Mrs.  Rivers  following  them. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


Doooa.   ~  So  yoong,  lo  bnaliful,  to  good,  no  pun. 

To  luSer  tbii,  and  be  unavenged. 
AiiGELiCA,"! am  loo  wM  aTtnged,  for  jou  itill  lo«e 

And  (nut,  and  honor  me,  aod  all  men  kaeir 
That  you  are  jiut,  aod  I  am  true ;  what  motr 
Could  I  lequire,  or  jou  command  P 

Uasino    FaLLIERO. 

She'i  gnn<~a  maniUnt  terpent  by  ber  'ling 
Diaco*eicd  ia  tfac  ciid—till  now  concealed-- 
So  let  ber  go. 

Sakmn  ACOKDTal. 


In  spite  of  the  dauntless  uudacity  of  the 
malignant  Italian's  heart,  it  had,  at  length, 
began  to  quuL  The  very  moment  had  arriTed — 
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She  had  seen  General  ^avasoar  on  the  point 
departing — filled  with  the  vindictive  passions 
of  an  outraged  man  ^determined  to  insult — 
to  brand  with  opprobrium — ^with  bis  own 
hand  to  annihilate,  the  man^  whom  he  sup- 
posed had  so  basely  injured  him.  The  wretch 
revelled  in  the  idea  of  all  that  Claud  Ham- 
ilton was  about  to  endure,  from  the  mad- 
dened state  of  fury,  into  which  she  had 
worked  the  feelings  of  the  unhappy  husband. 
The  unforseen  catastrophe  of  Francesca's 
attempted  escape,  had,  at  once,  overturned 
the  well-arranged  scheme  of  revenge,  for 
which,  she  had  sunk  her  soul  into  — 

A  pit  of  ink,  that  the  wide  tea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  waiih  away. 

She  began  to  feel  misgivings,  for  sud- 
denly, the  aspect  of  affairs  seemed  to  assume 
for  her,  a  threatening  view.  The  husband, 
instead  of  shrinking  with  loathing  from  the 
wife,  who   had  been   represented  to  him  so 
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vile,  was  seated  now»  by  her  bed-side  ab- 
sorbed in  grief,  and  round  the  aspersed 
Francesca,  rallied  all  her  most  devoted  friends. 
That  same  evening,  Mr.  Seymour,  in  all  the 
dignity  and  authority  of  his  sacred  office, 
had  claimed  the  power  of  acting,  in 
the  absence  of  his  brother-in-law.  Lady  de 
Crespigny,  having  been  ascertained  to  be 
in  a  state,  very  nearly  bordering  upon  men- 
tal abberration. 

From  the  account  Mrs.  Bivers  gave  of 
her  condition,  he  had  authorized  the  physi- 
cian  who  was  in  attendance  upon  Mrs.  Va- 
vasour, to  visit  the  Baroness  and  his  report 
decided  Mr.  Seymour's  subsequent  actions. 

With  decision  and  firmness,  he  gave  his 
orders,  and  appointed  those  to  watch  over 
the  unfortunate  Giulia,  whom  the  physician 
selected  for  the  office — strictly  excluding  all 
communication  with  the  priest  and  his  niece  or 
any   of  the    Italians;    and  fur  this  purpose. 
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rshe  waB  moved  into  other  apartmesta 
which  they  could  not  penetrate. 
Mr.  Keymour  had  become  aware,  only 
within  the  few  last  days,  of  the  really  dread- 
ful state  of  the  iaterior  of  Shirley  Hall — the 
oonditioQ  to  which  Francesco  waa  reduced, 
the  priest's  abode  there,  and  the  influ- 
ence which  he  bad  g^ed  over  GiuUa'a  reli- 
giou<!  opinions.  Urgent  letters  had  been 
written  both  to  the  HamiltouB  and  Mrs. 
Gordon,  and  until  their  arrival,  he  had  de- 
termined to  remain  at  Shirley,  and  to  act  as  his 
conscience  dictated. 

The  priest  and  his  niece  now  began  to  feel 
that  their  reign  was  over.  Like  many  wretched 
mischievous  spirits,  who,  for  a  time,  are 
allowed  seemingly  to  prosper  in  their  sins, 
they  had  over-acted  their  parts  and  frustrated 
their  designs,  by  two  flagrant  audacity. 

Xice  saw  by  a  glance  of  her  keen  eyes, 
that  she  was  suspected — that  alt  those  wl)om 
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she  had  hitherto  overawed  by  the  strange 
dominion  which  she  had  the  power  of  gunn- 
ing over  minds  <-  a  sort  of  satanic  influence 
which  she  exercised  with  such  extraordinary 
effect — were  now  her  open  enemies.  Her 
influence  over  the  Baroness  was  at  an  end,  for 
she  was  no  longer  allowed  to  see  her.  Even 
Martuccia  —  her  country  woman  and  ally — 
scowled  gloomily  upon  her,  and  she  well 
knew  that  woman  had  it  in  her  power  to  throw 
light  upon  many  a  foul  and  dark  transaction. 
But  to  return  to  General  Vavasour.  He 
followed  Gertrude  into  the  presence  of  her 
husband  who  left  them  together. 

Mrs.  liivers,  however,  was  shortly  summoned, 
and  also  Martuccia,  who  was  detained  for  some 
time.  Soon  after,  Gertrude,  who  was  waiting 
with  impatient  interest,  for  the  issue  of  the 
discussion,  was  admitted  by  her  husband,  and 
found  him  alone  with  General  Vavasour,  who  sat 
pale  and  completely  exhausted ;  he  had  been 
persuaded  to  take  some  refreshment,  which 
Mrs.  Rivers  had  gone  to  procure. 
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"  Mrs.  SeymDur,"  he  eaul.  with  a  &mt  quiv- 
ering  oo  hia  pale  U|)»,  at  the  Aiimc  time  Btret^ 
iag  out  hii  hand  to  her,  "  1  am  LborougUj 
aaluuBfd  to  look  upon  you,  and  can  scarcelj 
hope  for  your  forgivenesB.  To  forgive  myaelT,  I 
c»n  never  be  able,  for  having  listened  for  a 
moment,  to  ua  acctujUioo  »o  foul,  oi'  one  so 
good,  so  Qxcellent  I  %ati  from  the  lips  of  such 
a  wretch !"  he  p&uaed  Id  great  agitation. 

''  Genei'id  Yavoeour,"  said  Gertrude,  color- 
ing, and  drawinp  herself  up  flomewhat  proudly, 
"you  have,  inJeed,  done  us  wrong.  To  ima- 
gine for  a  moment,  that  a  llaniiltou  could 
act  BO  vlllanously — and  tut/  brother  above  all 
people— our  noble,  honoraLde  Claud  I  too  good, 
too  pure  ia  mind,  for  this  wicked,  this  deceit- 
fttlf  ungrateful  world '  Even  to  have  only 
OBce  looked  into  Ids  countenance,  I  sliould 
hive  thought  would  have  been  sufficient 
—  but,  having  lived  with  him  —  having 
known  him  so  vrell  as  you  have  done— and 
yet  to  doubt  him  I  and  from  what  ?  the  foul 
slander  of  one  of  the  worst  of  women." 
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«*  Hush — ^huah — dear  Gertrude !"  interposed 
her  husband,  seeing  that  his  young  wife*s 
sisterly  indignation  was  rising  intemperately, 
*^  remember  that  an  insect  has  made  a  lion 
mad,  ere  now  T 

**  Nay,  Mrs,  Seymour,  go  on,  I  thoroughly 
deserve  all  that  you  can  say.  I  thank  you  for 
your  just  censure — you  cannot  be  too  severe 
on  my  folly,  madness,  cruelty,  not  only  towards 
your  brother,  but  that  sweet  angeL" 

"  Well,"  she  continued,"  I  have  now  done.  I  will 
only  add,  that  it  is  a  strong  proof  that  I  was  quite 
right,  in  always  ascribing  asatanie  influence  to 
that  dreadful  Italian's  eyes — for  that  they  must 
have  exerted  that  power  on  you.  General  Var 
vasour,  is  very  certain,  in  their  having  been 
able  to  deceive  a  mind  so  exalted  as  your  own 
—  with  that  excuse,  we  will  all,  I  am  sure, 
forgive  you ;  and  if  the  su£Eerings  that  wretch 
has  made  you  endure,  will  ensure  the  down- 
fal  of  the  sorceress's  power,  they  will,  indeed, 
have  been  the  means  of  bringing  a  blessing 

VOL.  m.  p 
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upon  this  house,  although,  I  fear,  for  her 
chief  victim,  poor  Giulia,  the  deliverance  comes 
too  late." 

General  Vavasour  having  swallowed  has- 
tily a  few  mouthftils,  arose  with  an  eager, 
anxious  expression  of  countenance,  saying 
that  he  must  go  to  Francesca,  and  left  the 
room. 

He  repaired  to  her  apartment,  and  found 
her  lying  upon  her  bed,  and  she  received  him 
with  the  same  blissful,  angelic  smile. 

"  Are  we  in  Heaven,  Ernest  ?''  she  said,  some 
hours  after,  as  she  lay  in  the  dim  twilight  with 
her  head  upon  the  bosom  of  him,  who  had  so 
lately  spurned  her  from  that  resting  place.  She 
was  in  a  kind  of  blissful  stupor,  for  she  had 
talked  much,  and  her  head  was  still  con- 
fused and  somewhat  wandering.  Vavasour 
bent  over  her,  and  the  hot  tears  fell  upon  her 
cheek. 

"  Ah,  no  I  they  do  not  weep  in  Heaven  T* 
she  murmured,  putting  her  hand  to  her  head. 
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**  Oh  I  I  remember  now,  but  I  thought  I 
dreamt  that  I  had  been  in  a  dark  grave, 
and  I  awakened  so  happy,  that  I  fancied  I 
must  be  in  Heaven.'' 

Presently  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels 
were  heard  hastily  grinding  over  the  stone 
court. 

"  That  is  Claud,  no  doubt,"  Francesca  ex- 
claimed, "  Poor,  dear,  injured  Claud  1  Go  to 
him,  Ernest  —  meet  him  at  once,  and  stretch 
out  a  hand  of  kindness  to  that  noble,  generous, 
unhappy  friend.'^ 

General  Vavasour  instantly  obeyed,  and 
was  in  the  hall  to  receive  the  Hamiltons. 
Walking  straight  up  to  Claud,  he  took  his  arm 
in  silence,  and  led  him  across  into  the  library. 
There  the  proud  man  humbled  himself,  by 
relating  the  whole  history  of  the  two  last  days 
— all — all  was  told— and  he  threw  himself 
upon  the  indulgence  of  the  friend  he  had  so 
maligned. 

"  I  have  wrongod  you,  Hamilton,"  he  said, 
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cuuDiensncQ  upon  id 
Vavasour  thought  i 
Gertrude,  have  uiarv. 
hare  doubted  that  hoi 
is  ueedlest  to  detnl  ■! 
0uch  men  wen  met 
after,  Mr.  Sejmoiir 
accompanied  by  Mn. 
eartem  corridor.  Ei 
but  thej  found  all  tii 
at  the  extretnitj,  in 
first  gave  a  q>eciiiien 
found  locked,  but  on : 
alao  unoccupied.  M 
it  Deceaaary  to  give  : 
door  from  wldoh  she  i 
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oertaialy  both  tiia  priest  and  hia  niece  had 
abseonded,  and  with  them  it  was  ascertained, 
the  atnmgbox  had  also  dis^peared  in  which  the 
bosom  firiend  was  known  to  keep  the  golden 
fruits  she  had  taken  care  to  secure,  in  order 
to  be  prqMred  for  a  time  such  as  the  present 
moment. 

It  was  proposed  hj  some,  that  the  two  base 
beings  who  had  wrought  such  nusery  on  the 
house,  should  be  pursued — but  it  ended  by 
their  being  left  to  themselves— 


"  That  lowest  d^pth 
Of  human  buenesi.'* 


Thej  had  stung  the  good  and  noble,  but 


**  Thiagt  Ilka  them  muat  tting 
And  higbcj  beings  raffer— *tii  the  charter 
Of  lifer 


and  so  it  seemed.  The  wicked  Nice  had  trulj 
left  a  sting,  the  effects  of  which  it  would  have 
rejoiced  her  fiendish  heart  to  behold;  for  it 
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Cftosed  asevere  pang  to  the  heart  of  her  enemy. 

To  the  feeling  nature  of  ChMtd,  the  state  of 
hiB  unhappy  wife  was  asoorce  of  deep  anguish. 
So  poignantly  did  it  affect  his  feelings^  that  his 
mother  and  friends  endeayoured  to  persuade 
him  to  absent  himself  finnn  her  presence^  but 
Claud's  answer  to  this  proposition  was — 

^  Never/ — ^whatlswore  atthealtaritwasever 
my  intention  to  fulfil ;  and  this  is  the  last 
moment  that  I  should  choose  in  which  to 
desert  my  poor  wife." 

And  he  would  sit  with  poor  Giulia's  hand 
pressed  in  his,  her  eyes  fixed  immovably  on 
his  face,  on  hers  a  peaceful  smile  of  enjoyment 
whilst  he  talked  to  her  in  a  tone  of  tender 
cheerfulness,  which  seemed  to  soothe  the  afflic- 
tion of  her  mind,  although  it  failed  to  remore 
the  thick  veil  of  melancholy  which  appeared 
to  enshroud  it* 

Her  feelings,  however,  were  peace  and  hap- 
piness compared  to  those,  which  during  every 
period  of  her  blighted  existence  had  visited 
her  bosom ;  those  passions  which  had  for  ever 
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turned  her  life  into  a  state  of  torture,  seemed 
blunted,  the  past  remembered,  as  it  seemed, 
dnljr  as  a  faint  dream.  When  they  led  her  to 
the  presence  of  her  sister,  in  the  hope  of  arous- 
ing her  to  some  emotion,  telling  her  that  she 
had  been  iU,  she  calmly  kissed  her  forehead, 
and  when  Francesca  threw  her  arms  around 
her  neck  in  an  agony  of  grief,  at  the  state  in 
which  she  was  reduced,  Giulia  shewed  no  signs 
of  emotion. 

Nice,  strange  to  say,  she  never  mentioned. 
In  short,  as  long  as  Claud  was  in  her  sight 
nothing  else  seemed  to  stir  her  mind. 

They  removed  Giulia  as  soon  as  possible 
firom  the  gloomy  walls,  which  had  indeed  been 
her  mental  grave.  Claud  took  her  to  London 
and  she  was  placed  under  the  first  medical  advice ; 
but  it  was  soon  discovered  to  be  a  case  which  baf- 
fled all  the  best  physician  s  art ;  they  could  but 
recommend  constant  change  of  scene,  and  tender, 
judicious  treatment ;  but  it  would  require  time, 
and  patience: — 

**  To  cleanie  th«  fool  boioiii  of  that  periioiu  stufiF^" 
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whidi  had  been  so  long  ooUectiiigy  to  weigh 
down  the  mind  to  its  distreeaful  state. 

Claud  from  that  time  deTOted  himself  to 
his  painful  and  trying  task  in  a  manner  most 
exemplary,  nor  was  he  unaided  in  his  duty  of 
attendance  on  the  suffering  Giolia. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  considered  no  sacrifice  on  h«r 
part  too  greats  for  her  son  ;  she  could 
nerer  cease  to  accuse  herself,  of  having  been 
the  cause  of  drawing  upon  him  the  unhappy  lot 
which  was  now  his  portion  -and  Mrs.  Grordon 
also  gave  herself  up  to  the  service  of  her  suf- 
fering niece. 

It  may  be  imagined  how  that  attached 
aunt  was  dismayed  aod  agonised,  on  hearing 
the  dreadful  events  which  had  immediately  fol- 
lowed her  departure  from  Shirley  Hall.  She 
had  however  the  comfort  of  seeing  Francesca 
soon  sufficiently  recovered,  to  depart  with  her 
adoring  husband  and  loving  child  for  Paris — 
the  sun  of  her  happiness,  being  only  rendered 
the  more  brilliant,  from  its  temporary  eclipse — 
dimmed  only  by  the  sorrows  of  others  I 


CONCLUSION. 


"  'Tu  ihc — "tu  (he — I  know  ha  a 

I  kiMnr  Iwr  bj  the  aril  ejt 

Tlut  udi  her  OBnaui  treacherj." 


"  Alio  their  Ion,  and  their  hatred,  and  their  eriTj  ii  now 
periibed ;  neither  haTe  thej  any  more  ■  portion  of  anj  thing 
that  B  done  under  the  ■oo." 


A  TEAB  passed  away— a  period  spent  in  a 
melancholy  tour  on  the  continent,  by  the  suf- 
fering Giulia  and  her  husband.  We  now  find 
them  at  Genoa,,  nhere  they  had  just  been 
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joined  by  the  VaYaBOurSy  who  were  anzioiis  to 
take  theirshare  in  alleviating  as  muchaspoeaible 
the  melanclioly  duties  of  poor  Claud,  which 
were  daUy  becoming  more  trying ;  for  whilst 
the  mental  powers  of  the  poor  invalid  re* 
maincd  mucli  in  the  same  state  of  apathy,  her 
physical  strength  was  rapidly  declining. 

It  was  a  comfort,  though  at  the  same  time  it 
rendered  her  state  more  touching  to  the  feel- 
ings of  her  friends,  that  ever  since  this  sad 
mental  crisis,  her  disposition  had  taken  a  tone 
of  gentleness  and  amiability  ;  of  which  in  her 
former  life  there  had  been  some  occasional 
glimpses,  athwart  the  stern  surface,  which 
had  gathered  over  the  character  of  poor 
Giulia. 

It  was  strange  to  see  her  attacli  herself  to 
the  sister^  who  had  been  through  life  the 
object  of  her  jealous  antipathy — never  so 
happy  as  when  seated,  drinking  in,  as  it  were, 
the  sweet  music  of  her  voice,  gazing  on  the 
loveliness  of  her  face  ;  never  so  easily  won  to 
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smile^  as  by  the  exertions  of  Francesca  to 
amuse  her  mind  by  soothing  attentions,  or  en- 
dearing tenderness. 

It  was  at  Florence  that  the  concluding 
events  of  this  history  took  place. 

Claud  and  Sir  Ernest  Vavasour,  for  by  this 
title  he  was  then  known,  were  strolling,  the 
evening  after  their  arrival,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Amo.  They  enquired  to  whom  a  Palazzo 
belonged,  which  from  its  beauty  had  attracted 
their  attention,  and  were  told  that  its  posses- 
sor was  the  Marchese  di  Lante. 

Claud,  starting  at  the  sound  of  that  name, 
asked  some  further  questions,  and  discovered 
that  in  that  Palazzo  dwelt  the  abominable 
Nice  Cellini,  who  now  lived  a  life  of  infamy, 
as  mistress  to  the  Marchese. 

This  discovery  made  them  determine  to 
leave  so  odious  a  proximity  immediately ;  the 
villa  which  had  been  taken  by  Mr.  Hamilton 
beinir  within  a  very  short  distance  fro:n  the 
Palazzo.     On  returning  hoiue,  u  short    time 


324  THE  toeoM  niEMD. 

after^  in  a  boat,  another  paeaed  them,  and 
Claud  had  just  time  to  catch  a  glance  of  a 
pair  of  never-to-be-forgotten  eyea,  which 
shone  like  a  flash  of  lightning  across  his  sight, 
the  glance  being  followed  by  a  ringing, 
mocking  laugh  which  came  distinct  and  dear 
over  the  waters,  accompanied  by  the  words, 

"  I  wish  Claud  Hamilton  joy,  of  his  mad 
wife !" 


They  arrived  at  the  villa.  Francesca  rushed 
out  to  meet  them — pale  and  trembling — dis- 
may and  alarm  painted  on  her  countenance  I 
Giulia^  she  said,  had  experienced  a  fearful 
shock,  and  had  been  insensible  ever  since  ;  the 
doctor  was  with  her. 

Claud  hastened  to  the  poor  sufferer,  and 
Francesca  related  to  Sir  Ernest  the  particulars 
of  the  event  which  had  occurred  in  his  ab- 
sence. 
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Giulia  had  been  seated  on  the  terrace  which 
overlooked  the  river.  Francesca  had  left  her  for 
a  moment  and  entered  the  house,  an  attendant 
remaining  by  her  side.  From  her  she  learnt 
that  almost  immediately  after  a  boat  had  ap- 
proached ;  when  the  woman  saw  that  Lady  de 
Crespigny  was  the  object  of  the  particular  ob- 
servation of  a  lady  who  sat  in  this  boat,  and 
saw  her  give  orders  that  it  should  be  rowed 
close  under  the  terrace.  This  was  done  —  and 
then  she  commanded  the  boatmen  to  pause. 

The  female  then  stood  up  erect  before  the 
Baroness,  fixed  her  terrible  eyes  upon  her, 
and  spoke  some  words  in  Italian. 

The  attendant  said  she  should  never  forget 
the  expression  of  Lady  de  Crespigny's  coun- 
tenance, as  she  gazed,  as  if  fascinated,  on  the 
face  of  the  stranger,  then  uttered  a  pierc- 
ing shriek,  and  fell  backwards  in  a  faint- 
ing fit. 

This  shock  had  indeed  snapped  the  last  frail 
cord  which  bound  the  sinking  Giulia  to  existence. 
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The  next  morning  she  breathed  her  last  sigh, 
strange  to  relate,  thus  receiving  her  death- 
blow, from  the  hands  of  her,  who  had  ever 
been  her  bane,  "  her  Bosom  Friend  f  and  still, 
stranger,  and  more  awAil  still,  the  sequel  I  As 
if  the  fate  of  that  fiendish  being  was  now  accom- 
plished, as  if  her  own  destruction  was  to  follow 
close  upon  that  of  her  victim  —whom  it  seemed, 
to  be  her  evil  destiny  to  destroy  -that  night, 
the  villa  in  which  Giulia  was  gasping  forth  her 
dying  breath,  was  illumined  by  the  flames,  which 
were  consuming  the  palazzo  of  the  Marchese  di 
Lante.  The  same  sun  which  shone  upon  the 
pale  corpse  of  Giulia,  mocked,  with  its  bright 
rays,  the  blackened  ruins  of  that  once  fair 
edifice. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  during  which  time, 
tlie  wicked  being — who  had  doubtless  brought 
this  judgment  upon  the  roof  which  sheltered 
her — lingered  a  disfigured  and  tortured  sufferer, 
then  expired  agonized  and  despairing,  in  a 
convent  to  which  she  had  been  reraovetl.       A 
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lowly  grave  covered  the  mutilated  remains  of 
her,  whose  name  can  only  be  remembered  aa — 

'*  The  climax  of  all  losm, 
«  «  a|c  «  « 

Exalted  o'er  her  less  abhorred  compeers. 

And  festering  in  the  infamy  of  years." 

Her  victim  lies  not  far  off,  though  beneath  a 
marble  tomb>  watered,  ere  left,  by  those  who 
laid  her  there,  with  many  a  pitying  tear — her 
birth-place,  thereby,  proving  also  that  of  her 
burial 

Thus  ends  the  fatal  history  of  **  the  Bosom 
Friends."  Of  those  who  are  connected  with 
their  dark  existence,  we  must  speak  a  few 
partiBir  words. 

Claud  Hamilton's  after  life  had  every  pros- 
pect of  happiness.  With  regard  to  fortune,  he 
was  rich ;  for  on  his  marriage  with  the  unfor- 
tunate Giulia,  with  a  liberality  for  which  she 
-was  ever  conspicuous,  she  had  settled  upon  him, 
unconditionally,  a  large  portion  of  unentailed 
property.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  one  so  fitted 
to  enjoy  the  happiness  of  domestic  life,  might 


the  past. 

Franccaco 
her  happy  « 


loving  and  hi 


ou  eiutli,  to  h 
gloomy  walla 
to  re-echo  wit 
often  made  o 
place  became  i 
cursed." 
Even  Mrs.  } 
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remnant  of  her  days  in  the  dieerful  atmosphere 
of  the  de  Crespigny's  seat  in  Berkshire,  where 
she  was  considered  by  the  young  Baroness  and 
her  husband,  in  the  light  of  a  much  respected 
friend.  Gladly  too  did  Mr.  Seymour  and  his 
fair  Gertrude,  accept  in  exchange  for  the 
living  near  Shirley,  one  close  to  the  Park-gate 
of  the  Berkshire  residence.  Gertrude  had 
endeared  herself  much  to  the  Vavasours,  and 
they  ever  remembered  with  gratitude  her 
warm-hearted,  affectionate  conduct  to  Fran- 
cesca  during  her  season  of  distress. 

Mr.  Seymour  rose  rapidly  in  his  profession, 
and  the  daughter  whose  married  lot  Mrs.  Hamil- 
ton had  80  deeply  deplored,  is  now  the  wife  of 
one  of  the  Church's  most  eminent  prelates  I 
Yes !  Shirley  Hall  was  quite  deserted 
as  a  residence — 

**  Unheard  their  dock  repeats  its  hours 

Cold  is  the  hearth  within  their  bow*rs 

And  should  we  thither  roam, 

It  echoes  and  its  emptj  tread. 

Would  sound  like  voices  from  the  dead  t" 


crcaaiug  dilapid 
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